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HI8  TlR&i:   f  AJPER. 


1  AH  only  a  do^. 

I  fiud  iu  all  aatubiograpiiies  wiiich  I  havo  ever  heard 
read  that  it  is  considered  polite  to  commence  with  eelf- 
depreciation.  But,  for  all  that,  I  do  not  consider  myself 
the  inferior  of  any  living  creatui'e  :  I  never  heard  uf  any 
antobiographist  that  did  consider  himself  so>  According 
to  their  own  account  they  are  a^l  *' incompris ;"  and  I  sup- 
pose I  wag  also  ;  for  I  was  always  held  in  contempt  as  a 
"  dumb  brute. '^  Nobody,  except  that  wise  woman,  Roaa 
Bonheur,  ever  discerned  that  animals  only  do  not  speak 
because  they  are  endowed  with  a  discretion  far  and  away 
oyer  that  oF  blatant,  bellowing,  gossiping,  garrulous 
Man. 

"Only  a  dog,"  indeed  I  Howeyer,  the  phrase  has  a 
pretty,  modest,  graceful  look,  go  let  it  stand.  Men  never 
are  taben  at  their  own  valuation  by  othera ;  and  eo  I  sup- 
pose dog-a  tiamiot  expect  to  be  either. 

"Only  a  dogl'^  Well,  dog-a  cannot  lie,  or  bribe,  or 
don  a  surplice,  or  piek  a  lock,  or  go  bull-baiting  in  share- 
markets,  or  preside  aa  chairmen  over  public  companies  ^ 
we  can  only,  if  we  are  dishonest,  run  oif  with  a  bone  in 
aDWStopcn  and  foolish  fashion,  and  get  instantly  whipped 
for  our  paina  So  that  there  is  one  art  at  loaat  in  which 
men  are  decidedly  in  advance  of  ua ;  and  in  deference  to 
that  BUpercxcellence  in  stealing,  1  beg^  again  to  Atate,  in 
my  humility,  that  1  am  Onlv  a  Dog. 
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Such  a  little  do*,  too.  I  cao  go  io  a  muff  with  a  sceut* 
bottle,  or  m  a  coat-pocket  with  a  meerecbaumi.  I  am 
very  white,  verj  woolly^  very  pretty  indeed;  covered  all 
over  with  soowy  curls,  and  having  two  bright  black  eyea, 
audi  a  black  shiny  tip  to  my  noee  like  patent  leather.  I 
have  heard  myaelf  declared  a  ihoasaad  times  to  bo  "thor- 
ough-breii  ;"  but  I  really  do  not  foel  any  more  sure  of  my 
paternity  tb:an  the  public  can  be  of  the  authorship  of  a 
pritice's  periodg  or  a  bishop'a  charge  I  have  in  iOy  own 
uuDd  very  patrician  doubta  as  to  my  father,  and  can, 
with  truly  aristocratic  haziuesa,  trace  my  ancestry  up  to 
no  O. 

1  have  studied  life,  I  assure  you ;  and  widely  too, 
though  I  am  only  a  tiuy  Maltose.  I  am  called  Maltese, 
you  know,  though  I  uaver  saw  MuUa.just  as  your  nobles 
are  called  Nortimn  thuu|!:h  they  do  not  own  an  acre  of 
land  ia  Normandy. 

I  have  studied  life;  we  little  cupida  utiUally  belong  to 
the  fair  aas  j  and  for  a  vantage-poiut  from  which  to  sur- 
vey all  the  tricks  and  trades,  the  devilries  and  the  frivoli- 
ties, the  sins  and  the  shama,  the  shifts  and  the  scandals 
of  tbis  world  of  yours,  commend  me  to  a  coay  nook  under 
a  woman's  laces  I 

I  remember  once  hearing  a  big  Alp^dog  and  a  small 
KJug  Charlea  disputing  with  one  anotber  as  to  which 
knew  beat  the  world  and  all  its  wickedness.  Mont  Blanc 
narrated  most  thrillini'' ndvcDturcs  amongst  the  snows  of 
his  birthplace,  told  how  he  had  rescued  travelers  from 
midnight  death,  and  du^  a  child  out  of  an  icy  grave,  and 
guarded  a  lonely  old  chateau  through  a  whole  dreary 
Swiss  winter;  aud  wound  up  by  declaring  that  he  must 
have  seen  the  g'ame  of  life  best,  since  he  had  once  bo- 
louged  to  poor  Grammont  Caderoussftj  and  now  lived 
with  a  Guardsman  who  had  rooms  iu  Mount  Street, 
where  they  played  hazard  till  the  dawn  was  up,  and  told 
all  the  naugbtiest  storLCrt  that  were  about  on  the  town. 

Little  Charlie  beard  patientfy,  shivering  at  the  mention 
of  snow;  theii  wioked  his  brown  eye,  wheu  Mout  Blanc 
talked  of  his  guardsmen, 

"  My  dear  Alp,"  said  he,  "  I  see  a  trick  more  than  yon 
for  all  that  \  fur  I  live  with  the  ladies.  As  for  your  owuer 


MIS  FfRST  PAPER. 


11 


in  MouDl,  Street, — a  fico  for  him  I  Why ! — Ibetong  to  lh9 
woman  that  ruins  hiTJlf** 

The  coterie  of  dogs  tbat  was  listening  declared  tLe 
little  fellow  had  won.  Moot  Blanc  li^ed  in  the  F^phero  of 
the  tricked;  Charlie  in  the  land  of  the  tricksters.  lea 
mijjht  be  cold,  but  not  so  cold  a.B  the  souia  of  cocoileej 
chlcken-haziard  mig-ht  be  peribus,  but  bot  do  perilouB  aa 
the  ways  of  cocodettes. 

You  must  tie  spider  or  fly,  qs  somebody  saya.  Now 
alJ  my  experience  tella  me  that  men  are  mostly  the  h'\g, 
g'ood-oatured,  carelegis  bluebottles,  lialf  drunk  with  their 
houej  of  pleasure,  and  rushing  blindly  into  any  web  that 
dazzles  thecQ  a  little  in  the  suushifie  ;  aori  women  aro  the 
dainty,  painted,  patient  spiders  that  just  sit  and  weave,  and 
weave,  and  weave,  till — pong  I — Blueboule  is  in  bead  fore- 
most, azidh  killed,  and  i^ucked  dry,  and  eaten  up  at  leisure. 

You  men  think  women  do  not  know  much  of  life. 
Poobl  I,  Puck,  who  have  dwell  for  many  of  my  daya 
ou  their  boudoir  euahions,  and  eaten  of  their  dainty  little 
dij)Q{ji:8,  and  been  smUf^gled  Uiider  their  robes  even  into 
opera,  balls,  and  churches,  tell  you  that  is  an  utter  fallacy. 
They  do  not  choose  you  to  know  that  they  know  it,  very 
probably ;  but  there  is  nothing  that  la  hidden  from  them, 
1  promiBe  you. 

They  were  very  good  to  me,  on  the  whole  (except  that 
they  would  generally  overfeed  me  oae  day,  and  forget  to 
.  feed  me  at  all  the  next)^  and  I  do  uot  want  to  speak 
against  them ;  but  if  ever  Metem psychosis  whisk  my  little 
Boul  into  a  man's  body,  hang'  me  if  1  will  not  eteer  clear 
of  my  ladies  1 — that's  all. 

For  viewing'  life, — all  its  cogs,  and  wheels,  and  spring's, 
— there  la  nothing  bo  well  aa  to  be  a  lady's  pet  dog-.  To 
eee  the  pretty  ereatnres  quarrel  with  tbeir  mirrors,  and 
ftjmost  swear  over  their  hair-dressing,  and  ^et  into  a 
pasaioD  because  the  white  powder  insists  on  resting- in 
little  tell-tale  patches,  and  sit  pondering  grimly  for  an 
hour  over  the  debatable  question  of  more  or  less  rouge ; 
and  then  to  trot  down  ou  the  edge  of  their  trailing  ekirts, 
and  go  beside  tbem  aa  they  sweep  into  the  drawiog-room, 
radlaut  with  smiles  and  brilliant  for  conquest,  and  hear 
tlicm  murmur  prettfeat  we]c<<me  to  the  rivala  whom  they 
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could  Blaugbter,  were  only  their  fan  a  dagger.     Why! 
there  is  nothing'  in  the  world  beata  Lhat  for  a  comedy  I 

Ah  ? — you  scowl  at  this,  and  say,  '■'What  a  dissolute 
dog  is  ihia  Pnckl^he  baa  lived  with  Phryne,  aud  Lais, 
and  all  of  them?"  Not  at  all,  my  good  sir;  not  &  bit  of 
it:  I  have  bad  mistresses  in  all  classes  of  society  ;  I  bare 
dwelt  with  peasants  as  well  as  with  peeresses;  and  on. 
my  hoDor  I  have  beloag-ed  to  young  p^irla  thatronged  like 
any  lorette,  and  to  raa-trons  that  intrigued  like  any  couF' 
te&an,  and  I  have  seen  as  genuine  spnrts  of  spiteful 
chagi'in,  or  iuipQieive  good  nature,  hi  tlio  green-room  aa 
in  the  fichool-i'oonij  and  as  matchless  pieces  of  impudent 
acting  in  the  ealon  as  on  the  stage.  '*  Souuefit  J'emme 
varie ;" — well  I  I  don't  think  it  (though  they  were  alwaya 
variable  aboat  my  meals) ;  I  have  Ibiirid  female  nature 
very  mueh  the  aamo  Etil  Lbe  world  over.  And  a,  dog 
knows  aa  a  man  cannot,  know;— when  "only  a  dog"  ia 
with  bei",  sliG  thinks  she  \s  all  alone,  you  seel 

You  fear  I  am  blaa^  and  cynical  ?  Perhaps  I  am.  My 
curls  fall  off  a  good  deal ;  and  I  am  forced  to  have  niy 
food  cut  up  in  a  mincing  machine  ;  the  world  naturally 
looks  dark  to  U3  all  when  wo  come  to  this.  But  I  have 
very  often  found  living  agreeable  enough,  even  though  I 
have  lived  sniEcjently  long  to  realize  what  Brummcl  felt 
at  Calais;  and  I  have  met  noble  women  without  ronge, 
and  with  truth  oa  their  tongues.  I  have  I  And  when  I 
met  them  1  admired  them,  I  loved  them,  as  your  dogs 
(and  naen)  of  the  world  always  do,  with  an  astonished 
reverential  admiration  that  your  country  bumpkins,  your 
ungenerous  youths,  never  feel. 

We  are  ill  appreciater],  ws  cynics  ;  on  my  honor  if  cyni- 
cism be  not  the  highest  homage  to  virtue  there  \&,  I  should 
Jike  to  know  what  virtue  wants  ?  We  sigh  over  her  al^ 
Benee  and  we  glorify  her  perfections.  But  Virtue  ia  al^ 
ways  a  trifle  atuek-up,  you  know,  and  she  is  very  djfllcuit 
to  please. 

She  is  alwaya  looking  uneasily  out  of  the  "tail  of  her 
eye"  at  her  opposition-leader  Sin,  and  wondering  why  Sin 
dresses  so  well  and  drinks  such   very  good  wine.     We 
"  cynics"  tell  her  that  under  Sin's  fine  clothes  there  is  a  . 
breast  caccer-eaten,  and  at  the  bottom  of  the  wine  there 
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is  a  bitter  dreg"  called  satiety;  but  Yirtue  does  not  tUQch 
heed  that ;  like  the  woman  she  is,  abe  only  notes  that  Sin 
drives  a  pair  of  ponies  iu  tbe  snnshine,  while  she  herself 
is  often  left  to  plod  wearily  throug;h  the  everlasting'  falling 
raia.  So  she  dubs  ua  "cynics"  and  leaves  us — who  can 
wonder  if  we  won't  follow  her  through  the  rain  ?  Sin 
smiles  so  pr.errily  if  she  make  us  pay  toll  at  the  end; 
w'hereaa  Virtue — ah  me  I  Tirtue  will  find  auch  virtne  in 
frowning  I 

However,  I  fear  I  am  getting  a  trifle  too  French- 
McinoircsquB,  all  epigram  and  no  memoir.  Living  ao 
much  in  the  cream  of  society,  I  have  got  a  good  deul  of 
its  froth.  It  ia  not  wit,  but  it  passua  very  well  for  it- 
over  a  dlinnor-table.  Put  down  in  black  and  white,  you 
may  find  it  a  trifle  ft'i\'olous.  As  for  printing;  wit, — even 
my  wit, — you  niigbt  just  as  well  talk  of  petrifying  & 
vanille  souffle.  Su  I  am  afraid  even  I  may  eeem  dull 
Bometimes;  and  I  have  as  great  a  borrar  of  seeming- 
Btupid  as  of  eeemiog  edifying-. 

How  I  bate  that  last  word  I  It  always  brings  to  my 
memory  a  gentle  dean  who  preached  most  divine  plati- 
tudes, hut  invariably  trod  on  my  tail.  I  recollect  the 
reverend  gentleman  iiad  a  playful  babit  too  of  pitching 
biseuita  at  me,  which,  when  my  innocent  mouth  opened 
for  them,  burnt  it  with  a  horrid  hidden  dab  of  mustard. 
And  he  tricked  an  old  commissionaire  too,  who  ouce  took 
me  about,  out  of  a  shilling  for  a  mesMge.  By  the  way, 
commissionaires  hate  to  do  work  for  the  cloth.  "  Nobody 
else  cuts  'cm  down  so  close  to  a  penny  as  them  parsons," 
they  will  always  tell  yon.  "What  we  poor  dogs  have  lost 
by  being  ahut  out  of  church  by  the  beadles  I 

Butl  amrunningoutof  myautobiographicaltrackagain, 
just  as  Montespan  and  Ijus.^y-Babutln,  and  all  of  tbfm, 
ftlways  do.  I  will  try  and  hark  back  again  to  imy  earliest 
reminiscences,  Tbey  are  humble  ones,  I  must  admit. 
The  world  always  feels  a  savage  pleasure  in  tracicg  its 
Shakspeare.^  into  a  butcher's  shop,  and  its  Yoltaires  into 
an  attorney'a  office,  and  its  great  men  generally  into  pa- 
ternal pf^-sties ;  it  is  a  aet-off  to  it  for  their  disagreeable 
Bfjperionty.  So  it  will  be  at  once  familiar  and  soothing 
to  it  to  le&rn  that  I,  the  spoiled  pet  and  idol  of  its  oil" 
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garcbjj  firat  coQBciously  opened  my  eyes  tn  a  cottage. 
You  Bee  I  am  as  thoroughly  huaeat  as  Rousseau  m  hia 
Coofessions. 

Poor  Joan  Jac-quea  \  be  only  gut  called  a  scoundrel  for 
hia  pains.  I  wander  where  the  man  la  who,  telling  the 
naked  truth  about  himself,  would  not  get  called  ao? 

Polite  liea,  polite  lies  !  They  are  the  decorous  garment, 
and  the  fittiug*  food,  of  the  world.  To  be  ia  the  fashion, 
I  shall  hare  to  treat  you  to  them  before  I  have  dooe. 
But  at  the  present  moment  I  feel  truthful.  I  am  (tware 
of  the  vulgarity  of  the  admiseioiii  but  I  make  it, — I  feel 
truthful. 

So  here  is  the  account  of  my  earliest  home. 


CHAPTER  I. 


HIS  TIBSr  MJEUOBT. 


Tsp  first  tbinp;  I  distinctly  remembep,  is  lying  on  pome 
Btraw,  in  a  wooden  bed,  and  heftring  the  souud  of  voicea 
above. 

"Do^ce  think  't  '11  live  ?"  aaid  one,  the  full  gay  voice 
of  a  girl. 

"  It  'ull  dew,"  said  the  slow  soft  tones  of  a  toan.  "  Git 
a  bit  o'  Bummat  softer,  la&s ;  the  straw,  it  do  uaahen  of 
him." 

The  straw  was  truly  nftsbing  of  me, — North-English 
for  pricking^  and  hurting  mej  and  V  took  a  liking  to  the 
man  for  hia  thought  fulness,  accordingly.  The  sumtnat 
iofter  came,  in  the  shape  of  an  old  wool  kerchief;  and, 
he  laid  me  gently  oa  it,  put  me  in  the  warmth  of  the  sun, 
and  fed  me  with  some  new  milk.  It  was  the  man  who 
did  all  this:  the  girl  stood  looking  on,  amused. 

'■  How  came  'ee  to  he  gi'en  him,  Ben  V^  she  asked,  with 
her  hand  on  her  side. 

"  It  seems  ns  mother's  dead,"  he  responded  ;  my  raothfrr 
he  meant,  I  faund  afterwards.     "  And  paps  was  such  ft 
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trouWe  like  to  kip'  i'  the  quick,  that  np  a  the  Hall  th*^y'tl 
no  waj  wi'  'om,  and  Jack  hi^  was  a  g-oin'  to  put  tbia  little 
'un  V  the  water.  It's  tho  last  o'  the  litter.  *  Gi'  ho  to 
me,  Jacli,'  saya  I ;  and  he  gi'cd  him.  '  He's  &  rare 
watae,'  snja  Jack,  "  hut  he  wunna  live."  '  I  dunno 
'bout  walue/  saya  1.  '  lie's  no  bigjijer  than  a  kit ;  but 
be  ull  lia'  a  atjueak  for  lile  anyhow  wi'  me.'  And  I  tuk 
him.     Poor  heastiel  he's  o'  waluc  surely  i'  God's  Bight." 

The  giri's  eyes  sparkled. 

"M'appeo  we  might  sell  him  after  a  bit?"  she  cried, 
eagerly. 

I  shiverect  where  I  lay:  already  I  was  reg-arded  as  a 
goods  and  chattel,  purchasable,  marketable,  and  without 
a  vote  in  the  sale  I  Mark  you  :  it  waa  a  woman  first  pro- 
posed mj  barter.  It  may  have  colored  all  my  subsequent 
views  of  the  sex;  I  do  not  dony  it. 

"Nay,"  said  the  luan  in  his  slaw  gentle  voice.  "A 
drop  o'  milk  *s  all  he  ull  cost  awhiles, — wo  shanna  be 
harmed  i'  that, — and  he'll  grow  to  us,  and  we'll  grow  to 
him  belikes.  Dog^s  are  main  and  faitbfuL  Look  at  auld 
Trust.  It  all  be  time  eiio'  to  talk  o'  ttirnin'  tbis'n  out  o' 
door  when  he  have  miabehave  hisself.  I  Likes  the  looka 
on  him." 

'•  Bat  Jack  told  'en  he  was  worth  summat?"  urj^ed  the 
fi;irl  irapatieutly.  "  It  was  the  old  madam  broug-ht  them 
wee  white  do^-a  to  the  ball  first  o'  all,  and  tbcy  alius  said 
as  how  those  little  'una  ud  fetch  their  owa  weight  i'  gold." 

The  man  shook  his  hoad  a  little  sadly. 

"  Ah,  ye  allu9  thinka  too  much  o'  gold,  my  lagg,"  he 
eairt,  with  a  soft  reproach. 

Slio  laughed  a  little,  fiercely. 

"  Wc  ha'  got  90  much,  to  be  aurel" 

'  We  ha'  got  gqo',"  said  he,  with  a  patience  very  gen- 
tle, and  a  little  dogged.  "  We  ha'  got  bit  and  drop,  and 
hearth  Bre,  and  roof  tree.     We  ha'  got  eno'." 

She  gave  a  peevish,  passionate  twist  to  herdresa;  it 
was  woolen,  home-spun,  and  without  grace  or  beauty. 

He  saw  the  gesture,  and  rose  from  his  knees  beside 
toy  bed. 

*'  There  was  a  dead  woman  found  o'  Mooraide  yester- 
night/' ho  a<itd  quietly.     '*  And  the  bones  were  thro'  tb« 
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and  their  stupidity,  are  deaf  and  blind.  Where  ever  yet 
was  the  man  who  could  tell  a  thief  by  pure  instinct  ? — 
we  smell  dishonesty  on  the  air,  but  you  only  ask  it  to 
dinner,  play  cards  with  it,  appoint  it  executor  in  your 
will,  trust  in  it  as  your  attorney,  your  priest,  and  your 
brother,  and  set  it  in  high  places  exultingly. 

Even  your  clever  men  are  such  fools: — your  beat 
worldly  knowledge  is  only  on  the  tip  of  your  tongue,  as 
parrots  carry  their  jargon,  and  your  Rochefoucaulda 
writing  their  aphorisms  make  asses  of  themselve:^  over 
their  Longuevilles. 

But  I  am  straying  aSeld  again. 

I  remind  myself  of  what  old  Trust,  when  I  came  to 
know  him  well,  told  me :  "  Sheep  and  men  are  very  much 
alike,"  said  Trust,  who  thought  both  very  poor  creatures. 
"  Yery  much  alike,  indeed.  They  go  in  flocks ;  and  can't 
give  a  reason  why.  They  leave  their  fleece  on  any  bram- 
ble that  is  strong  enough  to  insist  on  fleecing  them.  They 
bleiit  loud  at  imagined  evils,  whilq  they  tumble  straight 
into  real  dangers.  And  for  going  off  the  line,  there's 
nothing  like  them.  There  may  be  pits,  thorns,  quag- 
mires, spring-guns,  what  not,  the  other  side  of  the  hedge, 
but  go  off  the  straight  track  they  will ;  and  no  dog  can 
stop  them.  It's  just  the  sheer  love  of  straying.  You 
may  bark  at  them  right  and  left,  go  they  will,  though  they 
break  their  legs  down  a  limekiln.  Oh,  men  and  sheep  are 
wonderfully  similar,  take  them  all  in  all." 

This  was  a  favorite  saying  of  Trust's,  and  I  think  he 
knew  ;  for  he  had  been  sheep-dog  to  several  farms,  and 
had  »een  a  deal  of  mankind  in  the  little  towns  on  the 
niark«t-days,  where  the  drovers  haggled  over  their  flocks 
and  fought  over  their  ale.  Trust  was  now  far  on  in  years, 
and  his  present  master  kept  him  only  out  of  good  nature; 
but  he  was  a  valuable  dog  still,  so  far  as  shrewdness  and 
faithfulness  went. 

When  the  man  and  the  girl  had  gone  up  the  little 
creaking  dark  stairway  that  evening,  seeking  their  beds 
like  the  fowls  with  nightfall,  Trust  told  me  a  little  about 
them. 

He  had  the  garrulousness  of  old  age.  From  a  sense 
of  chivalry  and  loyalty,  he  wag  cautious  about  what  hfl 
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eaid  al^tut  Avice  ;  but  I  saw  that  he  did  not  think  rery 
well  of  her. 

^*  She^B  a  fecklesa  thing,"  be  averred.  "Always  rua- 
Ding  her  head  on  ribbons,  and  rings,  and  gay  rags,  and 
euch  like,  all  out  of  her  station.  She'a  a  bit  seliish,  too; 
all  young  tlnnga  are;  you  are,  I  don't  doubt?  Only  you 
i;au't  get  out  of  that  bed  yet,  to  fight  for  yourself  as  it 
wore.  She  is  rara  and  handaome;  she  tliiiika  too  iiiiich 
of  it;  aiio'll  sit  for  bour^  staring  at  her  face  in  that  Utile 
bit  of  broken  mirror;  and  she  iri  full  of  di&eontent: — but 
it  will  patis  by-and-l»y,  perhaps,  all  that.  She  ia  soyounj^ 
and  so  spoiled  :  bhe  was  the  youngeat  often,  and  Ben  tbo 
oldoaL  All  the  others  are  dead,,  and  the  father  and 
mother  as  well,  and  these  two  are  left  all  alone.  Ben 
don't  think  there's  her  equal  on  all  the  earth  ;  eyeryltttlo 
thinij'  as  he  can  scrape  together  he  saves  i'or  her.  Why, 
I  know— she  doeEii't — that  he's  saved  a  matter  of  Qvs 
silrer  piocea  thi.'?  year,  and  put  it  in  a  hole  under  the  old 
apple-tree  ;  and  he  1:^  trying  hard  to  save  a  whole  pound 
by  Carnaby  Bright  (midsmumer  day,  Ihat'Eii  her  birthday), 
that  h(5  may  buy  her  a  gowu  she  set  her  heart  on,  when 
Bhij  saw  it  in  the  shop-wmdow  in  Ashbourne  this  Caiidle- 
mas,  A  ^reat  pink-colored  tbing,  very  ugly,  I  thought, 
but  atie  cried  fof  it  liko  a  child,  and  it  vexed  him  Borcly 
because  he  could  nohow  got  it  for  her ;  be  had  only  a  few 
coppers  by  him.  Ic  is  a  yviV^  diflicult  Ibing-  to  lay  nionBy 
by,  in  these  times,  you  see;  quarry  work  brings  ill-pay; 
and  the  garden  don't  do  well  because  it  is  rocky  uud 
damp  ;  and  the  fowl*  havfu't  l^id  all  the  winter,  and  it's 
imuble  euuugb  to  put  by  ten  shillings  a  quarter  for  rent," 

And  Trust  sbeok  hia  hiead  like  a  dog  on  whom  the 
econouiies  of  the  world  weighed  heavily. 

"  Dues  ehe  earn  nothing  ?"  t  asked — 1  waa  acute  for  my 
age,  evuQ  thus  early. 

"Lar  bless  you,  no,"  said  Trust,  "Flinging  a  bit  to 
the  poultry,  or  mising  a  little  uieal  and  water  for  cakes, 
ia  all  that  lass  ev^r  does  from  morn  til)  night.  There  ia 
a  deal  for  a  woman  to  do,  Ect  alone  earning  money;  a 
woman  that  trims  her  place  tidily,  and  looks  after  the  live 
stock,  and  is  handy  at  needle  and  thread,  can  save  a 
^ower  of  money.    Sioie  don't  need  to  go  and  earn  it.    Bat 
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Avice,  Bhe  JQst  Tela  him  lalior  for  her  in  stiason  nnd  out 
ofeeasoQ,  and  does  nothiu^  lieraelf,  and  then  turna  round 
and  mnttera  al  him  because  she  can't  eat  off  ailver,  and 
be  shod  in  satin,  and  carry  a  train  after  her  like  the  pea- 
cocks !  There  are  Iota  of  women  like  her, — lota^  mj  dear. 
You  will  be  sure  to  come  aeroas  tltem.'^* 

Now  Trust  ha4,  of  a  suretv",  never  m  hia  life  known 
any  other  ivomea  thaa  drovers'  daughters  and  shepherda' 
wivee;  but  wheti  I  grew  older,  and  w<?nt  into  the  world, 
I  could  not  help  thinking  that  tbusB  drovers'  dauphiera 
and  ebepherdfl*  wives  must  have  repreeeuted  the  temale 
sex  very  completely  and  very  faith  ful!y. 

"Ben  is  good,  ia  he  not?"  I  asked  a  little  piteously; 
for  there  is  nothing  that  seems  &o  dreary  to  tbe  young-  as 
doubting  or  condemning  those  to  whom  they  belong. 

"  Good  aa  gold/'  said  Trust  erapbatically.  *'*  And  fat 
better,  indeed;  for  gold  has  done  a  swarm  of  harm  ia 
this  world;  and  Ben  has  done  nothing'  but  good  all  tba 
days  of  bis  life.  Uc  is  the  kiudof  maa  that  does  good^ — 
to  everybody  except  himself.  I  have  known  him  erer 
since  he  was  a  lad  of  fourteen.  Hia  father  was  dead  and 
bis  mother  ailing;  and  Ben  was  about  the  farm,  where  I 
lived,  and  he  had  the  old  woman  and  the  babies  all  to 
keep  as  best  he  could.  My  old  master  helped  him  a  bit, 
but  it  was  Ben  alone  that  kept  tho  mother  and  ibe  chil- 
dren olF  the  pariah.  He  was  always  a  quiet,  cheery,  still 
sort  of  lad,  but  with  a  woudorlul  fuTce  of  work  in  him, 
and  as  strong  as  a  young  bull.  Ho  baa  always  had 
queer  tender  kind  of  thoughts,  too,  about  beasts  and 
birds  and  flowers  and  weeds,  and  all  manner  of  things 
thiit  be  sees.  There  ia  mm?h  more  in  Ben  than  unybody 
thinks.  When  he's  been  sitting  on  tbe  hill-side  with  me, 
all  alone  with  tbe  alieep,  iVe  seep  an  odd,  bright,  won- 
dering look  come  m  bis  eyes,  just  ag  if  the  bracken  and 
the  thyme  had  got  talking  to  him  and  be  was  beariug 
beautiful  stories  from  them.  He  can't  write  a  word,  you 
know,  and  can  only  read  jnsit  a  little,  spelling  it  out  ae 
sbeep  hobble  over  a  rutty  road ;  hut  I  can't  help  thinking 
that  Ben,  if  he  only  coold  ejtpress  what  he  feeia,  and  6ay 
all  that  the  water  and  trees  and  things  tell  hiai,  would 
be  what  X  once  heard  aoiue  arti^t-mea  whea  they  were  aC 
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tvork  paintias  on  aiy  raoor-side  talk  about  for  an  hour  and 
pioru — I  thiuk  Lhoj  called  Et  a  poet.  At  least  one  of  them 
read  aloud,  and  it  was  out  of  a  book  that  they  said  waa 
ft  poet^s,  whilst  the  othen*  were  sketching ;  and  the  sound 
of  what  they  did  read  was  very  like  the  look  in  Ben'a 
eyes  when  he  was  aloue  on  thQ  hills,  gazing  at  the  clouds 
aud  the  mists." 

1  flstened,  much  impressed,  but  not  at  all  understand- 
ing hSm, 

"You  must  have  tlioug-ht  a  great  deal  yourself?"'  I  said 
timidly.  He  looked  very  thoughtful  with  his  old  wrinkled 
«nd  abag-gy  brows. 

**  Of  course,"  said  Trust  calmly.  *'  Dogs  thiofc  a  great 
deal ;  when  people  believe  us  asleep,  nine  times  out  of  ten 
we  are  meditating.  But  men  wouH  credit  that,  you  gee, 
because  if  ever  they  happen  to  hit  on  a  thought  tbcm- 
selves,  they  rush  and  set  it  all  down  in  black  and  white, 
and  cry  out  to  all  the  otbera  what  wonders  they  are. 
You  must  thiak,  among'  the  hills  and  the  dales;  they 
make  you,  whether  you  like  it  or  not.  Even  the  sheep 
think,  I  do  believe,  though  they  look  so  Btupid.  Every- 
thing in  creation  thinks,  that's  my  idea.  Look  at  a  little 
beetle,  how  clever  it  is,  how  cunning  in  defense,  bow  pa- 
tient in  labor,  how  full  of  disquiet; — but  you  cannot 
uuderstaud,  you  are  only  a  nursling.  Go  to  sleep  until 
dayli^'ht  Myself  I  never  do  more  than  doze ;  that  cornea 
of  babit  when  I  used  to  havo  my  shcepfolds  to  guard 
Here  there  ia  nothiag  to  take  care  of,  for  there  ia  nothing 
to  steal,  unless  it  be  those  brass  ear-riogs  of  Avice^a  I" 

With  which  smothered  satire  he  stretched  himself  to 
eojoy  that  seoai-alumber  which  the  French  call  "  entrs 
cliat  et  loupi*^  and  I  curled  myself  in  my  boj  to  paaa  aij 
fin>t  night  under  the  roof  of  Reuben  Dare 
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CHAPTER  IL 


TJND£&  tHS   KOsE-TfiOAN. 


It  was  scarce  dajb]'eak  when  Trust  went  up  the  steep 
ladder-like  Btairs,  aad  Bcratcbed  loudly  at  the  door  oa  tba 
top  of  them. 

'•I  always  walte  them  so,"  he  explained  whan  he  da- 
Bcend(!(3 ;  and  I  saw  afttsrwarda  that  he  never  was  too 
soon  or  too  late  a  sing-lo  minnte,  thoiif^h  there  was  no  vil- 
lage clock  wltUia  heariurr,  do  clock  at  all  in  the  house, 
and  the  gun  at  that  timo  waB  a^  irregular  and  aa  little  to 
be  depeadcU  on  as  the  ruu  usually  '\a  in  the  British  Isles. 
"Only  adogl — ah  I  only  a  dog,"  with  no  watch  in  bis 
pocket,  will  keep  time  with  a  punctuality  that  men  sel- 
dom attain,  despite  all  their  best  chronometric  aids  I 

Soon  a  slow,  heavy  step  sounded  on  the  stairway,  and 
Reuben  himaolf  came  down  into  the  <j;loom,  patted  Trust, 
Bpoke  to  me,  and  uudid  the  siQp;le  shutter.  There  waa 
not  very  much  light  even  then,  it  was  a  chilly  morniDg ; 
be  went  out  to  a  little  shed,  brought  in  an  armful  of  peat 
aud  bfuabwood,  made  hig  owu  6re  with  a  ^reat  deal  of 
labor,  and  got  out  bis  own  breakfast.  It  was  only  a 
draught  of  cider  aud  a  bunch  of  rye  bread:  the  diet  on 
which  most  of  your  hard  rural  labor,  your  sowing  and 
reaping,  your  plowing  and  hoeing,  your  hedging  and 
ditcbiag,  is  doDe  after  all. 

To  Trust  he  gave  more  of  the  bread  than  he  ate  him- 
Belf ;  and  for  me  he  heated  a  bowl  of  flet  milk ;  talking  to 
vs  both  in  his  kindly  and  dreamy  fashion. 

Later,  he  took  down  from  tho  cupboard  a  single  little 
dainty  white  china  cup,  and  a  gmall  black  china  teapot; 
and  a  very  tiny  white  wheat  loaf",  and  pat  of  sweet  aiuber- 
hued  butter.  Ho  put  somo  tea  in  the  pot, — ^weighing  it 
A3  beod''ullj  as  gome  men  weigh  gold,  for  it  was  terribly 
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iOfltly  to  him, — and  left  tliem  all  ready  tog-ether,  on  tha- 
tftble,  unrlcr  tbe  lattice. 

Then  he  wait'cd  a  moment  or  two,  listening  for  a  step 
on  the  stair  :  there  was  none,  it  was  all  silent  above.  A 
fihade  of  disappointment  stole  over  his  face,  but  no  anger; 
be  took  his  hntjje  pickase  and  other  tools  from  their  cor- 
ner, put  them  over  biy  shoulder,  and  went  out  throuj!;h 
the  door, — lingerin^r  a  inoineut  with  a  backward  loot  up 
the  stair. 

Then  he  drew  the  door  after  him,  and  I  heard  his  steps 
prowihir  fainter  and  fainter  as  tbej  trod  '^'^wa  the  moss  ; 
Trnsit  Iiad  gnne  with  him, 

I  wa«  a!one  a  long  time,  ti.  very  tons'  time  ;  so  loug  tliat 
I  whimpered  and  cried,  unheard,  till  I  was  tired,  and 
held  niy  pcaeo  for  want  of  breath.  When  the  sun  iv&g 
quite  high,  the  girl  Avice  at  length  appcaroJ. 

"Be  quiet,  will  'ec,  little  wretch  I"  she  cried  to  me,  rtnd 
went  stfaightway  to  the  table.  Her  eyes  glistened  fi 
little  as  she  saw  the  butter  ftnd  tea,  and  she  sat  down  and 
ate;  never  casting  the  smallest  morsel  to  rae. 

UeauLiful  she  was  by  the  morning  iigbt ;  with  her  fair, 
rich  color,  and  her  gleaming  eyes,  and  her  crown  of  half- 
bright,  half-dusky  Lair,  like  the  bronze  ta  which  there  is 
much  misture  of  gold.  But  I  thought  I  never  eaw  any- 
thing of  &o  much  greed,  or  eo  intensely  seltish.  There 
was  a  Tivid  animal  plieaj?n'f'e  in  the  sight  of  what  were 
dainties  to  her  senses  ;  but  there  was  no  sort  of  gratitude 
or  feeling  at  the  generous  and  thoughtful  affectioa  which 
had  been  thus  tender  of  her  in  her  absence.  She  ate  all 
there  wag  on  the  table ;  seeming  to  like  to  draw  the 
pleasure  out  to  its  longest  span  ;  x^hen  eQded,  she  washed 
the  things  and  set  them  away,  and  did  a  little  Louse- wort, 
ell  in  a  very  idle,  slovenly  manner — like  one  whoso  heart 
was  not  at  all  in  her  occupation. 

Then  she  went  and  fed  the  poultry,  calling  them  round 
the  door-sill.  I  could  eee  them  Rght,  and  peck,  and  beat 
each  other  over  tlie  disputed  grain  ;  and  wheu  one  help- 
3eas  tittle  speekted  hen,  who  had  scarcely  a  feather  left 
in  her  body  owing  to  her  merciless  sisters''  unremitting 
onalaughls,  was  finally  driven  away  from  the  mash-pan 
with  tut  having  tasted  so  much  fiA  a  barleycorn,  I  heard 
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Avice  laugh,. — ^thn  first  good-humored  and  amased  laugh 
that  I  bad  licard  IVoin  hor  lips. 

To  feed  the  martyred  hen  she  made  no  attempt:  aha 
left  ]t  to  mope  upou  a  r&il. 

When  sho  camo  within,  she  drew  her  spinning'- wheel 
to  her^i  and  Ijogari  that  ancient,  graceful,  classic  work,  old 
oa  the  days  of  Troy.  But  she  only  tangled  her  yarn, 
bad  spoiled  her  w^b^  and  ut  last  she  pushed  the  dlsta£F 
impatiently  from  htT,  and  took  up  her  piece  of  mirror^ 
aud  fell  to  twining'  her  Btrin^  of  red  heada  in  and  out  of 
iier  hair,  and  knotting  tbeni  round  her  arniSj  and  wreath- 
ing ihem  on  her  breast  above  her  low-cut^  leathern  bodloe. 

This  little  cottage  of  Reuben,  Dare*s  was  quit*  alone, 
in  the  heart  of  the  Peak  eauutry,  on  the  edge  of  a  great 
wood,  chiefly  of  pines,  at  the  farther  extremity  of  whicli 
was  the  stone-quarry  where  he  worked,  fair  weather  and 
foulj  whilst  m  bis  leisure  time  he  reared  a  few  hardy 
flowers  and  simple  fruits  iii  his  damp,  mossy  afarden,  to 
which  nothiug  but  the  indigenoua  fernSj  and  burdocka, 
and  coltsfoot,  took  really  kindly. 

At  the  hack  of  tho  cottage  rose  a  hill  all  grown  over 
with  ash,  and  larch,  and  Bra  j  whilst  beyond  that  there 
Btretcbed  the  great  dreary  Bteppea  of  moorland,  with  a 
Koman  tumulua,  or  a  Di'uidic  rocking-stone,  alone  break- 
mg  here  and  there  the  monotony  of  their  brown,  levei, 
ebeep-cropped  wastes.  Ashbourne  was  seven  miles  away, 
and  the  nearest  hamlet  was  three ;  a  scattered  farm  or 
two  stood  oa  the  moors,  and  the  ball  on  the  other  side 
of  the  wood,  where  my  forefathers  bad  been  reared,  was 
utterly  deserted  by  its  owners,  and  ileft  to  the  care  of 
three  or  four  superannuated  serrants,  under  whose  neglect 
my  delicate,  blgh-boTQ  mother  had  periBhed. 

Reuben's  cottage  was  pretty ;  a  square  stone  place, 
with  a  pyramidal  red  roof,  the  whole  enveloped  in  ivy  and 
lichens,  and  the  sbiide  of  spreading  yewboug^hs ;  the  same 
yews  from  which,  in  Robin  Hoodie  H^ays,  the  famous  boW' 
men  of  Englaud  bad  been  served  with  iheir  weapons. 
Although  It  was  midwinter,  the  cottage  bud  a  rosy  glory 
that  depended  on  no  season  ;  for  it  was  covered,  from  the 
lowest  of  its  BtoDOB  to  the  top  of  its  peaked  roof,  with  a 
gigautte  rosG-thoTEL 
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"Sure  the  aoblest  sibrub  as  ever  God  have  made," 
would  Ben  saj,  looking  at  its  massive,  ciiatiis-likcljrui:iclie&, 
with  their  red,  waxen,  tender-colored  berries.  The  cot' 
tago  was  very  old,  and  the  rose-thorn  waa  the  growth  of 
ccuturies.  Men's  hands  had  never  touched  it.  It  had 
Btrotched  where  it  wouhJ,  ungoveroed,  unhampcrod,  imar" 
rested.  It  hiid  a  beautiful,  dusky  glow  about  it  always^ 
froua  its  peculiar  ihiukness  and  ita  bleuded  hues  ;  a,ud  in 
Iho  thilly  wtsather  the  little  rob  in-red  breasts  would  come 
and  flutter  iuto  itj  and  screen  themselves  in  its  shelter 
from  the  cold,  and  make  it  rosier  yet  with  the  hrighlnesa 
of  their  little  ruddy  Ihroata. 

"Tba  ChrisUbirda  do  alius  seem  safest  like  i'  tha 
Chriat-bush,"  Ben  would  say,  softly,  breaking  oCf  the 
larger  half  of  hia  portion  of  oaten  cake,  to  crumble  for 
the  robina  with  the  dawn.  I  neTor  knew  what  he  meant; 
though  X  saw  be  had  some  soft,  grave,  old-world  rftoiy  ia 
his  thoughts,  ihat  made  the  rose^thorn  and  the  redbreasla 
both  saered  to  him. 

Avicc  would  only  laugh;  and,  if  he  went  away  to  work 
before  the  iittle  birds  had  eaten  uU  his  gifts,  would  drive 
her  tibic'ketifi  under  the  ^reat  bhorn-tree  to  steal  their  oat- 
crmoI>s  from  those  shy,  i|)retty,  russet  songsters. 

Midwinter,  too^  had  other  beauties  in  that  secluded 
place.  At  least  I  heard  old  Trust  say  so  many  times ; 
and  it  waa  true. 

There  were  such  grand  tempestuous  sunsets,  with  one 
half  the  sky  like  a  sheet  of  steel  above  the  brown  round 
hills,  and  the  other  half  ail  duyky  red  and  gold  behind 
the  driving  purple  clouds.  There  svere  such  heautifal 
wondrous  snow-stormSj  that  falling  down  past  the  great 
ivy-covered  trunks  and  the  dense  net-work  of  aubum-hued 
branches,  and  drifting  by  the  dim,  soft,  solemn  shapes  of 
the  hilbsides  and  the  bleak  shadows  of  the  £ir-wood9, 
mingled  so  strange  a  phantasy  of  dying-  color  and  made 
the  earth  seem  dim,  and  sweet,  and  distant,  even  aa  in  a 
dream. 

Then  one  could  see  so  easily  the  coming  aJid  the  going, 
the  joys  and  the  terrors,  the  loves  and  the  strifes  of  the 
rooks,  bigh  above  iu  the  tallest  trees  that  stood  on  the 
Lighest  crest  of  the  rocks.     One  could  see  the  fovefi' 
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BBTiba  under  the  leafltiss  brushwood,  and  the  rabbits' 
boles  artuer  Ibe  withered  bracken.  The  little  widfyeoos, 
wlien  tboy  found  tliuir  shallow  ponds  aod  fresbets  frozen, 
gxtw  TOry  tame,  and  fluttereti  close  to  the  garden-wall, 
in  hope  oi  catcbing  &.  etra^y  crumb  from  the  hens,  or  a 
Biraj  bono  J'rani  die  cat, 

The   cab   herself,    an    unan:iiable    creature    when   the 

^  Vrcather  was  warm,  gvtivv  eociable  and  good- nature'! 
vrhen  the  stiovv  drove  her  in-doors ;  and  she  shared  with 
Trust  and  tuysflf  a  place  on  Ihe  hearth-atone,  before  tha 

^_  chtiiry  bi'igtitly-burning  6rc  of  '"  cobbles''  tbat  flamed  up 
nnddr  the  rotjud  Bwiugitig  kettle  into  tbe  wide  black  shaft 
of  the  old-faytcioncd  ehiumcY.  Forif  Bbo  spit  or  scratched. 
Trust  drove  her  avvaj  from  the  lire ;  and  she  soon  learned 
■ — what  indeett  is  the  rule  for  u^^i  all,  from  tats  to  court- 
beauties,  frouTi  dng-s  to  diptoniatists— that  the  way  to  g:ct 
the  warmth  «f  the  world  (ami  to  g;]vo  a  s1y  safe  pat  to 
your  nt'igliljor)  ia  to  sheath  all  your  claws  under  Tclvet 
and  to  keep  in  an  excellent  temper. 

All  living  tbiiigfl  Hoem  to  draw  closer  together  in  tbo 
perils  and  privations  of  (be  winter,  as  you  men  do  in  tbe 
frost  of  your  frig'hts  or  your  sorrows.  In  summer — as  in 
prospt^rily — every  one  is  for  himself,  ami  is  heedless  of 
others  because  be  needs  nothing  of  them. 

Tiie  cottage  was  very  pretty  at  all  scapoas,  as  I  say, 
with  its  two  long  quaint  windows,  and  its  wide  door 
through  which  the  sunshine  seemed  forever  stronming', 
and  a  little  brook  einging  cloge  by,  right  under  tbeg-arden 
grasses.  It  was  very  pretty,  standing  down  as  it  did  at 
the  foot  of  the  hill,  wiLh  the  dense  green  of  the  wood  all 
before  it.  But  it  was  very  lonely,  and  no  sound  ever 
came  to  it  gave  the  sound  of  the  water  freshets,  and  of 
the  birdi3  in  the  branches,  escept  when  now  and  then  the 
thunder  of  some  louder  blast  than  common  rolled  faintly 
from  the  distant  quarry,  followed  by  tbe  rumbliDg  echo 
of  the  loosened  falling  stoaea. 

It  was  lonely,  certainly;  and  dull,  to  those  fiir  wbora 
the  brown  silent  moors  had  no  grandeur,  the  ceaj^eiess 
aong  of  the  brook  no  music,  the  old  gray  hoary  stones  no 
etory,  the  innumerable  woodland  creatures,  forever,  jistir 
under  brake  and  brushwood,  no  wonder  and  no  interest 
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And  the  girl  AvicQ  was  one  of  these.  Tb©  poetio 
fsiculLy^aa  jou  call  Ibe  iusight  and  the  sjmpalliy  which 
feels  a  diviaiiy  in  all  created  thiiig;s  and  a  joy  unutterable 
in  the  natural  beauty  of  the  earth — is  lacking  in  the 
pcneralily  of  women,  notwithstaading  their  elaima  to  the 
monopoly  of  eniotlon.  If  it  be  not,  iiow  comes  it  that 
women  have  given  you  no  great  poet  since  the  ilaja  of 
Sappbo? 

It  is  women's  deficiency  in  intellect,  you  will  observe  ; 
not  a  whit : — it  is  women's  deficiency  ia  sympaLby. 

The  grtatnesij  of  a  poet  liea  ia  the  universality  of  bia 
sympatliiea.  And  wumen  are  not  sympathetic,  because 
Ibey  are  intensely  self-cenler<^d. 

As  Avice  sat  one  day,  when  winter  bad  grown  into 
earliest  spring,  pulling  iicr  beads  about,  and  gnzing  at  her- 
BfiHf  in  her  bit  of  glawa  as  usual,  there  came  iti  sight  in 
tho  distance,  under  the  arching  liougha  of  the  piucs,  a 
little  old  man  with  a  pack  un  his  baelu  1  found  after- 
wards that  bo  was  a  peddler  called  Dick  o'  tha  Wynnata 
(i  e.  of  the  gates  of  the  wind),  who  journeyed  about  on 
foot  within  a  radius  of  twenty  miles  or  so  round  Ash- 
bourne, and  who  came  through  tbia  wood  to  the  moor 
farms  about  once  in  three  months ;  one  of  the  very  few 
new-conicra  that  ever  disturbed  the  solitudes  round  Reu- 
ben's cottage. 

Avice'a  eyes  sparkled  with  eager  delight  as  she  saw 
him  approach  ;  and  she  darted  through  the  open  door  and 
down  ttie  glade  to  meet  him  wiLh  more  welcoming  alac- 
rity than  1  ever  saw  her  display  to  any  living  creature. 

1  knew  nothing  about  lovera  in  those  days,  or  I  mig^ht 
have  thought  he  had  been  one  of  hers,  bo  gleefully  did 
she  greet  iiira.  But  if  I  had  done  so,  I  should  have  beea 
uudeteived  on  bis  entrance ;  for  an  uglier  little  old  fellow 
never  breathed,  and  he  was  over  Bovciity  in  age,  though 
tongh  and  hard  as  a  bit  of  asb-stick. 

"  What  ha'  g-ottcn  tha  morn,  Dick?"  asked  Avice, 
eagerly;  longing  for  a  sight  of  his  pack. 

*'  Eh  I  La'  gotten  a  power  o'  ihingSj"  said  Dick,  leisurely 
unstrapping  it,  and  lotting  it  down  on  the  brick  floor. 
"  But  ni'appen  ye  uli  gie  me  a  drop  orsumraat  to  wet  mj 
throstle  wi'  first,  Avice  ;  canna,  my  wench  ?" 


PUCK. 


Avice-,  somewhat  jmpatieutlj,  brought  him  a  little  jug 
full  of  cider.  . 

"Ben,  be  wumia  hii'  oag-h^  else  to  drink  i' the  honoe 
tbaa  that  pii^'d  swill,"  slie  said,  with  a  aovereign  contempt 
for  what  she  otiered, 

"Aad  bauua  &  moaael  o^  vittiea  wi'  it?"  oeked  old 
rtuk  with  insidious  softness-  "I  dareoa  tik' thia  etulT 
e'out  eaten  of  a  moas<;I ;  it  ud  turn  e'  my  Btomach,  it 
would." 

I  wished  it  might  turn  in  his  stomach,  for  I  had  con'^ 
d.'uivvd  a  gi'eat  dIslikG  to  him,  end  had  a  horrid  idea  that 
he  niij^ht  tako  me  away  in  hia  imck. 

Aviee,  however,  supplied  him  with  the  desired  "  moa- 
sel,"  and  he  appoared  lu  have  disownt'd  all  idea  of  danger 
iu  the  cider,  fur  he  drjiintid  Lhejug  to  its  last  di'op,  Mean- 
wLiie  Avi^ue,  fallea  ou  her  kiiees,  was  svviRly  nudoing  the 
leatheru  stvaps  of  his  portable  warehouse,  and  feasting 
htt  eyes  ou  all  its  wonUi'OUS  U'tiasurL-s. 

They  consiated  of  ^lass  beads,  small  mirrors,  rolls  of 
ribbons,  ^audy  cotton  handkerchiefs,  nmny-colnred  woolen 
fabrics,  penny  illuiitrated  periodicala,  and  all  things  of  the 
cheapest  and  of  the  finest  that  could  allure  the  eyes  of 
CQuntry-niaidoiiB  and  tho  silver  coins  of  their  saving-- 
boxes.  But  they  were  a  niiUionfold  more  attractive  to 
Avice  Dare  than  the  dainty  robin's-nest  ia  the  ivied  wall, 
or  thedelieato  bslls  of  the  dew  on  the  leaves,  or  the  coaF- 
velous  sunset  colors  in  the  western  gkJes,  or  the  exquisite 
heath  on  the  broad  brown  fella,  or  any  one  of  the  many 
beauteous  things  iu  her  daily  hfe  to  wbieh  her  sight  was 
blind. 

She  lingered  in  rapture  over  every  one  of  the  tawdry, 
worthless  pieces  of  appareling,  and  laid  each  aside  with 
ft  yij?h  of  envious  long'ing. 

The  peddlor  kt  hia  ^ooda  work  their  own  eharm  whilst 
bo  enjoyed  his  "  mosisel ;"  then  Le  sung-  their  praiaea,  and 
Spread  them  out  freshly  before  her. 

"Look  'ee,  lass,"  said  he;  "here  be  a  many  tbmgg 
made  right  ou  to  please  ye.  There  beaa't  such  a  lot  aa 
this'n  anywhere  else  our  side  o'  tha  Peak.  Bless  ye  I 
afore  Pv*  been  half  acroaa  moor-aide  I'll  ha'  emptied  my 
pack  o'  'em  all,  down  to  the  littlest  spool  o'  cotton.     But 
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I'd  rayther  sell  *eni  to  you ;  'causq  thore  bean't  sueb  a 
weU'looking  lass  as  ye  anywheres  i'  tha  country.  Ye 
Bet  the  does  otf ;  tbat  'ee  do.  Now,  what'U  'ee  fit  on  tha 
inarn,  Avice  ?" 

AvicG  ehouk  her  pretty  curly  head. 

"  I  Jtiao'L  gotten  no  aiUer,"  sbe  said  with  sullen  gadoeBS, 
"Tha  ten  pentiies  I  got  for  tha  ejf^s  ye  bad  lost  time  ye 
eome ;  I  bau^t  got  no  more  ;  not  a  brass  farden,  an'  'twaa 
iver  so.  Tba  thiuga  is  lovely  ;  but  ye  wunaa  let  mc  hev 
'eai  oa  tick,  as  'twere  V 

To  thi^  hint  old  Dlek  gave  a  sturdy  deoial. 

'*CaDtia,  my  dearie;  canna,  aa  'twas  iver  so.  I  gi'ea 
alius  ready  money  myself— alius, ^- and  if  1  was  kep* 
out  0^  it  1  should  ha  to  go  to  workhus.  I'd  do  a  deal  for 
ye, — yeVe  so  pretty  wi'  yer  jj^oivd  hair, — but  I  darena  do 
that,  lot  alone  how  wild  Jien  ud  be  wi'  me:  ye's  aware  o' 
that." 

"Ben's  ft  gaby,"  said  Avice  savagely j  spreading  out 
before  her  longin,!?  eyes  a  fihawl  of  bright  scarlet  and 
oraoi^Cj  and  then  folding  it  around  her  loFmjj;Iy.  "Lot^ 
o^  folk  go  on  tick;  and  why  na  we?  WcM  be  auro  to 
pay  some  time  ; — when  tbe  garden  was  forrard,  or  the  hina 
got  well  8  laying.  What's  that  there  blue  ribbin  I  that's 
beautifuL" 

"Au'  ud  look  beautifal  in  yer  hair,  my  pretty,"  said 
the  subtle  Dick,  holding  it  up  agaiti&t  tbe  lij^ht.  *'  And 
then  there's  tbis  red  bnndkerdicr  as  ud  go  lovely  over  it; 
there  beaii*t  a  nicer  'sortnieut  than  blue  and  red  togither. 
That's  a  rare  hargaiu  too, — that  there  lot  o' jcw'lry.  I 
git  it  straight  from  a  born  lady,  as  bad  come  dowQ  i'  the 
wui'ld,  aud  was  obk^oged  to  part  wl'  it.  Them's  real 
jew'ls,  they  H  and  all  diri  i'hea.p.  Ony  five  shilliu'  (of 
the  lot;  rtJtiJ  diiuinds  I  fit  for  the  Queen  o'  England.  Why, 
if  ye  Lev  them  on  at  tha  wakes  i'  thia  simmer-time  there 
wuuuu.  bo  a  liitts  as  ull  hold  a  caiidio  to  yo,  and  a'  the 
lads  ull  be  diJficd-lito  wi'  ycf  glory.  Pit  'em  jU,  my 
wi^ueh ;  pit  'em  on  ;  even  if  ye  canna  take  'em,  I  longs  to 
eeo  'cm  upo'  ye.'' 

All  this  uttered  in  the  soft,  sleepy  "  tongue  of  the  Peak," 
that  sIuTs  over  every  harsh  word,  and  rolls  its  phrases  all 
0D«  in  another,  took  its  due  effect  upon  Arice.    Inteaaelv 
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ignorant,  aad  honestly  believing  in  her  simplicity  that  she 
saw  real  diamonds  before  her,  she  yielded  to  the  tempta- 
tion ;  and  clasped  the  brazen  bands,  sparkling  with  their 
bits  of  white  glass,  on  her  arms  and  about  her  throat, 
t^azing  at  them  and  herself  entranced. 

Old  Dick  clapped  his  bony  hands  in  admiring  ecstasy 

"  Lord's  sake  1"  he  cried  :  "  ony  look  at  yersell  1  Whj  I 
lord-a-mercy,  no  queen  could  ekall  ye  !" 

The  old  hypocrite  was  most  likely  half  sincere.  Avico 
was  a  very  pretty  picture  then.  Her  arms  were  too  fair 
by  nature  to  have  ever  become  sun-browned,  and  they 
were  shaped  to  satisfy  a  sculptor ;  her  throat  was  long 
and  slender,  though  it  denoted  physical  strength  ;  and  her 
neck,  white  as  the  driven  snow,  was  the  full  blue-veined 
bosom  of  a  goddess.  Nor  were  these  beauties  much  con- 
cealed by  the  low-cut  leathern  bodice  that  inclosed  them  ; 
and  as  she  breathed  quickly  and  feverishly,  with  longing 
and  self-love,  her  eyes  gleamed,  her  face  flushed,  and  the 
mock  diamonds  really  lent  to  her  a  curious  kind  of  glitter- 
ing, transitory  luster. 

"  Oh,  if  ony  I  had  'em  1"  she  cried,  tossing  her  arma 
above  her  head,  and  unconsciously  giving  more  beauty  to 
her  disclosed  charms.  *'  Oh,  if  ony  I  had  'em  I  They'd 
look  at  nobody  else  at  the  wakes  1" 

The  wakes  are  the  rural  feasts  held  over  the  Peak 
country  at  every  town  and  village  on  the  anniversary  of 
the  building  of  its  parish  church.  This  religious  com- 
memoration takes  the  form  of  feasting,  junketing,  drink- 
ing, dancing,  and  eating  very  big,  thin,  round,  sweet 
cakes;  and  it  was  the  only  form  of  public  festivity  that 
Avice  had  ever  in  her  brief  life  enjoyed. 

To  her  the  wakes  seemed  the  pivot  of  the  world,  and 
al'  the  seasons  rolled  only  to  bring  the  wakes  round  again 
to  rejoice  the  souls  of  their  worshipers. 

"  Ye  must  ha'  'cm,  my  dearie,"  murmured  old  Dick 
beguilingly.  "  Ye  nmst  somehow  or  ither.  I  shouldua 
ha'  the  heart  to  see  onybody  else  a  sportin'  of  'em,  now 
I've  once  seed  'em  on  yer  bonny  brist.  Just  'ee  think  a 
bit, — ha'  ua  ye  got  the  littlest  hantle  o'  siller  ?" 

Avice  glanced  towards  me,  and  I  trembled  in  mj 
box. 
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*'  There's  tha  pup  as  Bea  bad  gi'cD  ho  Iiq  week  ngone," 
hIi'^  said.  "  Tboj"  tell  us  aa  how  'tis  a  dual  o'  walue. 
Would  'ee  tak'  it,  and  sell  it  i'  the  towu  ?" 

"  Lawk  a  mussj  no !"  cried  Dick  m  horror.  ■"  I  canca 
abide  tiog-s:  niver  could.  There's  that  Trust  o' joutd  ; 
allud  a  suillia'  and  mouthln'  at  me,  if  he  be  b^  wbea  I 
come.  Tliink  o'  aome  ither  way,  mj  lusa.  Loiik  'ye  1— 
ye  La*  got  diitiibdfl  as  a  princess  bei'sull  ud  be  proud  lo 
weer.  Ye'U  niver  part  ^vi'  "em,  now  ye  hu*  once  ph  *eni 
on,  Avice?" 

MephisLophelea,  of  whom  I  have  subsequently  beard 
much  and  ol'ten,  was  at  bis  old  work  with  womeQ  in  the 
person  of  the  peddler  of  the  Peak.  Only  here  McpLis- 
topheles  ihougbt  the  jewels  enough,  witbout  addlnj^  the 
temptatioQ  of  passion,  and  substituted  self-love  for  love  : 
ibe  first  is  the  more  potent  seduour  of  the  two  with  tbe 
fair  sex,  which  enrolls  a  hundred  Avices  Lo  one  Qret- 
chea. 

Dick  o'  iba  Wyunals  knew  well  that,  baving  ooce  put 
the  tbinge  on,  the  girl  would  uever  bear  to  let  them  go 
Out  of  her  dlgbt  ag-aiu  uupurcbaeed. 

Avioe  stood  with  them  clasped  about  her  neck  and 
arme,  ruffling  her  Lair  in  her  perplexity,  and  with  the 
^eat  teara  beg'inntug-  to  brirn  over  in  her  eyes,  beuauiie 
Bbe  saw  no  meaps  w  hereby  ^he  could  malco  herself  mi^ 
treas  uf  tbeae  splendid  yenis. 

Suddenly  she  grew  very  pale,  tbe  blood  forsook  Iier 
cheeks  and  llpSr  u  sudden  tbeu^lit — hope  and  fear  Loth  in 
oue — seeEQed  to  leap  lata  her  eyes  aud  burn  the  tears  in 
them  dry. 

■'Is  it  a  matter  o'  five  shillia^?"  she  asked,  and  her 
Voice  was  hour^se,  and  lower  tbau  usual,  as  she  spoke. 

five  sbilliag'ij  were  iA  Reuben's  cottage  as  ffo  ihou 
sand  soverci^^na  are  in  the  firesit  world. 

"Five  abilHu',"  averred  tbe  peddler,  "and  I  wouldna 
seK  *em  for  that  to  ony  cl^ti  than  ye,  my  dearie^ — real 
dtoiinds  as  they  be,  and  woreM  by  a  ^reat  lady." 

"  Wait  a  bit,"  murmured  Avice,  "  Now  I  think  on  It 
— m'oppen  1  cau  do  it.     Ju^t  'bide  a  bit,  will  'ee  ?" 

And  still  with  her  face  very  pale,  and  a  steadfast,  reek- 
le66,  yet  sc&red  look  upon  it,  she  went  out  of  the  door^ 
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the  sunlight  catching'  the  "dmnionda/'  and  plajing  on 
them,  till  the  poor  glass  truinpeiy  flasbed  and  glowed  tta 
though  it  really  were  Bome  gfem  of  Asia. 

Whura  she  wont  I  did  oot  aee:  she  bad  closed  the  doof 
behind  her.  Old  Dick  tarried  patieatlj,  putting  the  con- 
tents  of  his  pack  In  order  a^ain,  and  did  not  even  look 
through  tbe  tattioo, 

Dick,  I  suppose,  was  a  worldly-wise  man,  attd  thought 
that  BO  long  as  the  money  was  forthcoming  for  \m  mer- 
cbitodiBe,  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  whence  it  came. 
Pretty  girls  rrjight  not  car^!  that  he  yhfujld  kuow. 

Presently  Aviee  returned  :  her  face  was  very  flushed 
flow,  and  she  spoke  with  eager,  treiuuloos  excitetnent. 

"  "  I  ba'  gotten  it,  Difk,"  she  cried.  ■"  Here  it  be.  It's 
a  Bwarm  ol"  Billcr,  sure,  tu  pay  aU  at  onst, — but  the  jew'la 
are  worth  it.  Here  l— one,  two,  three,  four,  live.  All 
good  luoney.     All  good  I" 

The  peculiar  haate  and  oxcflemcntof  hor  manner  struck 
the  shrewd  old  man^  for  he  wrung  and  bit  every  coin  in 
enecessioti  with  car*j,  as  though  suspecting-  bod  money 
amongst  them  from  tbe  very  volubility  of  her  aasevera- 
tions.  Tbey  were  all  good,  however,  ami  he  put  them  by 
ID  a  leatiier  pouch,  chuckling  contentedly  as  he  did  so. 

"I  knew  ^ee  got  the  money  somewhere,"  he  cried. 
"But  ye  wiramen  allu3  want  so  much  pmesin'  and 
coaxin*  to  make  'ee  do  what  ye'ro  dyfn'  to  do  I  Sure  and 
ye  have  the  bravest  diminds  i'  country-side,  Avico.  Nell, 
at  the  DcU  Farm,  will  be  main  and  mad  when  I  telle  her. 
She's  fliluy  rare  and  jeuloua  o'  ye,  wencb.  M'appen  ye'vo 
got  a  coin  or  two  more  lay  Ly,  that  ye  could  gie  ua  for 
this  lot  of  blue  ribbon?" 

•'  No  1  I  han't  got  a  peony  I'"  said  A  vice,  fiercely,  cover- 
ing her  eyes  with  ht;r  hand;*  to  ^ut  out  the  sight  of  tbo 
coveted  ribbon.  Already  her  diamonds  seartely  con- 
tented her. 

"  Well,  well,  don't  'ee  fret.  Ve  got  enow  ou  yer  neck 
to  make  'enj  all  crazed  like  wi'jealouf^y,"  said  tbe  benevo- 
lont  Dick,  in  consolation.  "  And  look  'ee,  Til  put  iu  tbla 
lot  of  piccur-pttpers,  all  for  good  wilt, — theyMI  wile  ye  a 
bit  whea  ye're  dull.  They're  all  about  lords  and  ladies; 
aouoEUEuon  pretty  readin' ;  and  a  power  o'  murders  in  'em, 
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too.  Tbem  quality  seeiua  alius  a  cuttiii'  each  ollicr's 
throats,  if  o»e  may  b'lieve  tbuttj  there  peunies." 

With  wbich  ho  depositei]  Uvo  or  three  of  ihe  pcnay 
numbers  of  fiction  on  the  littla  table,  and  reg-arded  liiin- 
fielff  it  waa  evident,  as  a  person  of  princdy  libtralitj. 

"I  hate  readinV'  &ft'd  Avice,  ungraciooa'y,  lookicg, 
nBV^erthelcss,  at  tlje  illuBtratious.  "I  dow  Bpell  tLoptt 
here  out  Bomctiuic&,  'cause  I  llko  to  soc  Low  folk  live  la 
great  liouSGS,  llow  fine  it  muEt  bo  to  hcv  gentry  a  kiilin' 
Ihoiraelvca  for  yc,  and  a,  wcarin'  o'  oiaskd  to  trap  ye,  and 
a  carryin'  ye  off  to  palaces  i'  the  dead  o^  the  nig'iat.  Do 
'ee  say  aa  ali's  true  what  they  tells  ?" 

"Ail's  gospel  truth  i' tha  pennies,"  eaid  Dick,  promptly, 
forgetting  lii$  previuua  blcepticiem.  *'  It's  ali  dukes  what 
wnu!9  ill  thenif  and  tbey  tuuat  know  what  they  doea 
theirselves." 

"And  doca  they  wear  masks,  and  swords,  and  drive  in 
g^owden  chariots,  and  carry  off  live  princessci??"  asked 
Avice,  eagerly  ;  the  dullncsa  of  her  iniagiuatiou  stirred. 

Dick  stTat^:heii  his  lu-mi  thoughtfully. 

"Well — ^I  m-ed  a  duke  in  these  parts  onst,  long  ago," 
bo  said,  meditatively,  "and  he  waa  a  little,  old,  rura- 
lookin'  chap,  1  thouglit,  wi'  gray  hair  aud  yallcr  gaitera. 
And  he  rid  a  fat  black  cob, — and  be  said  thank  'ee  whea 
I  oped  tha  giLte  for  ^un,  Aud  I  couldna  b^o  oa  he  wag 
anythinfc  diff'rent  to  Tim  Uadlj^  the  Ptockia'-higgler,  as 
waa  aroozin'  like  him.  But  them  pennies  is  gos]>ei-truc^ 
lass:  uiver  ye  go  to  doubt  it.  And  now  I'll  l>id  'ee  good 
day,  my  weuch  ;  for  1  must  get  over  moorsido  afore  the 
strike  o'  twelve." 

And  tbrowinjj  Jiis  pack  over  hia  shoulder,  and  taking 
bia  sinfi;  tlie  old  man  lei't  ur,  and  went  out  by  the  rear  of 
ibe  house,  and  begaa  to  climb  ibfi  stec-p  woodt^d  bill  that 
rose  beLwceo  the  coUago  aud  the  moorlands  that  lay  be- 
yond. 

Avice  scarcely  noticed  hia  departure.  She  was  aV 
&Oi:'b€d  in  thinking  of  the  dukes,  and  in  gazing  at  her 
jewels,  with  her  elbow  resting  on  the  table,  and  her  ty^s 
fixed  on  the  glass.  Suddenly,  however,  she  darted  out» 
and  called  to  the  peddler,  as  be  slowly  crept  up  the  lower 
slope  of  the  hill.  !  could  heiir  hia  voice  reply  from 
aOove, — - 
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"Wbftt  is  't,  IftssT  Ha' ye  founJ  siller  enuw  for  tha 
blue  ribbin?'' 

"Not"  she  crieil  to  him.  "Ony — onj — I  forgot  to 
tell  'ee ;  if  ye  Bee  Ben  ttny  time,  duu't  'ee  say  notLia'  to 
him  0^  tbe  dimiada.     Miad  that  1" 

•'  0'  course  not,"  he  sung  out  in  answer.  "  When,  iver 
does  I  aaj  anythiD'?" 

"Thank  'ee,"  she  called  back.  " Te  knaw^ — he  duan* 
like  my  la^ying  out  o'  money  on  rattletraps  and  bits  o* 
brass,  aa  he  calls  'em." 

*' Ben's  a  fule,"  retorted  the  old  man^  from  above, 
aoaoDjcst  the  firs. 


CHAPTER  III. 

ClfDEB  7HE  4PFJ>S}-TBGK. 


Shs  came  into  tbe  house  again,  and  ran  to  her  mirror 
at  once:  ebe  was  fererieb  and  little  at  ea&e,  it  seemed, 
but  her  "diminds"  still  afforded  her  rapturous  delight. 
Tbe  gold  waa  so  yellow,  and  the  stones  were  so  big  ! 

Slve  seemed  ncTer  to  tiro  of  clHsping'  them  on  aad  off, 
and  chanj^ing  their  reating-placo,  anil  picLuriog  to  horaelf, 
doubtlefia,  the  admiration  she  would  dravr  on  bor  at  the 
wakes,  ajid  the  bitterness  of  soid  whieb  she  would  causa 
to  Nell  o'  tbo  Moor  Farm.  Hour  after  hour  she  spent, 
gazing  at  these  things,  and  at  herself  In  tbem,  and  think- 
ipg,  idly  and  purposelessly,  yet  with  a  curious  mixture  of 
anxiety  and  savagery,  to  judge  by  tbe  abadowe  that  flitted 
one  art.er  another  acrosa  her  face  \  the  shadows  of  desire 
and  of  disaati^factioQ. 

"If  I  could  ony  be  where  them  thing's  be  wore^d  all 
day,  and  dukea  be  a  swearin'  o'  love  till  they  kills  their- 
Belrast"  she  muttered,  half  aloud,  over  her  precioui 
gemB. 

She  bad  led  the  siiup^leet  and  most  JQQOceQt  life  poaif 
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tie;  alje  had  beea  no  more  touched  by  whispers  of  eril 
thaa  the  little  bloe  cuckoo'g-eye  flowering  without  j  she 
Lad  been  brought  up  with  the  birds  and  the  beaata,  the 
noble  moors  and  the  radiant  waters,  and  had  bed  no  moto 
to  acquaint  her  with  the  guilt  of  the  world  than  the  youa^ 
Jambs  at  plav  ia  the  dales.  But  yet  these  longiugB  wero 
in  her;  these  senses  were  inborn  and  importunate. 

Vision  she  had  not;  imagination  she  had  not ;  ambition 
she  knew  naught  of,  and  iutelligeutje  waa  dead  in  htM': 
bat  these  she  bad, — vauiiy,  and  greed,  and  sensuality; 
the  true  tompkM'y  of  thousands  of  women. 

After  awhile  she  took  her  treasurey  up  the  stairs,  to 
bide  i\iQii\  away,  no  doubt,  in  some  bos  in  her  bed-cham- 
ber, and  there  she  remained  till  the  day  had  almost  waned, 
when  she  came  down  again  and  put  on  the  potatoes  to  boil. 
She  threw  them  into  the  pot  with  their  skins  scarcely 
washed,  and  sat  down  to  peruse  one  of  the  "pennies," 
reading  it  slowly  ntid  painfully,  spelling  each  word  out, 
and  tracing  it  with  her  foretinger. 

She  started  a  little  as  Ti'uyt  entered  with  the  setting 
of  the  sun,  and  after  hljn  Ida  master.  tFugraeious  at  all 
times  to  her  brothel',  her  manner  changed  this  evening; 
she  welcomed  him  with  more  cordial  warmth  than  usual, 
chattered  with  a  flow  of  words  very  rare  with  her,  and 
busied  liersclf  in  getting  his  supper  with  much  more  will- 
ingnesa  than  abc  Lad  bLowu  oii  any  night  previous. 

J^Lin,  Iiimself,  looked  very  pleased  with  tlio  aUcration  m 
her  ;  aud  reapondfd  to  it  with  a  caressing  tendcruesa  that 
was  iniiuitely  gentle  and  touching. 

"I'd  a  run  o'  luck  to-day,  my  pretty,"  he  said,  sittinf^ 
over  bis  potatoes  and  oatmeal  "  There  was  a  lady  aa  had 
lost  her  track  i'  the  big  pine  wood,  and  1  pit  her  right, 
and  she  gi'ed  me  a  shiHin'  for  't.  Aad  soon  arter,  whiles 
I  was  a  workin',  there  koni  a  man — a  trampiD^  you  know, 
AS  those  paintin'  ehapa  and  tha  fellows  as  break  up  ihg 
stones  wi*  a  little  hammer  alius  do.  They  se&  they  'a 
gennleraen  ;  but  I  niver  b'lievo  as  gennlemen  born  ud  go 
about  wi'  nasty  oil-pot.s,  or  bags  of  bits  o'  gritstone. 
However,  that's  neither  here  nor  there.  This  'uu,  hft 
&poke  uncommoa  k'nd  \  and  I  picked  him  out  a  atom  of 
cawki?,  and  a  mosseloc  two  of  Blue-John,  aa  Beemed  to 
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please  faim,  and  be  gi'ud  me  a  Hhillir]'  tew.  So  I  was 
rare  i*  luck  tha  marn.  And  Trust,  tew ;  for  bo  got  a  lot 
of  fian'wid^es  out  o'  this  Lere  i^DDleman'^e  pack.  How's 
ta  pup  1  Ho  look'  rare  au'  brave.  Eli,  mj  little  un,  yo^Jl 
pull  ihiough  safe  enow,  won't  'ee  ?  'Tig  a  pretty  crittur, 
Buro." 

This  waa  the  first  praise  that  I  ever  heard  of  raj  beauty, 
wbieb  bys  all  njjlife  been  remarkable  :  it  has  been  lauded 
by  many  lipa,  but  by  uoae  more  honestly  and  kiuUiy  tbaa 
poor  Ceu'e. 

Avice  received  his  news  with  nowonted  sympathy,  and 
seemed  to  desire  to  atone  for  the  general  badness  of  her 
careless  cookery,  by  an  assiduity  that  should  leave  him 
nothing  to  desire  in  hia  present  meal,  and  induce  him  ta 
linger  over  it  lonR-ar  than  usual  In  this,  however,  aho 
failed  ;  he  carod  little  what  he  ate,  and  he  had  a  de&igu 
he  was  eager  to  execute. 

The  supper,  and  the  thanksgiving  for  it,  ended,  he  rose 
Bnd  took  hig  gardening'  tools, 

"Ye  wiinua  go  and  garden  tha  night,  Ben?''  asked 
Avice,  rapidly.     "  Do  *ee  look  I— tha  sun's  down.'' 

"Theresa  a  lot  o' light,  las5l"hB  laughed  in  answer, 
"  I  alius  garden  arter  'tis  down,  or  afore  'tis  t\i.  Yb 
tnowa  thab  well  enow." 

"  But  it's  so  cold,  Ben,  and  bo  damp,"  she  urged,  with 
a  curious  feveriahnesa.  '*  Ye'U  get  the  rewmatiz,  eure  aa 
ye  live,  if  ye  gsirden  th(9  time  o'  night," 

He  laug-bcd  aloud  at  this. 

"  Why,  Avitc  I  D'co  think  I's  an  old  un  of  sixty  years? 
D'ee  iver  know  me  ailin'  of  aught  ?  Stay  'co  in  if  ye  feel 
ilia  damp ;  but  the  weather's  uo  beoD  bred  yet  as  can 
dauut  or  damage  o'  me." 

And  he  went, 

Trust  whis]>ered  over  my  bos, 

"  Ue  is  going  to  bury  that  two  shillings  with  the  rest, 
under  the  applo-tree.  She  does  not  dream  he  has  saved 
money  there,  you  know." 

1  gaid  notbiug. 

"Audit's  all  for  her,"  added  Trust.  "AH  for  that  ugly 
red  gown  that  she  cried  for  last  Candlemas/^ 

Avice  stayed  \>y  the  h^artbj  with  her  hands  clasp^dp 


UNDER   TEiS  APPLE-TREE. 


37 


ftnil  her  liead  lient,  and  the  ruddy  ligbt  of  the  cobble  fire 
playing  on  bor  bowed  head. 

A  brief  space  later,  there  eanie  on  the  ni^ht  air  a  great 
cry, — followed  by  a  sudden  silence.  Trust  rusbed  head- 
long out;  Avice  remained  iminoeable. 

A  lUtlc  later  her  brother  appeared  on  the  threshold  ;  hia 
face  WB3  very  pale,  aad  hu  looked  dazed  and  appalled. 

"  Avice,  there's  bin  a  thief  here  I"  he  Baid  tremulously, 
though  his  grape  voice  was  very  low, 

"  A  thief  I"  she  echoed,  without  lifting  her  bead. 
"  What  t     Ilev  the  fowU  biu  stole  ?" 

"No.  Tbey'a  in  their  coops/'  he  answered,  with  the 
tremor  still  in  bis  %'oice.  "But  there^a  bin  somebody  a 
robbin'  me,  for  all  that;  a  robbiu'  you,  Bjy  little  laaa,  a 
robbiu'  yuu  1" 

*'  Me  V' 

"  Ab  I  my  deareef  ye  didna  know,"eai(l  Ben,  softly  and 
easily-  "  1  was  wrong,  nmy-be,  not  to  tell  'ee ;  ye'd  ha^ 
been  more  hocdful  o' tramps  about.  But  ye  see,  lassie, 
ye  was  bo  wishful  fur  that  gownd,  and  I  tlmcht  as  how 
Pd  sui'prise  ye.  And,  d'yo  Bee,  I  eays  to  myself,  says  I, 
I'll  pit  every  stiver  1  can  git  in  a  hole,  under  tha  old 
apple-tree,  and  store  it  up  till  Baroaby  Brig-bt,  and  thin 
tak  her  o'er  to  Ashbourne  and  gio  her  the  thing  ehe'B  a 
longing  for.  That  was  wot  I  tboehtyesee — and  Dowit'a 
i:\^'iXY  shilliti' gonel  The  moas  her  bin  pulled  up,  and 
the  hole's  elean  empty.  As  empty  can  he.  If  I'd  ony 
lulled  ye,  tny  pretty  I — and  now  ye'll  have  to  wait  for  yer 
gownd  I" 

Avice  fitood,  still  uuuioved,  waving  to  and  fro  in  the 
glow  of  the  fire  \  thea  at  length  she  spoUe.-^very  huskily. 

"  Lord,  how  good  o'  ye,  Ben  I  Who  can  it  be  aa  ha' 
took  it?" 

He  ruffled  his  fair  hair  in  sorrowful  perplexity. 

"  Some  tramps,  o^  eooraDp  my  dear.  Didna  ye  hoar  aoy 
steps  about  ?" 

"Niver  a  one.  But 'tis  true  I  went  up  moorsidej — ^just 
to  look  as  whether  the  gorse  'a  in  bloom:  it  might  ba'  bin 
done  whiles  I  waa  there  I" 

"I  deasay,  I  dc9say  !  But  who  routd  tell  asl'dmoaej 
there  ?" 
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"  They  mighi  ha'  seed  ye  o^er  Iba  fence." 

"Dick  o' tha  Wjnnats  han't  been  by,  hev  he?  I'm 
alius  mistnislfu]  of  ill'  old  uinn.'^ 

"  I  han't  seed  Dick,  come  Wednesday  waa  a  month.  It 
must  ha'  been  a  tramp." 

*'  Tramps  don't  kim  much  o'  these  parts,"  said  Ben 
with  a  aif»h,  "  It  must  sure  hev  bin  one,  thoug^h  :  tb<?y 
mig'ht  look  ower  the  fence  as  ye  say,  I'm  ony  sorry  for 
ye,  iny  la&sie:  it  ud  ha*  bin  such  a  Joy  t'ye  to  ha'  had 
(hat  gownd  I" 

Avice  went  up  to  him,  and  threw  her  white  arms  round 
his  neck,  ami  kissed  him. 

"  Niver  mmd,  Ben  I  I'll  think  as  how  ya  her  gi'en  it 
to  me.     That  nil  do  jist  aa  well." 

He  returned  licr  caresses  fondly,  stroking  her  hair  with 
b  tender  pitying  touch. 

"  Theer's  a  brave  wench  I  'Tia  rare  and  good  0^  ye  to 
bear't  so  well,  Apiee.  It  dew  cut  a  bit,  'cause,  ye  see^  I 
was  90  set  up  like  wi'conteut^a  bfitija;iuHheni  tew  shillin' 
home  jiyt  now;  and  lliey'd  fm'matle  eiveii^and  Ihere'd  ha' 
bin  but,  twice  that  a*/\n  to  git  afore  ta  aimmer-tirae  for  ye 
to  ha'  iha  gownd-  And  now  't  's  all  to  begin  o'er  agin^ 
and  1  canna  surprise  ye  thiji,  'cause  I've  tellcd  ye  o'  it 
now " 

Hi&  voice  fell  suddenly;  it  was  a  blow  to  hira  to  have 
been  robbed  of  this  innocent,  kindly  pleasure:  und  flva 
shillinj^a  are  not  made  every  day  of  a  quarrymati's  iife. 

AvicG  kissed  him  yet  again, 

"Niver  ye  mind,"' she  murmured  with  a  certain  emo- 
tion, treinbliug  even  in  her  hard,  changeless  voice.  "  M'ap- 
pen  the  hina  will  tak  to  layin'  suae  ;  'tis  springtide  ;  and 
if  tbey  dew  vre'll  pit  tlie  money  by  to  make  up  this'n." 

"  Tbat's  a  good  lass,"  be  said  tetsderly.  **  But  it  wunna 
be  the  same  to  i^ie.  The  bins'  money  is  alius  you'n,  my 
dear;  but  wot  I  thot  on  waa  to  gie  ye  somethin'  that  ye 
Bukl  niver  dream  was  a'  comin'  I  Ilowc^e]' — I'll  try  and 
make  the  pund  up,  wi''uut  takin'  from  yer  poultry-purse. 
Com©  out  and  look  at  tha  ajiple-tree;  ye'Il  see  as  bow  it 
must  have  been  tliieved  this  day,  for  theer's  all  the  mosa 
pulled  up  like,  and  the  marks  is  as  clear  as  spade  could 
mak'  'em.     No  dew'a  fell  since  'Cwas  done.     Well — we'll 
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leave  tlicm  as  did  it  wi'  God :  Bure  they  wunna  be  th' 
happier  for  't." 

IJen  Jived  between  wood  and  moor,  far  from  tlie  cities 
of  men,  and  he  still  beld  tbe  golden  belief  that  atoleii 
bread  must  be  bitter  ill  tbe  uorighteoua  mouth. 

"  Come  and  ]uok,  my  deaiie,"  he  ni'ged  again ;  and 
A. vice  went. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


trust's  tale. 


.  Tkat  niglit,  when  all  was  still,  I  told  what  I  bad  beard 
tfv  Trust. 

He  growled  so  long  and  so  loud  that  he  awoke  Reuben, 
who  threw  opea  the  lattice,  and  called  out  aloud  on  the 
DJght  eileace,  that  be  bad  a  fc^liDg-piGce  ready  loaded 
for  thieves. 

*' There's  no  thief  save  tbe  one  as  be  wears  in  his 
heart,"  muttered  Trust.  "  Ah  I  it'a  in  times  like  this  that 
dogs  wish  they  had  human  tongues  1" 

"  Why  have  we  not?"  I  asked  him:  I  was  a  young, 
wee  thing,  and  I  did  not  know. 

"  Have  you  not  beard  ?"  said  Trust.  "  To  be  sure,  yon 
are  still  ip  the  cradle.  But  it  ia  a  tbin^  you  ought  to 
hear.     So  listen;  I  will  tell  you  a  story. 

''In  the  early  youth  of  the  world,  in  the  time  when 
men  were  not  weary  with  the  endless  roH  of  the  ages,  as 
they  are  weary  now,  there  reigned  in  the  east  a  kiag. 
All  people  dwelt  then  in  tbe  east;  the  west,  that  ia  now 
00  great,  was  only  a  vast  dark  ^vildernesa,  where  the  lands 
were  all  locked  in  ice,  and  there  only  lived  the  etrauge 
aod  uamelesa  thiugs  that  we  fiud  to-day  entombed  in  the 
Btones  and  the  mines.  The  east  had  all  the  sunlight,  and 
ail  the  glory,  and  all  tbe  races  of  men.  Do  I  epeafc  too 
deep  for  your  baby^age  ?  I  tell  this  thing  as  my  fathers 
told  it. 
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^'Well — this  kin ^  was  victorious ;  and  jonng;  and  of 
beauty  and  alature  exceeding.  He  had.  great  conteut  m 
his  life-,  aod  his  dfltuiuion  was  the  fuiresl  of  any  that  lay 
UDder  the  orient  auns  He  hud  many  niioisters,  aud 
friends,  and  lovers;  but  the  one  of  them  all  that  he  loved 
and  trusted  tho  best  was  his  dog, — the  great  Ilderim. 
In  those  days,  dogs  wotp  the  caniradca  aod  the  counsel- 
ors of  men  ;  men  knew  then  how  mucb  wlsser  than  they, 
Tvere  the  dogs,  and  Boug-ht  to  take  profit  of  their  wisdom ; 
aisd  throughout  the  lireadth  of  the  land  all  doga  were 
held  in  hj^'h  honor.  They  were  guardians  of  gold,  and 
took  no  bribes-,  they  were  warriors,  and  asked  no  stai* 
or  spoil ;  they  were  public  sei'vaats,  and  ujade  no  privato 
purse;  they  were  counaelora  of- kings,  and  trafficked  in 
no  nation's  liberties: — ^tbey  were  strangely  unlike  men  in 
all  tilings. 

'■  Now,  Ilderim  was  the  noblest  of  bis  race;  black,  lion- 
Ehapud,  fleet  as  tlie  deer,  Btrotig  a^  the  bear^  keen  aa  the 
eagle,  faithful  as — ab  1  what  other  thing  ia  ever  aa  faith- 
ful aa  a  dog?  And  lio  was  ever  by  the  side  of  the  king 
as  trustii>gt  counselor  iiiid  truest  friend.  The  king;  loved 
Ilderim,  and  Ilderim  loved  the  king.  Their  hours  were 
all  spent  together^  together  they  chased  the  tiger  and 
elephant,  togelber  they  warred  with  the  aavage  chiefs  who 
ravaged  the  ncigbhoi'ing  countries,  together  they  roamed 
JD  the  balmy  roi^e-gardoDS,  and  glept  under  the  pleasant 
palm-gfovea, 

"  The  services  that  Ilderim  had  done  to  the  monarch 
■were  a5  countless  as  the  da.te9  on  the  trees  ;  and  when 
the  heralds  shouted  forth  the  great  deeds  of  the  great 
people  of  the  nation,  first  of  all  they  proclaimed  the  acta 
and  the  prowess  of  Ilderim.  And  seven  times  he  had 
saved  the  life  of  the  king:  once  from  water,  onee  from 
steel,  once  from  a  leopard,  onco  from  a  poisoner,  once 
from  an  earthquake,  once  from  an  armed  foe  at  midnight. 
For  ail  these  things  the  king  felt  that  no  gifts  the  dog 
eould  ask  wautd  be  too  great  to  beslow;  but  Ilderim 
iKJver  asked  aught.  He  wore  a  collar  of  gold,  indeed, 
because  the  ornament  pleased  the  king ;  but  he  made 
no  account  of  the  bauble,  and  if  ever  he  preferred  a  r& 
qacsl  for  anylhmg  it  was  never  for  himself,  but  only  fur 
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Bome  poor  and  starvfrig-  mongrel  whom  he  hail  met  in 
the  streets.  All  his  own  race  ^voidhtpcd  Iklerim ;  aud 
the  smallest  and  meanest  dog  aDiongst  tbem  bad  ooly  to 
leH  bis  woes  and  bis  wroags  to  tlio  paJace  favorUe^  to 
have  them  aided  aod  redrusBed  at  once. 

"  So  Ilderim  lived  with  the  king  rt  score  years  and  more; 
am]  saved  him  from  ovi!  many  a  time.  Now  at  tbe  end 
of  that  period  the  king  took  a  new  wife  to  hla  harem, 
and  made  her  queen,  and  adored  her  accoj-din^ly.  She 
was  young-t  and  of  exquisite  beauty,  and  she  made  a  alavQ 
ftnd  a  fool  of  her  lord.  With  her  worda  she  caressed  II- 
derim  ;  but  he  knew  well  that  she  bore  him  no  love;  and 
once  when  she  set  food  bcfar«  him  he  smelt  poison,  and 
did  not  eat  thereof.  But  be  knew  that  tbe  king  loved 
hcT,  and  therefore  he  said  nanght  of  this  wickedness;  for 
llderim  was  wise,  and  knew  well  that  a  man  freshly  in 
love  is  more  blind  than  the  bats  at  noonday. 

"  In  time  it  came  to  pasa.  and  this  also  full  aoon,  t!mt 
palace  and  people  all  saw  that  the  queen  was  a  wanton, 
and  faithless.  Her  paramour  was  u  slave  at  her  court. 
And  all  the  nation  knew  their  king's?  dishonor;  only  ho 
himself  was  still  blind,  Thti  people  murniui'ed,  and 
mocked  him,  and  all  the  honor  in  wliich  they  held  him 
ceased ;  and  hia  very  throne  wsb  in  jeopardy  because  he 
was  fooled  by  a  traitorous  wife.  And  still  big  eyes  did 
not  open;  Hlill  be  swore  by  the  pnro  faith  of  hia  queen. 

"Kone  dared  to  tell  him  of  his  own  disgrace;  for  all 
said,  'Whoever  tella  it  will  die.'  Then  llderim  spake  and 
Baid,  '  Though  I  die,  yet  will  I  tell  hira ;  for  bJB  shamo  will 
turn  his  people  against  him,  and  they  will  arise  and  slay 
hira,  not  choosing-  to  have  a  fool  for  their  ruler.^  '  Ue 
will  kill  even  you,'  they  urged  to  him.  'Hold  your 
peace,  and  let  the  end  come.'  llderim  made  answer. 
'  Whogo  holds  bis  penee  when  it  is  for  bis  friend's  wel- 
fare tbitt  he  Bpeak)5,  is  a  c^oward,  He  shall  no  more  be 
tlie  toy  of  a  wanton.' 

"  Then  he  went  straightway  to  the  preaenee-charober  ; 
and  he  spoke  in  the  speech  of  men;  and  he  told  hia  lord 
of  that  fraii  wife's  dishonor,  and  anid,  'Arise  1  east  hec 
off,  and  be  strong  as  thou  ever  bast  beem'  Butthekin^, 
mad  with  rage,  would  not  hearken  ;  he  leaped  dowa  froua 
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bis  iTory  tlirone,  and  tlrew  his  da^^er  out  fi-om  liis  girdle, 
and  thrast  it  into  the  heart  of  lldurim,  '  Sft  serve  I  tbe 
foes  of  my  ang^ell'  he  cried ;  and  Ilderioi  fell  at  liis  foet. 
•I  forgive, ^  ho  said  simply, — and  died. 

"  Tbcn  when  the  king  saw  that  indeed  be  had  slaugh- 
tered tho  noblest  friend  that  he  had  upon  earth,  ho  was  as 
one  distraught,  aud  rent  bi^s  robes,  and  bewailed  bitterl/ 
h1J  tbo  day  tbroui^h,  aud  called  iincea:5lng]j  on  Ilderlm'a 
Dame.  Bnt  Ilderim  lay  d«Rd  in  the  audiencB-chamber; 
ftDd  heard  no  more  the  voice  of  bia  grief 

"And  tbat  night  the  king  himself  was  slain  by  bis 
queen's  paramour. 

"  So  from  that  hour  all  Ilderim'a  race  declared  Ibat 
lievef  moi-o  would  they  utter  tho  buruun  epeeeh  of  men; 
Binee  ho  bad  perished  thus,  throuj^h  rimn's  blindness  and 
woman'd  sin.  Tbo  oath  was  swum  by  generation  afifir 
generation;  and  gradually  the  knowleiigo  of  this  toiiguo 
that  never  passed  their  lips,  died  out,  and  has  never  been 
learned  ag-ain.  We  still  know  the  meaning  of  raeu  when 
they  speak  ;  hut  we  never  speak  their  phrases  in  answer: 
since  death  by  tbe  hftud  uf  a  fool  and  an  ingrate  was  the 
only  reeompenso  that  fealtj  and  truth  brought  to  tbe 
great  Ilderito,^ — oP  bare  brought  to  his  face  to  this  day. 
For  men  are  still  wbat  they  were  in  the  days  of  that 
king; — and  doga  atill  are  tbe  a:ime^  on'y  now  we  are 
Bilent." 


CHAPTER  T. 
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The  spria*  soon  deepened  into  tbat  lovely  flush  of  tbe 
early  year  which  is  beyond  all  other  eeasona  n  swectnosa 
and  in  hope.  By  the  time  they  allowed  me  to  leave  my 
bed  and  patter  about  in  the  sunshine  and  wet  my  little 
white  feathered  feet  in  the  burn,  it  was  quite  midspring; 
tind  infinitely  beautiful  in  those  north-country  woods. 

A  delicious  living  sunshine  streamed  all  day  throngh 
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the  wide  doorway.  The  rose-thorn  on  the  walls  and  roof 
was  moved  all  dajr  by  the  wings  find  the  eon^'-s  oF  the 
ncatiijg  bird*  that  Jinide  tholr  liomes  ia  it.  Primroses 
bloomed  in  j^reat  tafts  under  every  moss-grown  trunk, 
and  were  followed  later  on  by  the  wild  blue  hyacinths 
And  the  Ulips  of  ihc  valloy,  Tlie  lender  gveen  fronds  of 
liie  ftrng  uncurled  to  tiew  lifu.  oiid  the  waters,  freably 
snow-feil,  brimmed  over  in  eveiy  rivulet's  channel,  and 
lubbled  uudcr  every  Itnot  of  dock-leavea. 

Kow  and  tlien,  when  I  have  been  nestled  on  a  aatia 
robe  at  an  opera  supper,  surfeited  with  macftrooas,  almond- 
wjifers,  aod  truffles,  I  have  ri?mcmberod  that  pleaaant 
Bpring-timo  when  i  was  bo  well  coritenlpd,  playing  with 
a  fir-cone,  rollin;^  over  the  kitten,  leaving'  my  coat  on  a 
wild  briery  bou^b,  and  dappling  my  fuet  In  the  shallow 
fitsbeta: — and  I  havo  felt  that  I  have  never  been  so 
bappy  as  ia  that  deep  old  pine  wood  in  the  Peak. 

Thia  was  tbofoughly  irnitionnl  in  me,  of  course.  The 
happlQess  of  our  very  early  years  is  quite  uneoiisciouaj 
and  dcrivt;!^  its  peace  from  that  very  unconsciousiicgs.  If 
a  rthdd,  or  a  puppy,  knew  be  w*?re  bappy,  he  would  ba 
analytical ;  and  vvitb  the  iirs^t  monieut  of  eelf-analysis  the 
first  shadow  of  discomfort  would  fall. 

When  I  had  reached  the  years  at  which  I  ate  my  trut- 
flea  and  macaroons,  the  pine  wood  would  cot  have  con- 
tented me. 

When  you  wonder  why  you  have  not  the  eojoynient 
of  childhood,  your  wonder  ia  very  idle  ;  and  the  answer 
i:^  Bim]jle: — you  have  sot  the  sublime  supreme  selSah- 
neaa  of  childhood,  which  just  enjoya,  and  lakes  no  sort 
of  heed  of  any  woea  whatever  that  go  oa  around  it. 
Childhood  ia  au  intense  egotist,  but  an  egotist  whom  every 
oue  cori?pu'e9  to  gratify  and  caress,  so  that  it  need  not  take 
beod  for  itself.  If  the  world  showed  the  same  complacent 
indulgence  to  the  egotism  of  maturity,  the  mature  egotist 
would  enjoy  himself  as  much  as  the  new-born  one. 

I,  bein^:  in  the  season  of  that  serene  infantine  indiffer- 
ence to  Buy  aDd  every  sorrow  near  me,  enjoyed  myself  in 
Ihatlittle  woodland  cottage;  happy, and  takiuguo  thought. 

I  grew  extremely  food  of  Trust  and  of  Reuben  Dare: 
A  Pice,  and  I,  and  the  cat.  nevei.'  liked  otie  another.     Ben 
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ftlwayg  Fed  mo  before  taking  food  himself;  kept  me  warm 
wiLli  moss  and  ivool ;  ItgliLtd  tlie  peat  on  purpoao  fur  mo 
if  I  shivered;  and  was  iudecd  iiicessanLlj  troubled  for 
my  wants,  and  g"ood  to  me.  Avice  only  pulled  my  curls, 
or  set  the  cat  on  nie,  or  threw  things  at  me  for  teaBin;^^  her. 

On  Lbc  whole,  llmtbTillianl;  and  acute  soii;:al  pUilosoplier, 
Whyte  Melville  (wLom  I  am  proud  to  call  my  friend,  for 
lie  has  a  soul  that  ttppieciatea  hh),  is  very  correet  in  bis 
jiirl[;ment  wlien  he  avefs  that  men  have  much  more  gen- 
uine kindness  iii  thorn  than  women.  There  ia  a  well- 
Bpriiig  of  kindliuesfi  in  the  hearts  of  many  tuea  to  whiuh 
that  of  women  is  as  a  little  shallow  rivulet^  noiay,  indeed, 
but  of  no  depth  or  duration. 

"  Oh  I  why  did  you  beat  bim,  Fred?"  cried  a  peoresa  I 
kaew  once,  to  her  lord^  referring"  to  a  street-bay  who  iiad 
tried  to  steal  his  fMirse.  "  Poor  little  tbingl  so  worn,  so 
wretchefl  I  And  I  (tare  say  no  mother  at  home.  You 
cannot  think  how  my  heart  bletds  for  him  I" 

" Gammon  I"  retorted  hJa  lordship.  "I  gave  him  a 
Ihraghing  because  he  deserved  it." 

The  wife,  with  tears  in  her  pretty  eyes,  ^ot  out  of  her 
carriage  at  a  great  shop  for  French  bonbons,  and  over 
the  sweetmeats  forgot  her  street  arab  ; — then  and  thenee- 
forward. 

My  lord— a  crack  shot  at  the  pigeons,  and  a  gay  man 
of  the  world— drove  down  to  a  club  where  he  generally 
went  for  hin;h  gaming;  wrote  a  note  there,  that  set  hia 
people  to  trace  the  child  home;  paid  twenty  pounda 
a  year  for  hira  for  seven  years  at  a  school,  where  they 
taught  beggar-boys  trades;  and  was  thanked  a  dozen 
seasons  later  for  a  kindness  be  had  utterly  forgotten,  by 
a  steady  and  rlsicg  young  shipwright,  in  whom  he  reeog- 
bizcd  with  inhnite  dlllicuiby  the  little  wretched  tbief  b8 
had  suceored. 

Thcro  is  an  illustratioQ  of  men  and  women  as  I  bavM 
found  them. 

Women's  tears  (low  freely,  it  is  trac;  but  they  can  bo 
easily  be  diverted  from  their  course  by  bonbons, 

Meu  always  say  "gammon"  toeentiment;  but,  while 
they  say  it,  tbey  feel  lu  their  pockets,  and  ponder  what's 
the  best  thing  to  do. 
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"What  shai:  we  call  ta  pup,  lassie?"  Bea  aafced  ono 
day,  whea  I  ha.L  growa  to  a  tolerable  size, — tbftt  is  tos&y, 
about  as  bi^  aa  n  mo*]erate  rat,^ae(J  when  tbe  sweet 
BUiishioe  of  joung  April  was  beaming  through  tbe  woods 
and  tbe  grouad  waa  lovely  with  tbe  "ratho  primrose," 
aod  the  air  riidiant  ivilb  the  j'cllow  butterSies,  that  seemed 
as  thuugb  ibey  were  tbe  primro^^es  tbemseWee  which  had 
Uken  wing  upoatbe  balmy  winds. 

"  Call  't  ?  Wliat  's  matter  to  call 't  aught  ?"  said  Avice, 
Bullenlj,  "A  beast's  a  beast.  Baptizin*  of  'em  is  eieb 
gammon — — ^" 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  Ben  aoftly.  "  'Tis  alius  well  to  know 
B  crittur'  as  'ee  do  love^,  by  some  name  of  bTs'ii  as  sounds 
homelike  and  cheery  on  tlits  ear.  I  mind  whin  1  was  a 
lad,  a  keepiii'  o'  Melcbisedec  Stone's  cows,  there  was  three 
on  'em,  and  tlie  dun  she  was  Bell,  and  the  red  'un  she  wag 
Cowslip,  and  tbe  black  she  was  Meadow-sweets*  Weil — 
thim  cows  they  knew  their  names  like  three  childcr ;  and 
they^d  cotue  for  'em  right  across  tbo  loes ;  and  one  day 
whin  1  wa&nn  wi'  'em,  but  had  been  give  holiday  an' 
jg-ono  a  bilberry  huntiu'  up  o'  tba  Tor  side,  I  clorab,  an' 
tlonib,  an'  clomb,  till  I  was  that  high  I  got  dazed  like,  and 
lost  my  feetiu'  upo'  iha  rouks,  and  came  a  hustlin'  down 
and  snapped  my  aakle,  so  I  ne'er  could  move.  Ye'll  no 
mind  o'  tba  time  ;  ye  was  but  a  babe  just  bared. 

*'  It  were  very  lonesome  theor,  and  it  seemed  to  me  as 
it  were  hnura  lliatlhad  laid  ihoor  hitched  like  among  tba 
bracken,  wi'  tba  g^reat  white  gleamiii'  lioiestune  a'  above, 
and  the  water  a  purlin'  acd  a  nioaniu'  iver  so  far  down 
bidow.  I  thought  as  bow  niglit  ud  come,  and  nobody  'd 
not  nivor  know  ng  wheei-  [  wag;  and  1  couldua  stir  for 
tbe  perishin'  an^'-uish  in  my  feet,  and  it  were  Da  |?ood  to 
iiolba  out,  fur  ibeer  were  naught  i'  Bight  save  tha  crows 
an*  dawB  a  ekirlin'  a^'en  tba  Tor  side.  Ac'  sure  my  heart 
it  were  lit  to  break,  for  I  were  but  a  lad,  and  mither  and 
a'  'ookit  to  me  for  bread,  and  I  thought  as  how  I'd  uiver 
8eo  home  no  more. 

*' Weell' — after  awhiles  whin  the  eun  were  gettin'  very 
loWr  an'  tha  mists  was  a  creepia'  up,  I  spied  a  cow  be- 
neath, a  grazin'  on  a  slip  o'  tnrf  just  atween  a  rift  i'  tha 
Tor.     She    vere  a  goodisb  long  way  below,  but  I  knew 
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her  ;  ghe  were  Cowslip.  I  dunno  wliy,  but  that  aig-ht  o( 
that,  criltur  pit  soul  i'  me;  and  I  gltouled  all  I  could — 
Cowslip  I  Cowslip  1  Cowslip  1  It  seemed  as  If  iba  poor 
bea^itie  could  neV  ha'  kuuwed  (ne  sne  lung,  and  leove  me 
a.'  alojie  Ibeer  to  dee.     And  she  (iidna. 

"Cowslip,  whrn  ahfl  hi'ared  her  name,  she  left  off 
grazin'  and  listentid;  1  called  agcn  and  ageri;  what  Uid 
elie  dew? — she  just  kom  &  toilin'  up,  an'  up^  aa'  np; — 
they  is  I'uio  climbers  our  bill  cuUle, — she  slipt,  and  stum- 
bled, and  fell  about  SQxe  ;  hut  up  an'  up  she  kem,  and  at 
last  wi'  a  rare  fniramble  and  huvtin'  o'  heraulF  Ladlj  wi' 
bramhlcs  she  reached  me,  and  made  sich  a  to-do  o'er  nie, 
ao'  licked  me  with  bcr  ruu^h  warm  tongue,  un'  was  as 
pleased  an'  as  pitiful  as  though  1  were  her  own  bairn. 
Thin,— like  a  Christian, — ?he  set  up  a  voice  an' tiiourned. 
Mourned  eao  long  an'  sae  loud  that  thej  heered  berdown 
i*  the  vale  helow. 

"  To  hear  a  cow  mournin'  like  that,  they  knew  aa  she 
were  in  trouble.  Me  they'd  na  lia'  luokit  foi*,  niebbe,even 
an'  they'd  heered  mo  ;  but  Cowslip  were  worth  a  deal.  So 
they  kom  a  searchin',  an'  a  fieekin'j  an' they  could  see  licr 
white  and  red  body  though  they  couldna  see  me ;  and  eae 
they  lit  oa  me,  and  carried  me  down,  an'  'twere  Cowslip 
as  savtd  my  life.  An'  iver  after  thatl  hev  said  'tis  allUB 
well  to  name  tha  critturs  an'  love  'em." 

Avice  Kaid  oathiug;;  she  was  plucking  a  dead  chicken 
for  the  market,  and  tore  the  plnmaga  off,  lazily  yet  sav- 
ogely,  with  a  curiously  characLetistic  turn  of  the  hand. 

^' What  '11  I  call  bim?"  pursued  Hen,  watching  me 
where  1  played  with  tLe  kitten.  "  For  Biirc  be'a  juKt  hke 
them  pucka  uu'  pixiea  as  tbey  dew  yay  atill  live  i'  tha 
green  wood,  Rud  as  I  were  that  longin'  ta  bcc,  whin  1 
were  a  hoy,  as  I  took  ivery  white  rabbit  an'  ivery  flushed 
ividgeon  for  'em.  I'll  call  him  nrter  'cm,  I  think;  theei"'** 
no  feiir  a3  tlieyll  he  franzy,*  think  *ee  ?" 

" Jt  doau*c  mallet'  au  tbey  he,"  muttered  Aviee. 
" Wheer^s  use  i'  'em  t  They  ne'er  show  na  g^owd,  na  noe 
treasure,  aa  they  dew  say  as  a'  fairies  should ;  I've  eeeJ 
the  riugs  where  they  dances,  myser,  but  they're  a  bad 
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lot,  ^  Uvea  for  theersftlvea  aa'  dunno  dew  the  least  leeha 
o'  good.'^ 

Ben  smiled  a  little  dreamily. 

"  I  dunoa  know  why  thcer  sudna  be  faines,  for  fiuro 
theer*s  n  iuanj  o*  God's  works  as  wonderful — ony  look 
ftt  a  little  pfreen  beetle  !  Wcel^an  the  wee  people  '11  na 
nimd^we'll  call  ta  pup  Pixie  or  Puck." 

"  Puck  's  the  short  'un  V'  ^o-id  Aviee,  curtly,  "  au^  Puck 
he's  alius  i' mischief  they  say,  just  like  that  there  vermin." 

^'Puck,  thin,"  coasented  her  hrothcr.  "  But  aa  formia- 
■chief,  my  lass,  there  canna  Ije  a  more  miscliievoua  bairn 
than  ye  were  i'  a' the  Peak,  It'a  no  a  fault  i'  young 
things  J  it's  jist  the  new-born  life  as  works  i*  'em  like  b&o 
much  g-irdin'  yeast;  and  the  more  it  dew  work,  the  better 
ale  we  gits,  they  saj,  i'  arter  times,  so  it  dunna  dew  to  pit 
Bpike  i'  bung-hole  tew  soon." 

Which  was  one  of  Ben's  metaphorical  Eights  which 
passed  as  hig^h  over  Alice's  head  as  the  flight  of  north- 
ward-sweeping swallows  that  flew  by  iti  the  still  April 
nciou  :  end  thus  iti  the  deep  neat  of  those  old  ^reen  pine 
woods  1  was  named  after  the  cheery  and  tricksy  sprite 
who  dwelt  once  by  the  hearths,  as  he  dwells  now  in  the 
hearts,  of  the  people  of  Shakapeare's  EnglaniJ. 

As  soon  as  he  bad  named  me,  he  took  me  over  one 
Saturday  afternooUj  across  the  wood,  to  a  little  cottag^e 
that  stood  near  the  quarry.  It  waa  a  blackamith's  forge 
to  which  tbe  cart-hoi-sea  uaed  at  all  the  little  farmy,  round 
r-about  upon  the  moorUudSj  used  to  be  takea  when  they 
wanted  eboeing'. 

The  work  must  have  been  of  the  Fcantiest ;  for  tho 
farms  were  widely  scattered  and  for  the  moat  part  poor 
in  cattle  ;  but  the  big-  brawny  suiith  looked  Btroug  enough 
to  shoe  all  the  wild  horses  of  the  prairies  had  they  been 
brought  to  him.  He  was  leaning  over  the  half-door  nf 
bis  forge  as  Een  drew  near;  the  ruddy  glow  of  the  Bre 
behind  him,  aud  before  all  the  budding  green  woodland 
depth  in  which  bis  workshop  was  embowered. 

"  Gie  ye  goddcD,  Ambrose,"  said  Ben,  with  that  gentle 
archaism  in  greeting  that  lingers  in  the  pages  of  your  old 
dramatlBts  and  the  mouths  of  your  uonh-country  peaa- 
antryj  you.  never  wish  heaven's  bemson  to  your  fi-iend* 
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on  Dight  or  morning  now  when  you  meet  with  them ;  yoa 
onlj  say  "  how  do  you  do  f — how  do  you  thrive  ? — how  do 
you  prosper  ? — ht  w  do  you  employ  yourself?"* 

Oil,  terrible  age  uf  prose,  uf  hurry,  of  avarice,  and  of' 
officious  occupauoD,  which   culors  with   ita  siurit  even 
your  careless,  casual  salutatiou ! 

"YeVe  rare  and  welcome,  Ben,"  said  the  SamiMn  of 
tbo  anvil,  his  br>jad  face  lij^htiog  up  with  a  sunny  wistful 
uuile.     "  Be  pickaxe  snappit,  mebbe  V 

"  Xa,"  said  Ben.  "  Wark's  na  dune  1*  this'n  here  smithy 
that  snap  i'  a  score  o'  year.  I  kem  to  ax  if  so  be  as  yo'd 
the  leelest  mossel  o*  metal  as  ud  mak  a  ring  for  tha  pup's 
throssle  ?     i  kuaw  j-e'il  gie  it  an  ye  hev  V 

"Sure  uu  I  will," said  the  good-natured  smith,  whom 
I  had  seen  once  or  twice  down  at  our  place.  "  Kem  in 
whiles  I  looks  for  him ;  and  tak  a  tbocht  o'  brid  and  cheese. 
IMl  be  glad  to  bae  a  crack  wi'  ye." 

"I'll  set  a  bit,"  auswered  Beu,  seating  himself  as  he 
spoke  OQ  a  seat  iu  the  porcb,  tlirough  wbuse  ivied  lattice- 
woL'k  the  seititig  sua  was  streaming,  while  a  red  and 
green  woodpecker  flashed  by  us  iu  its  light.  "  But  I'll 
ua  bev  victuals  na  drink,  tbank  'ee.  I  arena  hungered 
na  df}'." 

When  I  reached  in  af[er->years  the  world  of  afternoon 
teas,  of  seltzers  and  sherries,  of  tlower  fete  ices,  of  ladies' 
luncheons,  of  coffwe  and  chasses,  of  Siraudin's  bonbons, 
and  of  Fortuum  and  Masou's  hampers,  I  remembered 
this  reason  of  his  as  one  uf  the  most  curious  I  had  ever 
board  given;  one  entirely  unrecognizable  in  the  land  of 
his  betters. 

"We'll  mak  him  a  brave  un,"  pursued  the  blacksmitn, 
catching  me  by  the  throat  fur  measurement,  and  setting 
to  work  at  once  on  a  little  circlet  of  white  metal,  which  I 
in  my  innocence  thought  was  silver.  "Tha  spring  she  be 
a  comiu'  on  finely,  aren't  she,  Ben  ?  The  kirrant-bushes 
theer  be  ail  sec  for  fruit  a'ready,  and  tha  old  apple-trees 
be  all  on  the  bloom.  Mebbe  ye'U  take  a  lettuce,  and  a  bit 
o'  cress  like,  ta  A  vice  ?" 

*  [I  think  loire  one  bu  laid  this  before  Pook;  or  WBietliiBg  to  tfce 
Mme  effeet,  at  Is  ut. — Ed.] 
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"TUank  'eo  kindly,"  said  Ben,  not  noticiDg  that  with 
the  name  tliere  came  a  glow  «ti  hid  frieud's  face  that  was 
not  Iram  the  Biuithy-fire  behind  hiiii.  "Ye  uiver  kem 
auigh  U3  DOW— how  be  that?" 

"  Weeii"  Eftid  Ambrose,  Btrikmg  eo  hard  at  the  llttlg 
bit  of  Dititai  that  I  thought  he  would  shatter  it,  "I  were 
wishful  to  Bpik  to  'ee  o*  that,  ISen.  Ye  see,  I'd  eome,  aod 
willin',  iirei-y  f,Hoamiu\aii  that  was  all;  ijut  it  wuona  dew 
— it  wunna  dt;w — I  caiuia  frittcn  iniy  heart  out  for  tba 
wciicb  ;  it.  uU  nick  a  silly  o' me,  it  will,  an' yo  I  stays  awa' 
like,  aud  m'appeu  'tis  all  I  kcii  dew." 

Ben  stared  at  him  with  a  stupid  amazement,  a  wonder- 
jug'  eaiotion  in  hia  own  gray,  thoughtful  eyes. 

"Lord'a  sake  I"  he  said  slowly,  "I  niver  thocht  o* 
naethiu'  o'  that  sort,  old  chap  1  Sure  an'  I  couldaa  wish 
a  better  lot  for  tba  little  lass.  Why  sud  it  mek  a  fool  o' 
ye  ?"— 

"Why,  it  (7eiu/'  muttered  Ambrose,  sturdily  driiwiu^ 
his  hand  across  his  heated  forehead  tiud  tlieu  hammerlDg' 
with  redoubled  force,  "And  that's  ab  about  it,  Ben.  A 
man's  eure  a  fule  i'  sich  thing;3  os  Ibcm.  Look''eo,  ycst'- 
recn  was  a  week  tba  wench  she  were  up  a  Good  Rest 
Farm,  ye'il  mind  ? — a  junketJu'  a'  Saiiit  Mark's  Eve.  An' 
I've  iver  been  soft  on  her — tho'  I  warn't  free  \vi'  yew  as 
ta't — and  I  got  a  chance  like  V  timt  big  close  1'  theets 
whecr  tba  sukies*  growsae  thick  aud  said  a  word  or  tew. 
1  hadiia  tlia  gift,  of  the  galj — Ihem  wenches  they  mat  you 
8ue  silly — au'  &ae  1  jist  axed  bei'  to  ived  wi'  me,  short  like  \ 
fur  I  bae  lui^ed  her,  it  sceru  ta  me,  iver  siq  she  were  a 
little  UU  i'  Iha  cradle^ " 

He  Btofiped,  and  his  strong,  hearty  Toice  had  a  curioua 
tretuble  iu  it,  as  you  will  see  in  the  big  sinewy  frame  of  a 
bullock  when  they  lead  him  out  to  the  slaugbter. 

"And  what  did  iha  lass  aay  tew  'ee  ?"  asked  Beu 
Boftlyj  tliQ  homely  weather-beaten  fnCiS  of  him  growing 
ijihnitely  tender  and  mournful  with  sympathy. 

"She  mocktid  o'  me,"  Baid  Ambrose  humbly.  "Well, 
m'appcu  she  were  right.     A  big,  hulking,  black-visaged 


*B;oamorcB.     [TLe  DDrbyeliire  trcgues  bartl  Bn  Itnljon-likB  ho'C  of 
■oft  imd  KAS3  abbitirifttioiie.— Ed.J 
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lout,  like  o'  me,  beati't  uqco  fit  ta  tak  tha  fanciful  thoeht 
of  a  friBkin'  bit  o'  beauty  like  o'  ber" 

"She  uiaJe  a  nsock  o'  yew  I"  cried  Ben,  his  calm,  gentle 
face  lighting  up  with  wrath  eren  against  hii?  best  beloved. 

"Na,  na,"  inurmurcii  iho  biacksiuuh  hurrieilly,  unwill* 
ing,  it  seemed,  to  stir  feud  Ijotwixt  Ben  and  liis  one  ewB- 
lanib,  even  in  the  pain  ol"  Lis  own  paadions.  ''Ony  as  wiio- 
miii  will;,  a'  a  man  tbat  caniia  tak  their  fancies.  She  n^iot 
nought  o'  malice  i'  that-,  she  laughed,  but  tew  a  bit  o'  a 
lafiB  like  ber  it  flow  alius  seem  queer  to  see  a  big  'un  like 
me  afeard  o*  her- " 

"Yew  Bes  as  how  she'd  heer  nought  o't  ?" 

Ben's  faee  was  very  dnrkeued  and  troubled,  and  from 
"Where  be  sat  in  the  ivied  porch  hia  eyes  turned  on  to  the 
face  of  hi&  friend  with  a  very  pathetic,  wistful  Qtiestioa-  \ 
ing.     The  g-iaut  Ambrose  shook  hia  head;  Bhaping  and 
fashioning  all  the  while  my  little  piece  of  metal. 

"Nought  o't,^"  be  said  fitinply,  while  bia  roun^b,  bronzed 
face  grew  a  little  white.  '"  Don't  'ee  go  for  ta  plague  her 
for't,  Ben.  A  lasa  canna  luv  ye  on  she  cauua.  I'd  ba' 
done  mj  best  handiwork  by  her,  ye're  awarea  o'  that; 
but  I'm  tew  old,  and  lew  big,  and  tew  lunked  to  pleasure 
a  gay  young  aparrahawk  jest  loose-like  on  tha  wind." 

Ben  sat  sileut  flwbilej  ruEHing  his  hair  in  sorrowful  pei- 
plexity ;  though  he  ha.d  been  used  to  apeak  of  the  "little 
lass"  being  "safe  to  wed,"  it  had  always^  I  think,  been  a 
very  dim  and  distant  possibility  to  him,  and  Avice  woa 
Bliil  a  child  in  Ijia  sight. 

'^i'm  diiOib-fouadeved,"  he  said  slowly^  with  a  eigh. 
"^ Clean  dumb- foundered.  I  niver  drinit  as  ye'd  a'  thocfat 
of  tha  weoch^-nivei'  I  Lack-a-day  I  It  dew  seem  queer— 
'twarn't  a  day  agone  na  'twere  that  nbe  were  a  little  tod- 
dliu',  bare-footed  bairn,  alius  at  pranks  utid  play!" 

"Na,  that's  trew/'  assented  AiubrosOj  wbo  was  some- 
thing even  older  than  hia  friend.  "Dunna  be  fashed  wi' 
her,  Ben,  for  this'n  ;  she  canna  git  tha  better  jist  o'  whiles 
o'  a'  her  rage  for  tine  claes  au'  gossips  aad  roiDplu',  aod 
eicb  tike.  But  she  is  a  bonny  thing;  she'll  kcni  round 
sure  euow — sure  enow  I'^ 

But  though  he  spoke  generously,  he  epoke  sadly  ;  aod 
did  Dotj  I  faQcy^  believe  in  hia  own  prophecy  over-much. 


AMMBOSB  0*  TEE  FORGE, 


fil 


"It's  strange  ae  she  nifer  telled  mf,"  murmured  Ben; 
"an'  ye  and  me  eich  neigbbore,  lewl" 

"Al'appei)  bLo  tiki  nil,  i]li(.>?"euggf:&t(:;iithu  tender-hearted 
amith.     "I  looked  but  a  poor  fulc  tew  her,  yo  know " 

"WheorforJ"  said  lit-iu,  suddenly  and  almost  steriily. 
"^WheerCur  ?  A  banest  maldtja  wouldua  tell  ye  tbat,  if 
she  med  a  njock  o'  ye " 

Tbe  bJacliBiiiiUi  rested  bis  huge  hammer  on  the  iron, 

"She  diUfia^  Bi>a,"  be  suiJ  gtiully,  telling  doubtless  ouo 
uf  those  fabehoodd  whicli  hem  and  there  are  even  nobler 
than  truth.  "  Don't  'eo  g-a  for  ta  think  it.  But  I  were  a 
fale,  sure  now,  to  ga  dreamin'  that  a  rosy,  buxom,  gay- 
hearted,  naaoin  young  lass  like  that  'ud  iver  care  to  settle 
quietdike  aside  such  ahoarthstonc  as  this'n,  wi'  nothin'  to 
tempt  her  o'  gowd,  o'  pleasnrm',  or  o'  fineries.  Diana  ye 
think  mare  o't,  Ben  ;  I  only  telled  j&  'cause  I  ihodit  yo 
ebonld  know  why  I  hanna  kern  o'  Moorside  o'  late." 

"YeVe  a  rare^'-ood  hetirt  o'  yoiim,  Ambrose,*'  said  Ben, 
with  all  hia  own  heart  in  his  voice;  and  he  stretched  out 
hia  hand  to  his  old  iVicnd^a  grasp.  Tho  other  took  it,  and 
wrung  it  hard ;  and  by  coninioQ  tonscnt  there  waa  Bileuce 
between  ibem  on  this  one  subject  then  ntid  thenceforward. 

The  Bmitb  pursued  his  work,  and  Oniahed  in  what 
seemed  to  me  au  inoredihly  brief  epaee  a  little  dainty 
shining  riag  of  metal,  light  aa  a  bent  stiilk  of  epcar-graaa, 
on  whose  circlet  be  had  i-at  doftly  with  a  little  tool  my 
newly-bestowed  name  of  Puck, 

How  could  Ilia  great  massive  hands,  used  to  deal  such 
ponderous  blows,  shape  snch  a  tritHiig  toy  as  this?  I 
eanool  tell ;  X  only  know  that  a  uiaa  who  has  the  strength 
of  the  lion  very  often  baf*  also  the  toQd«r  touch  of  the  dove, 

I  fancy,  too,  that  though  be  was  perhaps  unconsciona 
of  it,  the  generosity  movinfj  in  his  heart  made  this  hei-cu- 
lean  blaekaniith  of  the  Peak  nioro  heedful  that  he  should 
pleasure  hia  old  h'icud  now  than  he  bad  €ver  beon  at 
liny  other  time. 

They  eaid  dq  more  words  on  the  theme  of  his  rejected 
iove  ;  only,  na  Den  rose  to  go,  with  a  brief  hearty  jihrase 
of  thaiikti  for  the  toy  in  whieh  the  smith  had  bo  willingly 
hunjored  bis  fancy,  Ambrose  pressed  ou  him  the  lettuce 
ftud  cress      Sueli  vegetables  grew  far  better  in  tho  little 
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g-arden  of  the  forg-e,  which  wa?  sannj  and  of  g'ood  soil, 
tlian  tliey  did  in  oura^  where  ihc  great  rose-ihorci  toolt  all 
uouriaLmeat. 

J3ut  Bea  stayed  IiIb  arm  as  be  be^Qt  to  cut  them  from 
the  ground. 

•'  Let  he,  Ambrose,"  he  eaid  firmly j  "ye  shanna  gie  o* 
yer  aiiib&tanee  to  a  lass  as  dtinna  knuw  the  wmh  o'  yer 
heart." 

And  he  was  reaotnte  to  refuse  them  ;  it  had  gone  soro 
wilb  hioi  that  the  "  little  Inj^^s"  Bhould  have  dealt  a  stroke 
of  pail}  to  an  honest  soul,  and  should  have  withheld  a 
eeciet  from  himself. 

A  rub  rose  went  with  bim  a  little  way  into  the  wood,  so 
far  aa  he  could  without  losjag  sight  of  bia  coUage  and 
forge. 

"  Dunna  ye  fash  her  for*t,'*  were  his  tast  words  as  they 
parted  company  under  a  great  oak.  "She's  &ae  young 
and  mirthi'u'j  ye  kcLow;  ehe  dunna  tell  th'  barm  that  she 
dew," 

And  then  he  turned  away  aud  strode  with  long  etridea 
lo  his  lonely  siuliby,  where  the  red  light  was  etroaming 
through  its  mass  of  twilit  green,  as  aQ  owl'a  eyes  glowr, 
at  evtn,  through  an  iry  Jjuyh. 

It  was  passing  strange,  I  thought,  that  these  two  grave 
Btrong  men  should  ho  so  gentle  over  a  creature  who  never 
eared  how  she  wounded^  mocked,  flouted,  or  harmed  either 
of  thorn,  to  ijleawe  her  eport  or  charm  her  vanity  I 

When  we  reached  Inmiu,  the  sua  hail  set;  A  vice  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen ;  the  hou^e-door  stood  open,  aad  all 
was  silent  abotit  the  little  place. 

All  day  long  the  fowls  kept  it  alive  with  sound  and 
movement;  for  of  all  mercurial  and  fussy  things  there  is 
rmthiug  on  the  face  of  the  earth  to  equsil  cocks  and  hejis. 
They  have  such  an  utterly  exaggerated  EcnsOj  too,  of  their 
own  importance-,  they  make  suth  a  clacking  and  ducking 
over  every  egg,  such  a  scratuhing-  and  trumpeting  over 
every  morsel  of  treasure-trove,  and  such  &  striding  and 
stamping  over  every  bit  of  well-worn  g^round.  On  the 
whole,  1  think  poultry  have  more  humanity  in  them  thnu 
any  other  race,  footed  or  feathered;  und  cocks  certainly 
CJUtit  hove  bcGQ  the  first  creatures  that  ever  hit  on  th« 
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great  art  of  atj^erlising.  Mjedf  1  dlwaya  fano'  that  the 
Bouls  of  the  gallinacea  puss  into  tbo  bodtus  of  joiiTiialisLs; 
— but  tbia  nmy  be  a  mere  basclo^  associatioa  of  kindred 
ideas  in  mj  miud. 

The  cottage  was  deserted  and  sileut;  the  fowls  being 
at  ToO'St.  BcD,  a  little  alarmed,  etrudu  a  few  yards  up  the 
hill  behind  hia  hoase  atid  shouted  his  siater^s  uanie  laBtilj. 
Kre  lonjj  her  voice  oame  faintly  dowti  ffom  umonfrat  the 
hraukec  aod  firs  above. 

"  I'm  a-eorniu'  I  I'm  a-corain'  I" 

And  ia  teu  iiiinutos  or  so  she  did  come^  rushing  hur 
riodiy  down  the  tauglyd  slope  ;  her  eyes  were  very  ejccited, 
and  her  face  wa^  very  flushed,  and  her  dress  waa  in  a 
careless  disarray. 

"  Dinna  ye  hurry,  lasSj"  cried  Ben,  kindly,  "  Why, 
Ittwk-a-day  ! — how  mauled  and  muddled  ye  look  I  What's 
ft  matter?" 

"  NaeLhiit'  I"  said  A  vice,  pettishly,  aa  she  reached  the 
bottom  in  safety,  aud  twisted  her  disordered  dress  iaio 
some  Dealer  ehape.  "But  that  beastly  bracken,  it  do 
tear  ye  so  ;  an'  tlia  blatkberry  bushes  ia  all  prickles." 

*' Why  was  'ee  awa?"  asked  Ben,  woaderingly.  "It'fl 
ca  latn  tft  leave  tha  place  by  itsell." 

'*  I  waa  ony  a  gossipin'  a  bit  wi'  ^"ell  o'  Moor  Farm," 
she  ausivered  riulli^ulyH  "'  'Taiii't  so  lively  a  life,  ia  thia'a, 
that  'ye  ujay  ua  iiao  a  bit  o'  a  cratik  wi'  a  neighbor  in  tha 
haveriu." 

"Na,  'tis  a  goodish  bit  dnll,  I  know,"  said  Ben  with  a 
sigh,  content  with  her  explanatiou,  thongh  I  knew  by  the 
growl  which  Trust  gave,  that  lie  at  least  did  not  hclieve 
HI  the  truth  of  it,  uud  that  he  smelt  some  male  "gos- 
Biper"  afar  oa  the  oveniug  air.  "  But,  mj  lass,  I  want  a 
wurd  wi'  ye — why  didna  ye  tell  lue  as  Ambrose  o'  tha 
Ferge  were  wishful  to  wed  wi'  yo  ?" 

Avice  colored,  perhaps  at  the  eiaiple  directness  of  the 
question. 

"  Wheer  was  odds  a  tellia'  ye  ?"  she  muttered.  "  If  'ee 
waana  a  gaby,  he'd  ha'  keepit  bis  counsel  hinisell " 

"  But  look  'ee  here,  ifissie,"  said  Beu  very  gravely.  '■'  Ye 
might  be  right  or  naiiiver  la  tell  me  :  I  wanna  say  which  j 
witumiu  be  alius  queer  ta  tackle  i'  euich  mattera.     Bub 


Lbcser'a  oue  thiri^"  yoVo  no  pig^bt  in— an*  Ibnt  he  i'  yer 
tuakia'  giiino  o'  him.  YeVo  pierced  hiru  i''  tba  qmitk  wV 
yof  fdckltiss  sftviu'a.  Ye  mayaa  bae  mint  barm,  my  dear ; 
X'ln  na  wialiTu'  to  lay  blame  ta  ye ;  but  ye  may  bo  sure 
o'  Lbi3,  Ayice^  tbiit  tba  woncli  ag  do  niak  Rpart  o'  a  boneat 
man  till  Burely  livu  ta  bo  tlie  sport  o'  ro;;ues." 

A  bol,  iliiiky  an^'-er  beamed  over  Avico's  bent  fare  as 
Bbo  Iitard. 

"D'ye  tbiuk,"  ebe  muttered  ia  snllon  wrath,  "  d'yo 
Ibiiik  as  bow  'caiiso  Ambrose  dtinna  please  me,  thcur 
iv^nnna  be  a  braver  man  than  him  whin  I  want  ta  chnss 
fra  'em?" 

"  I  dun'  know  that^"  saM  Ben  very  gravely.  "  TeVe  n 
poor  wench,  my  bairn,  wi*  a'  yer  boimy  looks;  nn'  ya 
canna  tak  yer  epouai)  a  store  o"  grauddam'a  eiller,  and  a 
presa  fu'  o'  bome^puu  linun,  as  Nell  o'  Moor  Farm  nil 
do;  an'  yeVe  u'  tbo  winimin's  bad  word  a'ready,  my 
dearie,  'eanao  yc're  aao  well-favurcd,  aa'  sae  sauty,  aa* 
es-e  slow  at  yonr  chorea  an'  yer  distaff'*- 

Avics  bnv^t  into  a  loiitl  passion  uf  aobai  and  teara^  a3 
her  maimer  was  when  argament  tc>ld  ag-ainst  hor. 

"  Sao  yo'ii  iia'ms  wed  \vi' tha  fudt  luut  aa  ax  mejistta 
bo  rid  o'  niy  keop,  and  la  still  iha  old  mithers'  blisterin'' 
tongnea,"  ahe  cried  furlonsly.  "  Wed  1  I  wunna  thin. 
I'll  na  g-a  bury  uivacll  i'  lliat  ivretcbed  holo  o'  a  smilhy 
for  ye  na  a' tha  min  o'  Pieak-slde  I  1  wLinnal  I  wonld- 
ua  gie  ooe  atraw  ta  wed,  g^irtfia  bridgroeni  coukltia  set  a 
g^Kwd  ritiu;  o*  my  fin;4;orj  an'  it  silken  gowad  o'  my  baL-k, 
an*  tak  me  to  Luimiin  for  ray  mooiiiri',  and  spend  bia  ailler 
L'igbtaud  left  like  a  man  !  Ambrose! — bo'lUiIvijratir  out 
n'  this  here  beast  o'  a  wood  a'  his  days  ;  I'm  aa  weel  vri' 
yo  as  wi'  him." 

Bun  stnod  with  his  head  a  littlo  drooped  upon  bis 
brt!ast;  palo  under  bis  sunny-warm  bronze^,  and  hurt  ex- 
ceedingly by  the  bitter  ingratitude  of  thi;  rag:in^^,  selfish, 
anfeeling^  words.  Yet  tliey  did  not  bruak  down  the 
g-ontle  patience  of  big  temper:  she  waa  "the  mitber'a 
bairn."  and  eo  sacred  to  him. 

■ '  YeVe  yeiTi  wrong ;  and  ye  know't,  mj*  laas,"  he  said 
&!owly  and  Fery  gravely  j  "ye  know  wee]  that  tha  day 
as  ud  Lak  'ee  ta  anitber  home  ud  be  tba  saireai  day  i'  a' 
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my  recioaia* ;  auil  ye  know,  tew,  that  wbia  I  wish  je  to 
be  wife  t'Ambroae,  'tia  ^uausu  he's  g-ood,  tore  through,  an^ 
ud  hev  cure  o'  ye  a'  yer  days  if  tha  atones  fa'  upo'  me,  m 
they  may  surely  dew  ony  hour  o'  my  work  i'  tba  quarry. 
YeVe  fractious  aad  fiincifu*,  and  yc  qiiarrol,  as  childer^will, 
wi'  a'  tba  best  friends  ye  bao  gotten.  Wee! — j%  wuana, 
Beo  yer  i'ault  uowl  Ye'ro  a  woman.  But  ony  tak  heed, 
Arice,  that  the  day  dew  Diver  dawn  whin,  vvi'  yer  beauty, 
an*  yer  faaciea,  and  yer  fearl'u'  craze  Tor  rieiies,  ye  diinns. 
wish,  an'  wish  in  vain,  lasBiB,  that  ye'd  stayed  safe  i'  my 
beftrt  an'  i'  Anibroae's!" 

And  then,  as  ihnugb  be  dared  not  trust  himself  to  sny 
more  lest  bin  voice  sbonld  break  down  into  a  woman's 
weakness,  Ben  passed  slowly  wilhiu,  seross  his  threshold, 
with  the  saddeat  shadow  on  his  honest  face  that  I  had 
ever  seen  there. 

Their  eveaing  Dieal  was  eaten  in  total  Bileuce  that 
night;  but  there  was  a  deeper  and  a  sweeter  tone  than 
ever  in  the  niui'mufcd  words  of  tbanksji^ivin^  and  prayer 
with  which  be comruended  big  tittle  household  to  tbo  ears 
of  Uod. 


CHAPTER  VI, 

TEE   3ABBATQ-BRRAKER. 

Ben  wag  infinitely  kind  to  me,  When  T  got  ft  little 
older,  as  the  primroses  were  supplanted  by  the  hyacinths, 
ha  used  to  (ate  me  with  him  to  the  quarry,  Trust  carrying'- 
mo  in  hia  mouth  if  i  tired.  I  think  they  both  knew  that, 
when  they  were  absent,  Aviee  aud  the  eat  were  too  ccmch 
for  me. 

I  prew  to  feel  &  groat  deal  of  respect  and  affection  for 
Ben  in  those  days  by  the  quarry.  To  look  at  biui,  he  was 
like  any  other  laboring  man,  strong,  rouo^b,  with  bis  back 
a  little  bent,  and  hia  hands  all  over  museJe  froiu  the  daily 
Use  of  the  weighty  pickaxe.     He   was  very  quiet,  too, 
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and  9omB  of  his  fellows  tntled  him  stopM,  But  he  wag 
Dot  tliat-  be  liiid  a  quaint  g;eutle  wisdom  of  his  own, 
though  he  was  utterly  unlettered,  aud  so  simple  la  trust- 
fulness that  a  child  could  easily  deceive  him. 

T-rust  was  right,  as,  looking  hack  on  that  time,  1  fcnow 
now,  ia  thinking  timt  Ben  Lad  some  touch  in  him  of  the 
poet.  Kot  of  the  puet'd  utterance,  surely  ;  1  do  not  thiuk 
lie  could  have  sLi'ung  a  line  of  words  together  to  save  hia 
exiateucG)  but  of  tho  poet's  temperameutr  of  tho  pooC'H 
feeling. 

He  would  sipend  long'  moments  gazing  into  a  little 
tuft,  of  wood-aiieuiones  or  of  bluebella,  with  just  the  same 
loot  that  yuur  IJurrm  must  have  had  when  he  gazed  at 
the  "  wee  crimaon-tipptt  Howcr."  If  a  bird  were  wounded 
by  eome  scattered  stuiie  that  flew  from  under  his  hammer, 
be  took  it  up  and  tended  it  with  the  same  thought  in  his 
face  that  your  Colaridge  must  have  felt  when  he  wrote. 

Iliafellow-workmen  itlways  complained  that  Ben  in  his 
leisure  went  mooninjj;'  about;  but  hia  mooning  afforded 
him  more  pleasure  than  their  ale  and  pitcli-aud-toss  lent 
to  them,  lie  would  go  wandering  about  in  tlie  wood  or 
on  the  moorland  whenever  ho  had  any  spare  time,  with 
no  knowledge  whatHoeverj  hut  with  a  curious  comprehen- 
sion and  synipatiiy  in  him  for  all  livinj^;  things  that  were; 
from  the  tiniest  spray  of  the  moss  under  his  feet,  to  tho 
large-eyed  oxen  that  came  lu  rub  aj^faitist  his  ahoulders  in 
homely  cai'ess, 

SunJay  w!i>(  a  woll-lieloved  ilay  with  Ben;  there  was 
no  church  wiUiiu  fnar  miie.^,  and  lie  did  not  care  lo  go  to 
it.  Now  and  then  its  pn.'itor  found  his  way  to  the  cotr 
tagGj  and  rated  Bon  as  a  heathen. 

*'  M'appen  I  be,  sir,"  Ben  wotild  soy  ao^^owfull7^  not 
sure  in  his  mind  whether  he  were  wicked  or  not. 

"  I  cauna  go  to  the  church,"  he  said  once  when  much 
goaded  on  the  subject.  *^  Look'ee.^they's  alius  a  read- 
W  o'  eus9G3,  and  danmin',  and  lie^ll-fire,  and  the  like;  and 
1  canna  Btomach  it,  What  for  shall  they  go  and  say  aa 
all  the  poor  old  wiinmiu  i'  tha  parish  is  gone  to  the  deii 
'cause  they  picks  up  a  stick  or  tew  i'  hedge,  or  likes  to 
mumble  a  charm  or  tew  o'er  tbeh-  churnin^?  Them  old 
wimmin  iue  rai'e  nn'  ifpad  i'  ithef  things.     When  I  broke 
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my  autlr  three  year  agone,  old  Daoie  Stucklcy  Item  o'er, 
i'  ibtl  tiaj]  and  Lbe  guftw,  a  tnattor  of  five  mile  and  moro, 
&EL(1  sUe  turned  u'  eig^btj  j  and  she  nursed  uio,  and  tidied 
the  place,  tiQil  did  all  ati  was  wanted  to  bo  done  'cause 
AvicG  was  away,  wakinjf  sonnawlieres ;  aud  she'd  never 
let  mo  gie  her  augbt  fur  it.  Aud  I  beiird  la  PaasoQ  tell 
her  as  she  were  Bold  to  hell,  'ciiuse  tbo  old  sou!  Lave  u  bit 
of  belief  like  ia  witch-atones,  and  u.IIu3  seta  oue  Jisitle  her 
Bpiuiiiu'-jcnuj  so  tbat  the  thtid  ahanria  knot  tior  break. 
Ta  Passoii  he  said  aa  how  God  cad  mak  tha  tlirid  run 
Binooth,  or  knot  it,  just  as  he  chose,  and  'twas  wicked  to 
thiuk  she  could  ci'O:^^  Iliswill-,  and  Iha  old  dame,  slio 
jiaid,  '  Wcel,  air,- — I  diuna  lj''lieve  tha  Almighty  would 
ever  spite  a  poor  old  crittur  like  lue;  doa't 'ee  think  it. 
But  if  we're  uo  to  help  ourseUs  i'  thiiS  wofld,  what  for 
have  be  gi'ed  ns  the  trouble  o'  thfv  tbrbi  to  spiu  ? — and 
why  uo  han^t  he  made  tba  shirts  and  tha  sheets  an'  tha 
hose  grow  theerselU  ?'  And  ta  Paason  niver  answered 
her  that,  he  only  said  she  was  fi'actiou3  and  blua  p^e-inuiis. 
ItTow  sho  warn't ;  ebe  spoke  i'  all  ianoceuce,  and  bhe  mint 
what  she  said — she  ruiat  it.  Pasaona  niver  can  auawer 
je  plain,  rlght-dowa,  natai'al  queiJtiona  like  ihia'a;  aud 
that's  ivhy  1  wuntia  j^o.  tu  tha  church," 

He  did  not  ^o,  Avito  did^  aiTayed  ia  all  her  grloty  of 
eai'-ringg  aud  of  beaila,  journeying  thitbcr  in  the  donkoy- 
cart  of  their  only  near  noi|^hhor, — an  old  woman,  who 
ilrove  about  the  country  with  ferns  and  greeneiy  of  all 
kinds,  and  took  her  poor  worn  beast  L'i;;flit  miles  on  ila 
ouly  day  uT  rest,  for  the  very  jL,'ood  uud  notable  reason 
tbat  *'ta  passon  wore  a  rare  'un  for  ferns  and  Iha  liUe  ; 
and  if  1  Wiii'[i£L  to  be  seed  i'  my  scat  o'  Sabbath  day, 
he'd  niver  buy  tio  more  on  uie.  It's  main  and  particular 
id  ta  pasBoii ;  he  canna  abide  Sabbath-brt:aker3." 

And  she  always  beat  the  tired  ass  violently  and  often, 
that  she  mi^ht  reach  the  oliurch  whilst  yet  the  chimes 
were  ringing-  She  was  a  woman  who  had  taken  heed  to 
the  "  paysoQ'fi"  conusiel. 

Meanwhile  the  Sabbath-breaker  spent  big  Sabbalh 
mornings  outof-doora;  amongst  the  things  of  whicli  ho 
was  fuudest,  the  birda  and  the  beasts,  aad  the  trees^  lc^l 
the  heather. 
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It  was  in  a  vcrj  unlt-arnecl,  desultory^  dreamy  fashion^ 
of  course,  llat  lie  studicj  iheni, — all  tlio  divinlly  that  lies 
in  books  was  hkltlcn  from  i>our  Ben  ; — btit  be  did  Rtudy 
therii  in  his  owq  way,  and  iio  found  many  curloua  things 
of  theif  lii^es,  aad  their  natures,  ami  their  habits,  which, 
if  lie  had  only  known  how  to  teli  his  discoveries  (i&ain, 
might  have  ranked  hini  with  Audnlion  and  Stanley. 

"  I  just  am  fondl  o'  tha  things,  ye  see,  ami  ao  they  leta 
tnc  know  about  'em,'^  iio  would  say  ;  unconscious  that  he 
was  tho  eiponont  of  the  ^Teat  doctrine  of  Bynipathy. 

The  tL*al  in  the  brake-hidden  ponds;  the  henharrier 
among'at  the  sedges;  the  tiuilii  hare  under  tbe  forna;  the 
pretty  redstart  on  the  boughs-  the  small  dai'k  stoat;  wading 
ainong'^it  the  hu^o  leaves  of  the  buriloc-lt ;  tho  corn-crake 
in  the  Boaice  patches  of  wheat  that  grew,  here  and  there, 
«m  the  bleak  brown  moors ;  llio  tiny  ehiiFchaff  flitting 
under  the  gorse  all  golden  with  legend-loved  bloom  ;  the 
reld-niouse  sltliDg-,  squirrel-bko,  by  her  little  homo  in  the 
grrnnd.  where  the  Bweet  Hhady  pluiuca  of  tho  meadow- 
sweet hid  her  ia  safety  from  tho  eyes  of  th9  kite:;-— all 
these  were  his  friends  and  familiars ;  and  he  would  wan- 
der amnng;8t  them  all  throujrh  the  houra  of  the"  quiet  day, 
when  not  even  tho  far-off  sounds  of  tho  quarry,  or  of  the 
husbandmen  above  on  tho  moor  farms,  broke  tho  sweet, 
restful,  morning  silence. 

Avicc,  Bitting  at  chureh,  glancing  under  her  arching 
brows  at  tho  youths  beside  her,  arniyed  in  her  beada  and 
Let  ear-rings,  and  gazing  witii  enviuus  eyes  at  the  inaaor 
pcv,  wbertf  the  great  folba  were  sequestered,  received 
many  J)rai9e9  from  the  paator  for  her  assiduity  in  attend- 
ing the  service. 

Ben  he  called  hard  nauaea,  of  which  a  heathen  was  not 
the  leaBt. 

Now,  A  vice  on  her  homeward  way  beat  the  donkey 
wilb  fnry  and  might,  because  her  aonl  was  sore  to  thLnfc 
of  uie  great  ladies  up  in  the  Squire's  ved-canopied  pew. 
But  Ben.  going  to  the  fern-seller's  cottage  to  meet  hia 
sister,  went  fir.st  to  the  stable  and  shook  down  a  fresh  bed 
of  bracken,  and  filled  a  pail  with  water  from  tho  spring, 
and  threw  a  great  arm-load  of  sweet  grasses  and  jafcy 
thistles  into  the  rusty  rack 
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Whiuli  of  the  two  woulil  the  poor  tired  beaat — if  he 
could  have  given  an  opinion* — hnve  thouf,''ht  Ihc  more 
faiUiful  follower  nf  the  tcachin;;  of  One  who  walked  iu 
the  lields  on  the  Subbath  daj,  and  rode  on  an  aaa  to  Jp' 
fuaalem  ? 

TheFe  Sundajs  with  Ben  were  my  greatest  delight. 
To  scatnper  over  tha  bouudlesa  moorland;  to  roll  in  the 
eliurt,  scented  thyme  ;  to  watch  with  wondering  ejea  the 
squirrels  leap  fi'oiu  brttnch  tohrsinch;  tbeii;^  Ijiag  tired, 
to  sleep  and  di'eam  and  wake  in  the  pleasant  drowsy  suu 
lig^lit;^all  this  made  a  paradise  of  that  old  silent  pine 
wood  to  n\e,  and,  in  a  sense  too,  to  my  master  himseli". 

His  eyes  uspd  to  ha^o  a  curiously  contented  look,  half 
brig:htQess,  half  sadness,  hut  great  contentment  for  all  thiitj 
aa  he  strode  through  iLe  yielding  sptar-grasSj  or  lay  at 
length  utider  the  ehade  of  the  lirflutlies. 

Hii  did  not  speak  often ;  but  now  and  then  he  did,  to 
Trnftt  or  to  me,  or  to  the  cusliat  ip  the  boug-ha,  or  to  the 
rabbit  beneath  the  brushwood,  or  to  some  other  timid, 
moving  thing*.  Andat  euuh  times  bis  voice  was  so  gentle, 
Bo  pitifnl,  80  serious,  that  it  bad  a  sound  iti  it  to  my  fancy 
like  that  of  the  eveqing"  bells  when  they  rung  faintly  in 
from  tiio  distanee  lUTos^s  the  Iji'oad  moors. 

Whatever  good  I  have  kept  in  mo— and  in  the  world  it 
is  very  Lurd  to  keep  any — ^1  owe  it  to  Bon  on  those  atlll 
Sunday  uiariiingH  in  those  Lkic[>,  old,  qniet,  green  woods. 

'I'liorG  wwih  ono  spot  1  sp«.'ially  loved :  it  was  a  dell 
formed  hy  Imi^o  bouhlors  of  granite  and  g-rilstono  fallen 
one  on  anutlier;  grown  sill  over  ijy  ferns  an<l  hy  moHS, 
und  by  all  manner  of  foliage;  and  alwayg  fnll  of  ebada 
even  in  tho  hotleat  nuontiJe. 

There  IJen  wonld  lie  for  hours,  looking"  up  at  the  blue, 
dreamful  sky,  or  at  the  hh-ds  moving  in  the  thick  leafage. 

"And  to  lllnink."  he  mnrmured  once,  "  as  thoBame  Hand 
na  shattered  down  tha  ndghty  atones  here,  till  thoy  lays 
onialied  and  o'ergrowcd  wi'  the  grasses,  yit  fasbioned 
ihem  wee  blue  wing-feallioi's  of  tha  atomy  of  a  tomtit  V 
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his  neat  thcer.  It  13  wonderfu'I  Shanna  we  niver  know 
how  'Lwas  done?  civer  see  ihe  sun  a  liit  nearer?  liOnl's 
eakel  I  caiina  but  wish  that  He'J  ha'  thot  of  soiue  ither 
wiiyo'  food  for  keopin'  the  'varaal  world  J'u'  o'  hiscritturs, 
thaa  iba  way  0'  'era  iiuirderin'  one  anither,  preyio'  oa 
ono  aniLher,  from  tba  niun  on  tba  os,  tew  tba  sparrow  on 
tha  warm.  It  iJun't  fieom  tight,  hke,  as  how  Him  who'd 
tbapowor  0^  niakia'  that  sun  move  i'  tha  heavens  shouldua 
]ia^  bin  able  to  hit  a'  some  better  means  for  kcepin'  tha  life 
be  ^\va  i'  us  wl'out  pittln'  tba  lusts  in  our  souts  to  kill  thai 
weakest  tbin,[!;a  aside  o'  ua.  It's  uocommou  queer — an' 
sad  tew,  as  ta  scctu — that  iha  shouldna  bo  ouj  way  o' 
Uvin'  save  by  dilh." 

And  go  the  dim,  wise,  tender,  untutored  mind  perplexed 
itself  ia  soiTOwful  poudering^;  and  Ben,  who  could  acarea 
tell  one  letter  frym  auother,  puzaled  over  probloma  that 
the  Bag-ea  and  the  scholara  of  ths  world  cannot  solve. 

If  Bon  hail,  had  education,  I  think  be  would  have  been 
ft  man  of  whom  the  world  would  have  heard  somewhat,, 
for  he  had  all  the  straa^e  mingling  of  acuteneaa'and  child- 
likeness,  of  fine  perception  and  foolish  faithfulness,  that 
ifl  80  often  eUaracteriHtic  nf  g^onius.  A3  it  was,  nevyr 
having'  even  learned  to  read,  and  having  from  the  seventh 
year  of  hia  age  l>een  obliged  to  get  up  in  thu  gray  of  the 
mominf^s  ami  go  forth  to  hartl,  inuer^santj  bodily  labour 
that  killed  the  brain  in  him,  aa  it  were,-'— so  that  when  be 
retunioil  at  nifrjit  he  had  no  Hense  to  do  more  Ihaa  creep 
up  to  his  truekle-bed  and  i^leep  the  heavy,  di-eaniless  sleep 
of  over-toil  and  of  over-fatigue. — h<3  had  never  bad  aay 
culture  of  the  powers  within  him.  None  uould  tell  what- 
ever they  might,  under  luiother  esiHtence,  have  proved; 
and  it  was  only  tlii-ough  iho  fairness  of  nature  around 
bill),  and  the  insight  he  had  by  institiot  into  its  beauties 
and  mystoriea,  that  ho  kept  idive  at  all  tboso  tender 
thoU;^hiB  which,  so  eweet  to  the  echolar,  or  the  artist,  or 
the  noble,  are  perhupa  only  full  of  a  dim,  bewildered  pain 
to  the  poor  niiio  in  whom  they  exist. 

I  did  not  dlHeeru  all  this  myaelf,  of  course;  but  Truai 
did,  and  Lbrough  Trust  I  came  to  see  it. 

Bell  Dai'e'9  love  for  his  sister  was  wonderful ;  he  seemed 
to  gee  none  of  her  fftults,  b&vq  that  ever-craving  of  gold, 
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cf  which  now  and  then  he  so  gently  warned  her.  But  6vea 
hia  pttrccptian  of  this  blemish  iq  her  never  broug^ht  the 
fact,  or  Ibe  suspicion  thereof,  to  his  mind  that  she  had 
indeed  taken  his  coina  from  under  the  apple-tree.  No 
vag'ue  fancy  of  Ihe  truth  ever  occurred  to  him  ;  he  trusted 
Avice  with  all  Ins  heart  and  pquI,  and  though  many  Lhiita 
one  could  observe  that  she  wa&  an  anxiety  and  a  disap^ 
poirttntunt  to  him,  aijd  thiit  h<>r  sullen,  nnj^nalei'ul  wonif^ 
uot  st^liJoiu  wounded  hlni  sorely,  ht?  never  spul^c  a  harnh 
phrase  to  her,  and  only  thouj^^bt  hor  guilty  of  "pcltiah- 
liess"  suth  as  often  besets  a  spoiled  child. 

She  was  uot  conteuted,  he  know;  but  then,  as  ho  waa 
WDQt  to  Bay,  if  he  spoke  to  any  fellow-workman  on  the 
matter,  "'Tis  only  iLa  gayety-like  o'  girlhood,  look  you; 
they're  often  like  ihat  i'  tbeir  fust  years,  'T  'ill  wear  ol! 
Bure-ly  wi'  time  \  acri  m'appen  she'd  get  wed,  yon  koow^ 
t*he's  sao  pretty ^ — and  thin  wi'  tha  chdder  com',  an'  that, 
u  nurain'  'em  and  a  pratin'  tew  'em,  an'  a  tidyin'  o'  ein, 
ehe'll  forgit  a'  these  little  maggita  o'  fancies  an'  fiaeriea, 
I  ftud  sitLJe  down  good  an'  quiet;  I'm  sure  o'  it." 

But  he  was  not.  quite  sure  in  his  own  heart;  and  he 
was  diaqulcted  oftentimes  fur  Avice;  and  toolc  blamo  to 
biniself  because  ho  did  not  make  the  liouse  "aJLTc"  enough 
to  amuse  a  young  girl,  and  worked  eitra  hours,  early  and 
late,  ihat;  ho  migiit  earn  more  money  to  replace  that  Htolea 
from  him^  and  give  her  some  gift  or  some  treat  with  it— 
Borat!  fairings  some  daintier  food,  or  some  new  bit  of  ap- 
pareling. 

^'I  alius  feel,  ye  kaow,  as  if  tha  raitber  was  a  watchin' 
o'  uie,"  he  said  once  to  bis  only  friend,  after  Ambrose  of 
the  Forge,  a  man  like  bimself,  in  the  quarry.  "She  axed 
me  a  dyia',  poor  soul,  to  hae  a  caro  o'  that  little  'un ;  an[| 
I  dew  think  if  anylhin'  went  wrong  wi'  Avice,  't  ud  vex 
n.ither  sore,  where'er  she  be,— for  tho'  they  may  gae  to 
Leav^H,  I'll  niver  brieve  as  they  forgits  all  us  down,  here, 
or  gits  hard  as  stones  to  what  happen  till  us." 

"May.be  no,  Bee,"  retorted  his  brother-in-labor,  poking 
hia  hands  ruefully  among  his  tumbled,  yellow  hair,  all 
white  with  tbo  powder  of  the  shattered  limestone.  "I 
often  wonders  as  how  them  aa  ia  n  aingin'  wi'  tha  angels — 
04  they  sa.\j&  they  be — can  sing  i'  tunc  an'  time  like,  whiq 
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they  knows  all  aa  \%  a  happeQin'  to  their  friids  ai.d  thoir 
cbilder  below.  T  suppaaG  they  diotia  fa&h  thcirselvBa 
aboat  it;  bat  'ee  hev  to  git  mam  an'  hard-like,  aforo  'ae 
can  bo  a  anji^el," 

Thereon  he  ficiiHhed  his  roonday  bit  of  bacon  and 
bread,  nnd  sent  his  pickaxe  with  riDs;-iiif^  Btvokes  into  the 
stone  :  he  lived  on  the  other  aide  of  the  wood,  three  milea 
nearer  the  village  eburuh,  at  which  he  wag  a  leader  m  the 
choir. 

'*I  s'uld  niver  do  for  a  anf!:Gl,"  he  mutternd,  as  he  lifted 
tlie  ase,  *'Why — t'other  Sunday,  when  my  old  tirrier. 
Bee,  as  you'll  well  mind  on,  died  o'  that  lump  i^  her  throat 
a  Sunday  mornin',  I  couldna  pit  my  voice  at  all  for  thinkia' 
o'  tba  g'ood  old  crittur;  and  1  had  to  gie  o'er  afore  tba 
'glory  be,'  and  go  otitaide  anoath  tha  y&w,  and  1  was  a 
cryin^  like  a  cliild  thert^ — 'cause  t'  old  liee  wa3  stiff  an' 
jsold.  If  you'd  seeti  her  look,  Bea — her  look  at  me  till  tha 
yerra  last  1" 

Ben  was  too  much  a  pagan  to  rebuke  his  friend;  or  to 
Insist,  that  the  "  Glory  be"  should  hav^e  been  too  solemn 
and  awful  in  its  nature  lor  any  thought  of  the  dead  terrier 
to  hare  intruded  ou  it  and  spoil  the  mellow  oates  of  ita 
best  bass  Binder. 

Jn  this  simple,  healthful,  opCD-air  life  I  throve  apace, 
and  became  esceodingly  beautiful  and  graceful,  aa  I  eonid 
teH  by  lookini^  at  myself  in  the  clear  mirror  of  the  bright 
running  water.  If  my  forefathcria  and  brethren  had  all 
died  at  the  hall,  I  can  only  ima^''ine  that  their  lamentable 
decease  most  have  been  caused  hj  velvet  cushiona  and 
nieat-supreitiis^s,  I  have  often  witnepsed  tlie  melaacholy 
results  of  epicureanism  on  tnembeva  of  my  iioble  race. 

I  tlirovo  certainly,  and  grew  to  my  full  size;  which 
never  exceeded  that  of  a  small  rabbit, — nor  ou^Ut  indeed 
to  have  exceeded  it,  for  the  virtue  and  worth  of  my  peo- 
ple lie  in  their  dimiautiveQeas,  as  do  those  of  £lzevira  and 
of  Parliamentary  consciences. 

Even  old  Dick,  the  peddler,  '^who  couUlna  abide  dogs," 
observed  me  when  he  came  s^aiis  in  Bi^n's  ahsonce  one 
day  Iq  the  suinuier ;  and  remarked  that  I  was  "  a  rare 
nice  'un  surely,  an'  worth  a  sight  o'  eiller,"  he  guessed. 
Ever  after  that  unhappy  speech,  A  vice  regarded  me  with 


THE  SABBATII'SREAKER. 


63 


more  favor,  but  with  &  glance  excessively  like  to  that 
with  which  a  hawk  surreys  a  lark. 

Once  she  asked  her  brother, 

"  Wunna  yo  uifor  sell  ta  pup,  Ben?  'Tis  pretty,  and 
pae  glossy  an*  white,  I  believe  ye'd  get  a  pund  for"t,  aa 
'Lvvero  wcW  ehafFL-red  foi' — " 

Ben  glau[;^cd  at  bor  will)  a  gmro  look  in  his  eyes^undor 
whit'h  elie  was  silent  and  rustless. 

"  I  shall  iilver  &oU  ta  pup,  lass,"  he  said.  "I  dinoa 
fflak  a  thinj;  fond  o'  me,  and  rear  tt  wi'  trouble,  jiat  to 
barter  it  awa^  to  strangers,  wbo  might  tormint  it  foi 
aught  I  might  tell," 

Avice  Bald  no  more  :  she  knew  that  there  were  tbinga 
OQ  wbicb  her  gentle  and  patient  brother  waa  infiexiblej 
and  even  obstinate,  however  yielding-  he  might  be  usually 
to  her  varied  caprices. 

I  rayself  heard  hia  decisioa  with  iuEuite  g'ladness,  for  I 
knew  nothinn;  then  of  tiie  great  world,  and  J  loved  the 
pine  wood  and  the  moor,  I  bad  nay  ]jbertyf  I  had  kind- 
ness, and  1  had  sunshine  j  a  young-  tbia^  would  he  very 
envious  indeed  that  asked,  or  desired,  more. 

So  the  wliole,  long,  golden  summer  passed ;  the  drowsy 
bees  humming  over  the  countless  flowers;  the  wbite  and 
rose  bealha  covering  the  turf  witb  a  maze  of  soft  color ; 
the  limestone  rock  Husiiing  under  ibe  red  glowing  rays  of 
the  sunsets;  the  wa,ier-bird8  Qr sating  all  day  long  in  the 
.amber  light  over  the  beds  of  the  waving  sword-reedaj 
the  trout  darting  by  lathe  clear  shallow  water,  and  biding 
their  pretty  bright  backs  under  stones. 

The  summer  was  delightful  to  me ;  and  to  Ben  it  had  a 
diuj  divine  cbarm,  that  made  the  mere  sense  of  living  sweet 
to  him,  de:!*pite  all  his  toil. 

Even  Avite  loved  the  "  summer-time,"  a.i  your  German 
Bingera  tall  it  i'oudly  ;  it  broke  the  monotony  of  her  life  ; 
it  brought  stray  wanderers  over  the  moors ;  it  sent  an 
arti&t  or  two  into  Lbe  heart  of  this  old  dnsky  fragrant 
wood;  it  was  the  Kcmsan  of  harvest-homes,  and  of  eev- 
eral  wakes  lu  ihe  villagea  that  lay  nearest.  And  Aviee, 
ftUhougb  so  idle  witb  lier  "eiwres"  {i.e.  bouse-work),  and 
60  indiffererit  to  escrtion,  would  walk  ten  miles  any  day 
QD  the  chaQee  of  a  dance  at  night,  and  a  supper  m  sam« 
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little  ontlyiDg  f&rm,  or  some  village  ale-house,  wlie:e,  Ben 
not  Ijem*  by,  eho  ware  her  "diamonds^"  and  edipsed 
every  girl  who  migfit  foot  it  there,  Wl^onever  she  re- 
turned from  one  of  these  pl0a?iiirin!:3;s,  slio  waa  trebly  sul- 
len, and  ill  at  oaso,  nlwaya  afterwards.  But  we  were  the 
fiiiBFcrcrs  from  that,  not  she;  and  so  the  consideration  of 
the  "  hard  stune  in  tlio  swuot  date"  no  more  deleiTod  her 
from  soizinc;  and  duvomiiiEj;  her  ijate,  tbau  it  deterred  her 
Bex  in  ilii5  early  days  of  ilnj  Efwt. 

Ben  used  now  and  then  lo  otfer  Ejoroe  gentle  remon- 
fitraneo  ag-iiinet  thia  abaolnte  devotion  to  g-ayety,  when 
its  god  was  worshiped  under  the  qnestionablo  roofs  of  potr 
houses;  but  Aviee  always  made  out  that  she  was  going 
with  Bonie  good  old  dame  whose  presence  would  have 
eanctioiK'd  the  very  revelsof  Bacchus  or  of  Priapua  them- 
Belvoa,  and  ho  had  not  the  heart  to  restrain  her  from  the 
few  enjoyments  that  broke  the  monotony  of  her  years. 

A  weli-dressing^,  a  wake,  a  danee,  a  wedding-feast,  were 
Buch  delig'ht  to  "the  3bss,"  he  reekoocd ;  it  would  have 
been  "  unked"  to  have  begrudg-cd  her  those  little  mirthful 
frivolities  of  a  girl's  earliest  youth.  Togo  with  her  him- 
self was  impossible;  ho  had  to  be  at  hia  labor  by  eunrieo, 
and  did  not  leave  it  till  sunset,  whether  he  were  at  tho 
quarry,  or,  when  stone-work  wag  slack,  at  the  farms.  Ho 
could  only  triist  her;  and  be  did  trust  her,  with  that  entire 
faith  whiehall  loyal  natures  give  until — thej  are  paid  with 
the  coin  of  deceit. 

"  I  fear  rs  how  the  wench  is  a  ffoin'  wrong,"  said  the 
man  who  had  lanieiiLed  the  loss  of  Bee  once,  at  the  quarry, 
to  his  wife  when  she  brought  him  the  Doonday  "  bit  and 
Bup."  "  She^a  alius  a  jnnketin'  somewheres, — -or  if  she 
bean't  juTiketiti'  fihe'.=3  a  niopin' ;  which  ism'appeo  worker 
of  the  tew.  And  tbey  do  say  as  how  she'^i  a  gay  'uo^  and 
as  how  young  Isaac  up  iiMha  flour-mid  and  she  be  arter  no 
good.  But  I  doubt'n  of  fashia'  Ben  about  iL  I  m.ightdew 
more  barm  tia  good." 

"Dinua  ye  meddle,  Tarn/'  said  his  wife,  who  was  a 
shrewd  woman.  "It's  niver  no  good  a  thrcshin*  other 
folkd'  corn ;  ye  alius  gltg  the  flail  agin  i'  yer  own  eye 
somehow." 

"Mebbo,"  Baid  her  lord,  "I  wouldna  mind  gettin' hit 
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ff  r  saved  ta  corn  by  threshia'  it;  but  I  dinna  eee  aa 
how  I  a'uld,  rig-btly,  Tbe  lass  ud  say  on,  jnnd  Isaac  ud 
Bay  DEL,  o'  caarae,  aod  Ben  ud  nirer  cbauge  a  word  wi^ 
doe  agin." 

So  not  even  Friendship  dared  to  tear  the  band  ofif  Ben'B 
eyes. 

Friendship,  when  it  ia  Dot  a  bully,  ie  very  commonly  m 
coward. 

When  the  eummer  had  passed,  and  it  was  the  lirsit  warm 
mellow  touch  of  auiumti  that  flusbed  tbe  leaves,  and  made 
(ho  waters  flow  faster,  nnd  shook  the  brown  cones  off  the 
fir-troea,  one  of  Avice's  beloved  days  of  junketing  came 
round  with  unuf^ual  honora. 

It  was  "wake-week"  at  a  little  town  some  twelve 
miles  away,  and  in  addition  to  tbe  wakes,  singing  and 
dancinje;  and  feasting,  there  were  a  fair  and  a  circus  and 
various  other  wonders.  So  at  least  old  Dick  o'  tba  Wyn- 
nats,  mukinn^hisquarterly  visit  with  Michaelmas,  informed 
her  with  much  unction  and  imag-iaative  dGscriptioa  in  re- 
word for  the  money  she  laid  out  with  him — tbree  whole 
Eihillings,  veritably  her  own  from  her  poultry  yard,  the 
hena  being  the  only  things  of  which  she  took  any  real 
care,  because  they  brought  her  in  some  silver  with  the 
outlay  of  which  Ben  never  interfered. 

Ben  dearly  liked  a  smoke  of  his  pipe,  out-of-doors  in 
tbe  Btill  twilin-ht  in  summer^  or  by  Lis  bt:aTlh  in  tbe  win- 
ter. But  of  late  he  had  not  smoked  at  all,  because  it  "  pit 
wings  to  the  siller,  my  lasis,"  as  be  told  her;  because,  as 
Tru&t  told  mo,  he  wastryinij  hard  to  nial^e  up  by  Miubael- 
Qiaa  IhateoveL-eign'swortb  which  the  thief's  ftppropriiitioa 
haul  prevented  hia  posaessitig  at  Midsummer. 

"  It's  all  in  a  hole  in  tbe  timber  under  his  ted,"  said 
Trust;  "he  don't  put  faith  in  the  apple-tree  money-box 
anymore.  And  even  ehe  does  not  kaow  of  this,  or  it 
would  not  be  long  quiet  in  bi&  old  Btocking  in  that  wood 
branny." 

For  whichever  purpose  it  was,  however,  that  he  saved 
419  tobacco-money,  he  went  without  his  one  enjoyment 
all  through  the  soft  hot  summer,  Apico  knew  it,  and  saw 
bim  c&tit  DOW  and  then  a  wistful  glance  at  the  unfiled 
pjpa      There  was .  abundance  of  tobacco  in  old  DiL-k'a 
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poucb  ;  Ijut  sho  *lid  not  purcbase  Ihree-pennywortJi  of  it 
out  of  \\v)t  tg-g-moDey,  Sbe  oaly  bought  sooie  ^'ards  of 
bright  scarlut  ribbon,  some  yards  of  comiuon  lace,  somu 
mock  amber  beads  for  her  throat,  and  a  very  sioall  jaunt/ 
Btraw  hat. 

"  Ye'll  come  ower,  sure?"  pressed  old  Dick.  •'  Why, 
lawk  a'  mercy,  't  'ill  be  gkh  a  gight  aa  haana  be  seed  i'  the 
couoirj  siQ  tb'  old  Kiog  o'  the  Peak  wiot  lo  glory  hun- 
dreds of  years  agoDe.  There  is  a  lot  o*  play-actors  u 
comin' — acd  ye  uiver  seed  a  play  ?'^ 

"Nay  I"  asaeated  Avice  with  a  sig-h,  "I  niver  did; 
what  does  they  dew  ?" 

"Lord  sake,  my  dearie,  I  CQuldoa  tell  'ee/'  said  BIck, 
with  much  solemnity.  *-  It'sall  lyin' — ^all  lyin'iv'ry  bit,^ 
most  hootiful  I  There's  faller^*  a  cryin'  their  hearts  out  as 
was  laughiu' fit  to  kill  tbeiraella  a  mlnit  afore.  There's 
kinga  wi' crowns  o' go wd  on  as  waa  jist  commou  men, 
wi'  pipes  i'  their  mouths,  tew  eeconda  agooe.  There's 
ngly  trfrpBZin'  mawthere  u^  gal&,  as  one  wouldna  ha' 
picked  out  o'  street,  all  smiliu'  and  rosy,  aud  jew 'led  aud 
ioTely-like,  wi'  tbu  people  a  dappia^  au  a  cheerio'  on  em 
like  mad.  'Tia  all  lyin',  ye  kn&w  \  theer's  tha  beauty  oq 
"t ;  and  iha  folks  they  goea  and  take  on  sn  aa  niver  was, 
and  brieve  it  like  Scriptur^  they  do.  Why,  I've  seed  'ua 
b  kickia'  a  woman  as  laid  oq  dooratep  I'  iha  open  street, 
(a*  least  the  constable  he  got  a  kickin'  o'  ber,  and  tba  crit- 
tur  moaned,  and  iha  folk  about  laughed  at  U  as  a  rate 
good  joke;  she'd  a  been  clemmed  by  the  way,  she  could- 
na  git  a  bit  o'  bread  nohow)  ;  weel  1  aud  I  seed  '^em  that 
self-Bame  night,  tha  Rclt'-same  folks  i''  tba  playhuuBs,  m 
cryin'  and  a  clamorin''  and  a  rockin'  theirsells  to  an'  fro 
wi' grief  a'cauge  a  queen  on  tho  etage  bod  pisoued  her- 
self out  o'  rage  and  jealouEj.  Oh  I  tba  Ijiu^s  uncom- 
mon good,  'lis  sure  to  move  'em  a  deal  mure'n  ony  tha 
fac'  itsclL" 

Avice  listened  ioteutly. 

"  But  'ce  Bed,"  she  bc^r-an  eagerly,  "  aa  how  ngly  maw- 
there  were  took  i'  tba  play  and  med  beautiful.  WeeW 
favored  wimmin  thin  must  be — must  be — " 

"  Dazzlin' like  tba  bud,  my  wench  I"  said  Birk  emphatic- 
ally. "■  0^  course  tha  beauties  aliue  look$  tha  best.    I.awk- 


TEE  SABBATH-BREAKER. 


n 


ft-dearj  me,  why  if  a  pretty  gell  gito'  tha  Btage^  sbo'Il  go 
wed  a  dake  afore  Cbnstinas  [" 

"  But  how  does  *ee  git  theer  7"  asked  Avice,  with  pant- 
ing- breast. 

Dirk  looked  very  thoughtful,  but  he  winked  his  eye 
with  dull  unction. 

"Eh,  ma  dear,  I  dan'  knaw.  I  isna  a  pretty  gell. 
But  I  thhik  as  how  if  1  was  "un  Td  jiat  go  wheer  a  play- 
Lonse  w«re  j  and  I'd  walk  in  and  I'd  ax  to  aee  the  giritle- 
nmn  as  kips  it;  and  Vd  ahow  bim  ma  bonny  face  and  nia 
bonny  fule,  and  a'  tha  gowd  o'  ma  hair,  and  I  wouldna 
doubt  much  as  he^d  pit  me  oa  tha  boords." 

A  vice  listened  breathlessly. 

"'  A 'out  mmiej  ?"  she  asked. 

"■  Well,"  said  Dick,  "there  is  Bome  as  paya  money  to 
git  tbeer,  I  know;  but  a  handsome  wDuch — she  ha' got 
her  siller  i'  her  eyes  an^  her  lips.  If  1  were  ye,  Aviee, 
I'd  Lev  a  try,  that  I  ud;  i'  tha  wake- week.  He  could- 
Da  but  say  ye  nay." 

She  Jisteaed  thirstily,  and  with  loDgioff,  wonderiog 
gaze. 

"  But  I  Isna  bright,"  she  said,  snlleoly.  "Clever,  ye 
knaw— I  eauna  read  but  a  bit  or  lew." 

Dick  sua[iped  hig  fingers. 

"Wininiin  ag  yood-lookiii^  as  yc,  Us^ie,  needna  larn 
theur  ABCl  But  m'uppen  yo  wouldna  like  to  leave 
Isaac,"  ho  added  slyly.     "  JTo'a  a  Btrappin'  lad,  sure-Iy." 

"I'd  leave  him  this  miunitl"  ahe  said  wavajfcly,  twint- 
ing  to  and  fro  her  yarda  of  now  scarlet  ribbon. 

*'  Ye'rtf  wiijpiu'  tba  ribbon,  ma  dear,"  said  Dick  calmly; 
then  lie  bent  towards  her  aad  whispered  in  her  ear; 
*'  Ben  dinna  know  o't  ?" 

She  colored  tscarlet  aa  bt:r  ribbons  over  her  fate  ainl 
bosom,  as  she  murmured  back  a  faint  Dejj^ative. 

"  Thin,  my  wench,  ij^it  awa'  &oou,  ta  playhouse  o'  eome- 
wbeers,  if  yu'rc  wise,"  muttered  Dick,  still  iu  her  ear,  with 
a  chuckle  and  a  grin.  Avice,  still  with  the  hot  flush  on 
her  face  and  tingeijug  still  her  swelling  breast,  shook  him 
eST  aad  went  within.  The  eld  man,  still  chuckling  to 
himself,  climbed  elowiy  up  the  hill  to  the  moorslde. 

"  She'll  go  ta  playhouse/'  1  heard  him  mutter,     "Ana 
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tha  dukea  will  rin  mad  ower  Isaac's  cast^oGTl  Lairk'a* 
day !  tbe  lords'  light-o'-Loveg  la  allua  a  hunest  maa'a 
leaTin'uJ" 


CHAPTER  VII. 


HIS  TmST  BETRAYAIl 


It  was  harvest  time;  and,  work  being  Black  at  the 
quarry,  Ben  weot  ^'  a-plowin',"  to  the  various  farmateada 
lying  arouDd.^Iitlle  clastevs  of  white  or  gray  buildiaga^ 
with  raofg  of  thateh  or  red  tile,  tbat  brolie  here  and  there 
the  dark  blue  of  tbe  distant  piae  woods,  the  purple  of  tbe 
hills,  or  tbe  green  of  the  woods  and  meadowa. 

Mounting  the  slope  behind  our  cottage  to  ita  higbeat; 
point,  where  it  liecame  moorland  and  shelved  down  again 
on  the  other  side,  you  could  see  for  thirty  miles  about  on 
every  side,  and  many  of  these  little  homesteads  caught 
your  Bight,  nestled  in  the  dip  of  a  valley,  cauj*ht  in  the 
ciel't  of  a  rock,  or  perched  on  the  brow  of  ft  hill,  Some 
few  of  these  were  far  too  distant  fo  allow  him  to  go  and 
come  to  them  in  tbe  day;  and  he  slept  where  his  work 
chanced  to  be.  At  such  times  I  missed  him  greatly  \  and 
Trust  sat  with  a  grave,  anxioua  countenance  ou  the  door- 
BilJ,  every  now  and  then  awaking  tbe  echoee  with  a  short 
woc-begone  howl. 

He  was  g-oing  far  six  dnyti'  agricultural  work  to  a  farm 
near  AKhfurd-in-the-Water  on  the  same  week  that  the 
'*  wakes,"  so  atroagly  eulogized  by  the  peddler,  were  to 
take  place;  and  Aviee,  on  the  Sundn-j  night  before  bia 
departure,  pleaded  bard  with  him  for  permission  to  go 
thither  for  the  great  day  of  all.  Old  Dame  8medly,  the 
fern-aeller,  was  going,  she  urged,  and  would  talse  her, 

"  it's  tew  far  for  tha  donkey  to  kem  and  go  i'  twelve 
hours,  my  lass,"  he  objected,  "  aud  1  dunna  like  for  ye  to 
sleep  fra'  baojie.  Least  o'  all,  tew,  i'  that  town,  where  J 
dunna  knaw  a  soul." 


BIS  FiRST  BETRAYAL. 


e* 


"But  Dame  Suiedlj  dew,  Ben,"  persisted  bis  sister. 
''Slie  hev  a  half  couti.iu,  an  unco  decent  man,  as  own  a 
Public  tbeer,  and  we  c'uld  sleep  i'  Lis  house  tha  oig'ht, 
and  Ibiu  back  a^en  wi'  lunrn.  Ye  knaw  ye^ve  axed  lior 
to  be  wi'  [ue  beri?  wliibs  yeVe  ou  tha  tramp," 

"I'm  Qo'  goio'  on  traiupj  lass,"  said  Beu,  a  trifle  aa- 
noyed.  "  I'm  a  g-oiu'  tew  Asbford-i'-tba-Water ;  ye  miud 
U  rigbt  on  well.  A  Public  beau't  tba  sort  o'  place  for  ye, 
niy  dearie;  tberc'tj  alius  a  lot  of  men  a'  f^kitcle^,  nud  had 
wimiuiu  a  Irullopiu'  about." 

^'It^a  a  very 'spectable  house,  Ben  P'  moaned  Ayice. 
"And  I  thiuk  it  sbame  to  cast  foul  wordsi  agin  the  old 
dame's  folks,  as  is  a  main  deal  better  oU  thau  us  area't." 

"i  didna  cast  uo  words  at  'em,"  s,iid  Ben,  patiently. 
**  I  ony  ses,  as  I  alius  ses,  that  a  Public  ain't  a  place 
||Dr  sicb  a  weuch  as  yew," 

"It's  tlia  oay  rouf  I  can  sleep  under,  Ben  I — and  to 
lose  this  wakin'  will  ki!l  me^  it  willl  There's  a  fair,  and 
meiTy-g-u-roundi^,  and  play-actin',  and  conjurin^,  and  Iota 
k'o'  danciu'; — an'  1  didua  think  ye'd  bo  so  cruel  as  to  do 
me  out  u'l  I  Wbeu  I  sees  nothla'  in  this  lonely  bole  fra' 
one  year's  end  to  t'other  I" 

And  Avice  burst  into  teaie;  using  the  great  weapon 
of  her  sex  without  stmt  or  scruple. 

Of  coarse  Bea  gave  in,  and  let  her  have  her  way ;  the 
more  quickly,  though  not  the  mare  readily,  because  he 
knew  well  that  if  be  did  not  let  her  hare  it,  fihe  would 
take  it, — the  moment  his  back  was  turned. 

"  Gie  me  a  kiss,  vnj  Jass,"  he  said  sadly,  when  the 
etorta  had  paused,  and  she  consented  to  smile  through  her 
tears.     "Mebhe  ye  wuunabe  up  afore  I'm-off  to-iuorro'." 

Jdhe  kissed  him  wiilio^Iy  ;  with  pretty  cafessiug  ways 
Bud  words. 

Surely  Jodas  must  have  been  a  woman — disgui&edF 

With  the  first  gray  streak  of  the  morniog,  he  went  ou 
his  way,  over  the  hills  to  the  Wye-watered  dales,  where 
his  labor  lay,  amoa^j  the  golden-brown  woods  of  thfi 
Autumii. 

lie  Bigned  Trust  g-ently  back  with  hi?  band,  and  bid 
bitu  stay  and  mind  the  place ;  my  head  he  touched  lightly 
and  fondly. 
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"  Good'by,  littlo  'an,"  he  murmured  kindly  ;  "  HI  soon 
be  wi'  ye  agiu." 

T!)eii  he  went;  through  the  gray,  damp,  vaporous  air, 
thai  was  like  clouds  of  &t«am  over  all  the  bills,  and 
whitened  as  snow  all  the  valleys.  There  bad  been  do 
one  up  to  set  his  breakfast,  or  to  bid  him  God-speed, 

Aa  he  drew  the  door  after  him,  and  left  U3  alone  in  the 
feeble,  sickly  light  of  the  solitary  ruah'candie  by  whicJi 
lie  had  groped  hia  way  to  the  poor  meal  he  had  eaten, 
Trust  threw  up  hia  head  and  gave  hia  long  wailiD^ 
agonized  howl. 

"That  won't  bring  him  back,"  I  hazarded,  for  the  Doise 
tnade  me  feel  so  miserable. 

*'  I  know  that  1"  said  Trusty  sharply.  '*  Howling  won't 
bring  a.  dead  slieep  lo  life,  but  muny  are  tlie  duad  sheep  I 
have  iji>wloU  ov^'r,  where  they  lay  Btiff  and  frozen,  down 
in  a  snow-drift,  poor  fools.  Tliongb  we  can't  help  thiu^^^ 
we  grieve  for  tlioin.  If  you  never  do  that  when  you  are 
grown  up,  you  will  be  aa  hard  aa  a  stone — or  a  woiiiau  I'' 

After  which  answer,  he  recommenced  his  lamentations, 
wilh  much  Bcemiug  relief  to  himself;  until  Avice  opened 
her  door,  and  called  to  him  to  be  quiet,  or  '^' she'd  bang 
his  head  off  bis  shoulders." 

Hia  reply  to  this  wss  another  howl,  only  louder,  shriller, 
and  more  prolonged  than  ever.  She  Bent  a  piece  of  heavy 
wood  Dying  at  him,  down  the  stairs. 

Trufit  watebed  it  coming,  got  out  of  its  way,  and  with 
much  contentment  saw  it  shiver  the  little  angle  of  look- 
iag-glas3  on  the  wall.  Then,  satis6ed  with  his  vengeance, 
Le  compoaed  himself  into  a  ball,  and  was  silont. 

Trust  and  1  bad  a  bad  liJe  for  the  next  three  days  wilh 
Avice,  and  the  old  woman,  Smedly ;  we  should  have 
had  a  worse,  only  that  they  were  feai-ful  of  him  when  be 
growled,  and  this  he  did,  very  nearly  unceasingly,  from 
morniug  til]  night. 

On  tlie  third  day,  the  busbandman  on  the  moor  farm 
borrowed  Trust  to  help  him  bring  in  some  sheep  from  a 
distant  part  of  the  moor  on  which  tbey  had  been  turned 
out  for  tUe  late  aiammer  graze,  and  I  saw  my  ouly  frifind 
leave  me,  with  a  sinking  at  my  heart, — a  foreboding  of 
What  \U  i  could  not  tell 
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The  footth  momiug  was  that  od  which  Avico  a  id  the 
dame  were  going  to  the  wakes  j  and  tho  donkej-ea;t  wag 
at  the  door  ly  aix  u'eloek  of  the  da^v^ii. 

I  had  utiderstuod  that  "I\ell  o'  the  Mour  Farm"  hail 
prouiieed  to  look  after  rae,  iu  recompense  for  the  loan  of 
Trust  at  the  slieijp-lctchiog.  iso  I  was  amazed  and  frig-ht- 
fiiiL'd  when  Avice — wondrous  to  behold  in  the  diamoDde, 
and  the  lace,  and  a  very  bright  bine  print  dregg,  and  the 
morsel  of  a  hat,  fill  aglow  w^ith  the  scarlet  ribbons^ 
jammed  me  into  one  of  those  quaint  brown  willow 
baskets,  pe>L'uiliar  to  that  district,  shut  the  iid  with  only  a 
peqj-hule  for  air,  and  set  me  up  on  the  cart  with  her  bun- 
dles and  the  old  woiiaa-n'a  red  clout 

I  moaiipd,  I  whined,  I  yelped,  T  made  all  the  uproar  I 
knew  how ;  but  it  was  of  no  avail ;  tliey  did  pot  heedj 
Die;  tho  cavt  went  jogging  on  it?  way. 

TLirou^^h  the  chinks:  of  the  basket  I  lookGd  at  the  little 
Cottage,  like  &  robin's  nest  in  an  ivy-bush,  with  the  white 
moruing  misia  hovyring-  above  it  on  the  great  biJl-slope, 
and  the  bright  brown  brook  running  by  its  door. 

AJas  1  I  never  saw  it  again. 

The  road  which  the  cart  took  was  not  up  the  hill  and 
across  the  moors ;  it  penetrated  the  whole  width  of  the 
wood,  and  then  went  through  a  ehallow  "sough"*  of 
wat6f,  whiuh  was  in  winter  too  swollen  to  allow  of  any 
thoroughfare  that  way ;  and  then  passed  over  the  brow 
of  ft  sleep  stony  slope,  and  so  got  at  last  into  a  high-road, 
called,  like  a  score  of  othera  in  the  country,  the  Derby 
road. 

My  heart  died  utterly,  ag  we  were  dragged  this  weary 
length,  in  a  progress  only  interrupted  by  the  dead  pauses 
cf  the  donkey,  and  the  loud  blows  rained  upon  bis  back. 
1  thought  of  Trnat,  running,  leaping,  barklDgj  so  joyously, 
BO  excitedly,  so  full  of  ea^^erness  and  of  importance,  ou 
the  lar-away  purple  moor,  bringhig  home  the  aheep:^ — if 
only  he  bad  known  I 

For  J  bad  mi  sort  of  doubt  or  hope  left  in  me;  I  knew 
that  &I)e  was  going  to  sell  "tha  pup,"  as  wed  as  though 
I  bad  beard  hor  proclaim  aloud  her  wicked  Intent. 


*  A  ttniLlI  lugoonj  such  ai  ia  oalled  in  KorMlc  a  '^'opoad." 


ti 


PUOK, 


The  journey  seemed  endless  to  me ;  we  jog^od  at  last 
iato  a  little,  clean,  uld-fashioned,  stooe-built  town,  shady 
with  many  trcca,  and  with  a  noble  ancient  church  in  the 
center  of  its  market-place.  I  sbouM  think  it  waa  usually 
as  quiet  as  its  own  grare-yard ;  but  now  ia  wake-week  it 
was  thronged  with  meo  nod  womea  and  children  from  all 
the  outlying  villages.  Ita  churcb-bells  were  ringing^  mer- 
rily and  madly ;  its  miirket-pltiee  was  throng-ed  with  bootha, 
and  shows,  and  sjuprts^  aiii]:  flag^^;  tiud  gutside  a  wooflen 
building,  on  a  platform,  ibere  were  the  plny-actara  of  the 
pL'ddlor'a  It'geud,  struttiug  to  and  fro  in  all  the  glory  of 
gold,  and  silver,  and  velvet  rebea,  and  waving  plumes, 
while  one  gorgeous  ereature  io  searlet  and  amber  blew 
bis  trumpet  loudly,  and  proclaimed  the  performanee  of  the 
night. 

'•  Lawk-a-muaay,  look  I"  I  beard  Aviee  cry  oat;  "oh, 
ain't  it  beautiful  ?  What  I  nd  give  to  ony  be  that  girl 
wi^  the  short  piuk  skirt,  and  the  silver  shooa,  and  that 
crowu  upo'  ber  bead  I" 

I  could  have  told  her  that  she  bad  looked  a  thousaod 
limeg  jMi^ttlev  hersell',  washlug  in  the  hn\'n,  with  her  lioen 
kirtlo  tuckod  up  to  hor  kuecs,  ami  bBr  white  armd  and 
bosom  coming  forth  from  the  brown  leathern  bodice  like 
white  mosB-roses  out  of  russet  autumn  leaves. 

But  if  I  could  have  spoken,  what  use  would  it  have  been 
to  have  told  such  a  truth  as  that  to  a  woman  ?  With  all 
their  egregious  vanity — vorauious  of  flattery  as  a  fish  of 
food — they  are  always  distruatfnl  of  themselves  when 
arrayed  in  the  garment  of  simplicity. 

At  another  time  I  should  have  thought  the  market-place 
a  gay  scene  enough  in  its  way,  with  its  color,  maveraeat, 
noise,  and  mirth,  and  that  ricb^blue  sky  of  the  dyioi; 
eummer  over  all  the  quaint  peaked  roofs. 

As  it  was,  I  was  wretched. 

We  stopped  at  a  dirty  ttiimble-down  tittle  ale-bouBs, 
which  a  gaudy  sign  proclaimed  as  the  "Miner's  Joy;" 
there  were  lead-mines  the  otber  aide  of  the  town  in  the 
heart  of  a  Inxuriaut  woodland,  once  n  royal  ebaso.  Here 
Avice  and  Iter  companion  were  noisily  welcomed,  asid 
ebe,  for  that  matter,  embraced,  by  a  knot  of  met  before 
the  "  Public's"  door,  of  whom  one  whs  her  boat. 
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Slie  lauj^bed  a  liule  wilb  them,  dranfe  a  draught  of 
spiced  ale.  theu  took  me  up-ataira  in  my  basket  to  hef 
room.  When  she  had  put  the  Gaiflliing  touthea  of  Gnory 
to  heraelf,  she  went  out  of  the  attic  with  a  loud  slam^o 
of  the  rickety  door,  and  left  me  to  my  meditations,  which 
were  noiio  of  the  brightest- 
It  was  now  near  the  hour  of  BuneBt. 

Through  the  thin  wattled  walla  of  the  "Public,"  and 
liiirough  the  open  lattice,  I  could  liaar  the  variyug  voices — 
nuw  of  n  man  and  a  woman  who  seemed  Eiushand  and 
wife  and  were  in  the  adjomitJg  garret — now  of  the  persoaa 
gathered,  driukuig  m  the  wide  tliatcbed  porch  below. 

*'Tliargo  the  wench,"  said  one  of  tbo  former, — the  wife, 
I  thiak,  by  her  voice,  by  which  1  suppose  Avio©  waa 
meant.  "  She  he?  trim  Hraba  o'  hern,  she  hev — kirer 
ground  like  a  Polly-wash-tUe-dish-up."* 

"  Esau  beuc't  a  losio^  time,"  said  the  man  with  a  grin 
iu  his  voice.     "Theer's  his  arm  aboat  her  aVeadj." 

"  She's  a  willin'  'uQ,"!3[ghed  his  wife  tj&dly.  "She  duanOi 
let  grasB  grow  aneath  her  ahoon  V  courtin\" 

"She'a  abuve  Esau,  tew,"  said  the  husband,  "She 
axedjist  nowhowmaQy  dukes  thuer  was  i'  EDglaud — — " 

"What  did  tell  her?" 

*^Sed  ag  theer  warna  but  ooe.  An'  theer  isna.  Ony 
our  duke,  old  woman," 

"No,  for  sure.     But  what  could  gfcH  want  wi'  dukes  ?" 

"She's  franzy  wi'  her  bit  o'  oat-cake;  an^  mad  for  a 
p]um  '^un,"  auawered  the  other  alleg^oricaily,  "It's  thim 
chip  new3-9heets  as  dew  mischief  La  gella  aad  lads ;  makin' 
'em  quarU  wi'  their  lot,  and  ^it  &ae  cock-a-whoop  an'  fulisli 
as  theer'd  nae  standiu'  *em." 

"And  that's  trew.  But 'unmunkoaw  how  world  wags?" 

"Why  tiiuu  ye  ?"  grurabled  the  man.  "  'Taiu't  nought 
fye.  Ye  mind  yer  kittlo  biles,  an'  jer  bins  lay,  an'  yer 
cabba^^e  daana  ^et  woruins,  an'  yer  childer  dunna  tell 
lies  to  'c(?  J  that'd  wot  ye'vo  ha' gotten  ta  dew.  World 
dunna  want  'ee  ;  'tis  VA^  enow  ta  take  care  o*  ttsell " 

"Sure  I'm  alius  slaviu*  for  childer,"  said  hid  wife,  with 
Bomething  like  a  sob. 


*  A  water-wiiigiall. 
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"Ye  Jets  'em  lie,"  growled  the  other.  "Littlest  'nn,  hp 
told  me  a  wopper  yestrt^en.  I  ^ie  him  amre  craok  o'  pata 
for  H,  Ueddia'^  news-sheets  aa'  pratin  o^  wyrltlj  ■wUilea 
woruma  gita  at  yer  greeos,  au'  lios  comes  pat  ta  yer 
bairns, — that's  just  screecbia*  at  oeiglibor's  cbimbley* 
BDiake  an'  lettm^  yer  aiu  place  burn  ta  asheis." 

Here  the  cotijiijjal  diacussion  was  dr<.nvried  bythe  tunen 
of  the  men  in  tUe  porch,  who  were  talking  politico]  econ 
ouiies — after  their  light. 

"Times  is  bad  i'  Suffeek?*'  said  one  voice  with  aa  m- 
quirino;  accent  in  it. 

"Main  bad,"  fooctirred  aaother,  which  had  oot  the> 
Nortb-cuiinlry  epeecb  that  ia  Chaiicer-liko  and  full  of  a 
curious,  uiiconscioiia  poeLry,  but  had  instead  the  whine 
of  East  Anglia,  that  id  as  liku  the  Ngw  England  whine  as 
the  call  of  one  cliaffiuch  irf  like  to  another,  "yix  gbDlin* 
a  week  is  a'mast.  all  as  iver  ye  ^\i.  Theor  won't  be  no 
corn  growed  soon,  if  pipple  starve-like  a  farraia'  oa  we 
does." 

''Six  shilHn'  ft  week  1"  ejacalated  the  miner.  "Wimmia 
git  as  much  at  mill !" 

"Hey?"  said  the  Suffolk  man.  "And  a  shiUin'  or  ten-» 
pence  ivery  week  out  o^  that  for  landlord  We  niver  gits 
a  taste  o*  meat,  year's  end  t'  year's  end.  And  when  flour^s 
ria,  it's  all  as  ye  can  dew  to  kip  body  and  soul  teg-lther," 

"Where's  Snfieck?"  asked  some  otber  person.  "I' 
Anierlcay !" 

**  Americay  I  YeYe  a  bom  naVral.  It's  eomewfaerefl 
V  tba  south,  ain't  it.  Geor^^e?" 

"  Isa,"  assented  the  Suffolk  George.  "  'Tis  al!  bootiful, 
and  flat  as  yer  hand  tbeer;  none  o't  broke  up  into  these 
nasty  mouads  o'  yourn  as  is  ony  made  to  lame  man  and 
beafil.  Ye  may  walk  hnndreds  o'  miles  1'  SulTeck,  and 
her  it  all  as  smooth  and  as  nice  as  a  mawther's  ap^on  wi^ 
the  etai'eh  in." 

*'Cnt  ye  dnntia  get  good  wage?"  said  the  miner,  with 
practiciii  wisduni. 

"  We  doaii't/'  confessed  the  ICast  Anglian,  "  we  doan^t. 
And  that  theer  botherin^  oiachinery  as  do  the  thrcshin', 
ftnd  the  reapiu\  and  the  saw  in',  a.ud  tlie  mowing  hev  a 
rutiicd  uji.     See  I — in  old  time,  when  ground  was  fro^l/bit' 
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or  watur-soaked,  the  mia  thresLed  ia-doors,  in  barog,  aad 
kep  in  work  so.  Bat  now  llie  raachiue,  be  dew  all  tbeei" 
is  to  dew,  and  tlew  it  up  so  quick.  Tlietr's  a  many  more 
min  tha.0  tjjeer  be  tbioga  to  dew.  Iti  winter-time  measter 
be  doan't  want  half  o*  u^;  and  weVs  just  out  o'  labor;  aud 
we  fail  aldii,  cos  o'  aaethiti'  to  eat,  and  g:oea  tew  parish — 
flbla-ljodied  mia  slron^'-  ai^  &teer3.'^ 

"Madiine'ij  o'  use  V  tniJI-work,"  suggested  oae  of  tbe 
Eortiierners. 

"O'  u^el  ay,  o'  coorse  'tis  o^  use^ — tew  tha  meaatera," 
growled  tlia  East  Ang]iaii.  "  But  if  you  warn't  needed 
ut  ycr  mill  cos  tbe  irun  beast  was  a  wea?ia'  and  a  reelin* 
and  a  dewin'  oF  it  ail,  bow'd  yer  feel  ?  Wi'  sis  cbildven, 
liitjbbe,  big-j^'tist  ony  seven  or  eight,  n  craziu'  ye  for  bread. 
And  y<3  mayn't  suiid  'era  out,  cos  o'  labor-laws,  to  pick  op 
a  halfpenny  frtr  thterfleU'es ;  and  tba  passon  be  all  a^in 
yer,  cos  ye  warn't  tbrifry  and  didn't  gev  a  penny  fur  tbe 
fcirria  blacks  out  a'  tbe  six  Bhilliti'  a  week?  Wonld  "^es 
tbink  iroQ  beast  wor  o'  use  tlnn  ?  or  would  yer  damn  bim 
bard  V 

"He  speak  tip  well,''  balluoed  one  of  tbe  miners,  with 
a  tiiump  upon  tbe  table. 

"I'll  speak  agin  him  any  day,"  said  the  Suffolker  with 
fierce  emphasis,  "VVby,  look'<;e,  Pu>  better  off  nor  most, 
I'd  some  seboolin^  when  I  was  a  brat ;  and  I  scraped  aod 
Bcraped  till  1  got  a  cow,  and  I  can  make  endij  meet  &  bit, 
wi'  tbe  butter  in  sutamer-tiiDe,  But  there's  a  swarm  of 
lueu  ia  tbe  parUb  43  dunno  tnore'ii  tiba  beasta  in  stye. 
Duano  tbeirQod  ;  duuQO  tbelr  letters  ;  nevei"  heard  o'  tba 
queen;  nereL*  put  a  tuossel  o'  mutton  in  their  mouths — 
dujino  notbia'.  Field-work  is  sickly-like,  cos  o'  tha  wiod 
aad  weather;  and  when  yer  eomes  to  Irampln'  sis  mile 
nut  and  six  in,  and  ditehin'  or  plougbln'  all  day  i'  tba  wetj 
it  staa'  to  reason  as  bow  tba  rheumatic  come  hot  and 
bofrvy  arter  a  bit,  wi'  min  and  wimmin  tew.  Farmers, 
they  ki|i  tbecr  ^reybound.^  V  ron  for  Cups  and  that  loike  ; 
and  kill  sheep  for  'em  'g'ainst,  their  coursin'-mcetin's;  but 
their  min,  they  dcwstaiwe  moally ;  and  tha  cupboard  he'fl 
empty  und  tbe  churchyard  be^g  full.  You  see  the  lauda 
ia  too  small,  r,nd  min  they're  too  mtmy.  That's  wbeer 
it  be," 
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"Qentiy  take  up  sa  luneh  o*t  wi*  woods  for  ahootin'," 
gruuibled  tbe  miner  ia  answer  "If  y«&  waa  ta  till  b'  the 
groan'  wheer'a  wood — "    * 

"Nay^  cay,"  objected  the  Suffolker.  "That  woan't 
dew*  Woods  is  bealtli  to  land ;  in  field-work  ye  mauii 
gie  an'  take,  as  wi'  yer  fellows.  If  ye  doao't  gie  tinitier 
t'lbow-room,  yer  soil  'il  be  parcbin' wi' dry  loike  a  duck 
in  a  baylofL  If  ye  fcli  yer  wood  ivery  wheera  tha  land 
flbe^M  (lapewi' cracks,  loiko  a  trollop's  gownd  wi*  holea — ** 

"  Thin  tbeor's  nowt  for't  but  t'  immigrate  ?" 

"To  dew  wot?" 

"  To  g-ao  Leyant  seaa,  ta  dew  couatriea." 

"Ji'ever  heerd  on  'em." 

"  Lord  sake  1  Why,  my  hritber  lie's  theer — in  Auatraly 
— and  bo  sea  as  bow  tha  land's  Jest  bustin' like  wi^  plenty, 
aa^ye  can  bae  mutton  for  a  farthiu'  a  poun',  an*  ye  can  git 
a  fat  ewe  for  sixpence,  aud  ye  don't  Diver  eee  oaebody 
chilled,  nor  clemmed,  nor  tattered." 

^'  Lawk-a^mussy  \  Well — 't  ud  come  cheaper  to  Parish 
to  sind  us  all  theer,  I'm  thmkin',  than  to  kip  so  many  oq 
us  all  starvin^  aud  rottiu'  et  whoam." 

*"  They  dew  aend  a  many." 

"  Mebbe.  Never  beard  o't  in  our  parts.  They  s'nld 
come  and  spik  about  it ;  and  shove  us  a  bit  and  gjt  us  oSf 
right  away  :  ye  know  we're  rare  and  like  the  blow-flovvera 
io  pots.  We'd  stick  in  pota  foriver,  ft'oiat  blowin'  nor 
naethm',  and  jifit  gie  up  tha  jrhoet  along  o'  theer  bein'  no 
mould,  and  no  room,  and  our  roots  a  eliogin',  aud  a  clingiu', 
a'out  noug-ht  to  feed  "em.  But  pit  plant  in  big^ger  pot — 
pot  him  Gut'O -doors,  whether  he  like  't  or  not — and  he'll 
g-itstrikiu' £g-in,  and  biowin' like  mad.  He  will ;  and  so 
ud  we.     I'd  loike  to  hear  more  o'  these  new  lands." 

"  I'll  git  Sue  to  read  the  letter  to  ye  if  'eo  come  o'er  to 
my  placOj"  rejoined  tbe  Peak  miner,  "She  rt-ad  rare. 
Shb  don't  bov  to  spell  out  not  more'n  ivery  other  word  ot 
fio.     Be  'ee  long  in  these  parts  V 

"  I  kem  'acut'iiion.  Fir^t  time  I  was  iver  out  o'  Suffeck. 
But  my  aunt  she  bev  done  well,  a  marryiu'  tbia  Public  ; 
and  I  tho't  I'd  see  her  for  on^t.  Ye're  main  and  queer, 
wi'  yer  land  all  muddled  'ike  into  these  ups  and  downa. 
Ye  must  ha'  rare  big-  raolea  to  throw  up  si(!h  eky-high 
moBua?" 
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This  was  uttered  ivith  qo  seoae  of  huoior,  Itut  ia  b  VBfy 
grave  spirit  of  wonder  and  of  inquiry, 

I  did  not  titch  the  miner's  reply,  as  tbe  m^en  mored 
within,  no  doubt  to  get  freah  tobacco  and  more  beer  ;  and 
ioatead  of  their  conversation  I  heard  again  tbe  grave, 
grumbliu^  tones  of  tbe  l^usbanti  aud  the  more  plaintivo 
ones  of"  the  wife  in  the  attic  tiear  jiie,  whose  lower  voices 
bad  been  drowned  by  tbe  loud  urguments  of  the  East 
Angliau. 

"  Ben  will  ba^  trouble  i'  that  gdl,"  I  heard  the  voice  of 
the  man  say.  '*  She's  off  trapezia' about  already;  crazed 
like  to  gape  at  ta  play-actorij." 

"  Well-a-day  !  that's  ooy  nat'ral,'*  said  the  softer  female 
voice,  with  the  tender  exclamation  that  has  lingered  in 
those  parte  since  tbe  days  of  your  Shakspeare.  '^Gella 
fiud  hide  by  hearth,  1  know  that  right  on  well ;  but  when 
they're  young-,  and  hiinua  no  motbur  like,  they  gits  dazed 
^i*  lookiQ*  i'  tbe  glass  and  bearJn^  the  lads  crack  o^  theer 
^ude  looks.  And  fur  sure  'tis  a  bit  dullish  for  A  vice,  all 
aloDg  o'  hersilf  i'  iba  quarry-wood^  and  she's  justa  bonny, 
feckless  thing,  wi'  aa  mind  in  Lor." 

'"  She  hev  aa  good  a  home  as  ony  jade  can  want," 
growled  the  man  ;  "Ben'g  that  douce  tew  her,  and  that 
foarfu'  o'  crossin'  her,  that  she  live,  she  dew,  like  a  mouse 
i'  a  corn-bin.  But  tbeer  it  ia-^pit  mice  i'.  corn-bin,  pit  'em 
i'  a  barn  wheer  theer's  a  score  o'  coombs  of  sack,  and  a 
score  o'  coombs  a  Ijiu'  loosu, — why,  ye  knrjWf  Jess,  as  I 
know,  mice  they'll  niver  go  eat  thu  kiusc  cora,  Ihcy'l]  jjst 
gnaw  holed  i'  tha  sackin',  for  sheer  sake  o'  thievin'  and 
rciviu'.*  And  wimmiu  tliey's  just  like  mice;  giv'  'cm 
their  pleasure  easy  to  come  by,  they'll  nashcn  and  fritten 
tbeirselves  till  they  can  I'Uti  aside  imd  gnaw  tha  sackia' 
of  some  joy  as  God  and  meu  he?  forbid  to  'em.  It's 
queer — it's  awfu'  queer.      But  lu'sppen  the  A'mighty 


•  I  alao  hiiTB  h«aid  farmeri  say  thii  of  mice  id  a  bara ;  but  in  jaBtina 
tn  tti«  uinU^Ded  rudeute^  I  piLitit  Bay  tbjtt  IbnTubAil  tiro  mica  in  my  roonia 
Tor  thu  \a.sx,  ii^  xaDiitbe,  wbicb,  b»ing  weU  fed,  oKTur  biive  tuui:had  fou<) 
Uiit  givun  thctii,  tiv«D  trboD  leftstuae  fur  hoera.  Tbe  theft  of  all  nnimali 
CDinea  Irum  hunger.  I  dti  not  beUeve  aay  uflbiQinoaro  to  ftaul  fur  bK^^X- 
iog'ij  Euk<3 — exco^t  perb:ips  mDnkey-e,  to  whom  tlitii't  U  cbirjnini;  beoauH 
it  i*  miubieif.— Edi. 
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knew  himself  what  he  nied  Iha  vermin  ond  the  gells  fo* 
. — it's  more  uor  wc  dew,  1  rac-kon." 

And  with  that  soiTuwfiil  rellecUuu,  aadly  uttered,  bin 
voice  ceaaed,  and  iiia  heavy  nailed  bijota  daDged  slowly 
down  the  wooden  stairs.  1  never  knew  who  it  was  that 
Bpoke,  bnt  I  c&aoludc  It  must  have  heen  some  miner, 
or  quarry-cutter,  or  plowman,  who  thus  oddrcssed  hia 
wife,  in  that  utter  oblivion  that  blie^  must  have  been  oncie 
a  "  gcir'  heraeir,  wbicb^eeuiaa  natural  result  uf  (,l)e  bonda 
of  marriajre. 

1  was  left,  aloue  all  the  da^f  evening,  and  night;  i  nd 
whimpered  and  sribbed  myeelf  to  sleep  as  bei^t  I  could, 
with  the  big  autumnal  moon  glowing  Ihroagb  tbe  little 
leaded  Jftttit'-tj,  and  the  shouta  uf  the  towuiship's  revelrj 
coming  faintly  on  the  soft  night  wind. 

It  wae  dawn  when  Aviee  Dure  returned,— full  dawn. 
Her  face  waa  deeply  flushed,  her  bair  disheveled,  her 
dress  disordered;  she  laughed  viK-antly  as  she  moved 
about,  and  she  tbrew  herrieif  half  undressed  upon  the 
bedf  and  slept  Boundly,  witbout  a  siufrle  movement,  sev- 
eral houra  through,  lying  I'aee  downward  with  the  air 
blowing  in  upoa  her. 

I  bad  once  @een  a  maa  drunk  at  the  quarry  ;  it  8eem«d 
to  ine  that  she  laughed  and  nioveii  aiid  slept  very  much 
aa  he  had  done  under  the  potency  at"  liquor. 

Yet  when  at  noun  ahe  awoke,  and  bathed  herself  in  the 
cold,  clear  water,  and  nbook  outall  her  tresses,  and  dressed 
ber.-^clf  in  a  while  bodke  and  a  Kuurkt  kirtle,  she  looked 
BO  eharniing,  thaulvii!  to  bcr  youth,  and  ber  health,  a»d 
her  woQdtrl'ully  perfect  beauty,  that  1  felt  as  if  my  su?*- 
picion  was  hateful  aud  full  of  shame. 

She  atoppiid  m  her  attiring  once,  and  leaned  her  head 
on  her  hand,  aud  stared  at  hi-r  face  and  form  iu  the  picca 
of  mirror,  which  waa  much  larger  tbaa  ber  little  bit  of 
glajjs  at  hoiLiG. 

She  seemed  los^urvey  herself  quite  mercilesuly,  with  all 
her  love  lor  herself;  aud  to  be  takiag  istouk,  a&it  were,  of 
her  capital  of  physical  loveliness.  The  scarlet  lips,  th« 
glowing  brown  eyea,  the  round  white  arras,  the  bosom 
hbat  roee  above  the  edge  of  the  bodicn  that  only  rivaled 
it  In  whitenesgj  the  tender  tints  and  the  aoft  curves  cf 
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ber  limbs  ;^dhQ  slmlied  tbem  all  with  a  curious  mingling 
of  vain  worshtpf  and  of  mercantile  foresight,  fused  in  one. 

Then  isbe  dressed  herself  in  baate,  clasping  about  lier 
a  quantity  of  fresh  tawdry  trinkets — new  gifts,  no  doubt, 
from  the  fair — and  turned  her  attealion  to  tne,  whom  ebe 
seized  with  a  sharp  ajid  feverish  foreei  as  though  I  wete 
iu  SQcoe  manner  the  talisman  wberehj  she  would  gtiin- 
ffiOtt  the  magic  of  Fortune. 

It  wae  a  lovely  morning;  through  the  open  window 
the  autumn  air  blew  strong^  and  sweet;  the  sun  shone  ^ 
the  rooka  in  the  high  trees  cawed  jthe.bells  of  the  churches 
chimed  merrily  ; — but  Arice  heeded  none  of  these. 

She  consigned  me  afresh  to  my  basket ;  and,  as  this 
time  I  waa  permitted  no  peep-bole  at  all>  I  could  only 
BurmisB  that  I  waa  carried  down-stairs  into  the  little  dirty 
porch  of  the  house.  Tbia  porch,  with  oak  settles  fixed 
against  it.,  was  a  favorite  drinking>place  of  the  miusrs,  I 
believe,  and  more  epiced  ale,  and  toast,  and  mulled  elder-' 
wine  with  crab-apples  bobbing  iu  it,  and  po*f csets  of  varioua 
kinds  made  with  honoyand  milk  and  cloves  and  apples,  and 
all  the  old  Elizabetban  driaks  that  are  etill  brewed  in  the 
North,  were  being  eagerly  called  for,  with  the  sweet  cir- 
cular wake-cake  always  in  vogue  on  such  occasions. 

To  all  these,  Avice,  it  seemed,  rendered  full  justice ;  a^ 
the  men  kept  crying  to  her.  "Well  drained,  my  lasel" 
"Take  a  sup  o'  this."  "That's  a  good  'an  to  drink, 
aren't  she?"  "Ye  s'uld  kip  a  public,  mj  wench;  ye're 
jist  tha  one  for't."  But  if  aho  drank  much  ahe  did  not 
tell  what  was  in  her  basket,  and  she  went  at  length  forth^ 
decorou:;ly  enough,  with  the  old  woman  Smedlj,  into  the 
streets  and  the  market-placei. 

Por  myself,  1  was  too  terrified  to  do  anything,  even 
to  iHoao  ;  and  the  cloee  confinement  of  the  basket  made 
me  feel  very  faint. 

i  Buppose  she  met  some  one  by  appointmeDt,  for  she 
stopped  in  a  toeely  by-street,  and  a  man's  voice  addreaeed 
her;  a  smail,  thiu,  wiry  voice,  that  I  hated. 

"  Am  1  right,  n^a^am  ?  I  think  I  must  be ;  Dick  told 
me  to  look  for  the  prettiest  la^dy  in  all  the  town." 

Avice  laughed, — a  laugh  of  pt()'aaure  at  the  coaTee,  Btik 
pid  compliment. 
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"Are  ye  tbe  genulcnian  as  wants  adog?^*  she  sa.td, 
"leaatwaya  a  pup?" 

"  I  am,  ma'am.     I  always  want  pupa  i  I  deal  in  'em.** 

"Well,  thin — I  hae  broa^j^ht  'ue  'un.  Briiher  Ben  he 
duQDaktiow;  Iie1l  bu  mad  like; — PU  hev  lo  tell  him  as 
ho\v  I  took  ta  pup  wi'  me,  'cause  I  feared  aa  how  Nell 
o'  Moorside  ud  ibrgit  to  gie  it  its  meals,  aad  V  the  preaa 
o'  market-place  I  lost  it.  I  Ball  hev  to  tell  hiiu  some 
gamiuon  like,  surely,  ^  for  he's  rare  and  fond  o'  ta 
ptip — '^ 

"Ah,  I  see]  But  you,  ma^am,  naturally  do  not  like 
dogs  about  the  house  ?'' 

"  01],  I  duunft  cai'e  for  that.  'Tis  a  teaaio'  little  wretch, 
for  Burc ;,  but  they  dew  say  aa  how  ^tis  a  deal  o'  vulew, 
aod  I  want  tha  g"awd,  aa  Dick  told  yo,  aud  ao — " 

''  I  Bee  I     Allow  me — " 

"Allow  me,'''  meant  opening  my  bflsket,  and  taking  me 
out  by  the  skin  of  my  neck ;  a  barbarous  custom  too  preva- 
leut. 

They  were  standing,  quite  alone,  under  an  archway 
that  connected  a  oialttDg-house  aad  a  meetlQg-chapel, — a 
droll  metaphor,  in  atone,  of  the  CbuTeh  leaning  on  the 
World. 

This  part  of  the  town  was  entirely  deserted ;  the  noise 
and  merriment  were  but  dimly  heard  ;  no  one  was  near. 

He  examined  luu  with  the  most  minute  aud  detcatablo 
ittcntion,  and  looked  very  gihrewd  aud  avuridoua  aa  be 
did  BO.     Finally,  be  replaced  Jiio  iu  tLu  busket. 

"  Your  price  )js  high,  ma'a-m  ;  veiy  high.  I  doubt  if  I 
eball  ever  see  it  back  ftf^aia.  The  pup  is  Dot  of  the  valua 
you  suppose ;  nothing  like  it:  still,  as  I  promiaed  Dick, 
and  an  you  need  the  gold,  and  a«  the  dug  is  certainly 
pretty,  to  say  nothing  of  ita  miatreBs'a  beauty^  I  will  pur- 
ohaae  U  for  what  you  asked." 

"Three  punV'  said  Avice,  thirstily. 

"  Three  pounds,— including  basket  ?" 

"  Oh  t  ye  may  have  the  basket!"  said  Avice,  with 
feverisb  haste.  "Hand  o'er  the  gowd,  theer's  a  good 
crittur  1" 

He  counted  three  aoTereigns  slowly  into  her  hand  :  it 
clutched  and  closed  on  tbem,  and  without  even  a  word 
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of  thauks  or  farewell,  she  drew  her  sktrts  up  about  her, 
and  flew  off  down  the  street  like  a  lapwing. 

The  mn.n  Stood  and  g-azed  after  her,  bewildered  at  her 
itadden  Aight. 

"She's  a  queer  one,'^  hfl  muttered.  "No  good,  I  fear; 
for  all  her  handsome  face.  But  the  dog's  worth  twice 
his  money,  anyhow," 

With  that  he  heaved  up  my  basket,  aud  bore  me  away 
to  his  lodgiD^iB. 

1  was  bis  beuceforward. 


CHAPTER  VIII, 


IN  THE  MAKKET-PLAOB. 


It  13  of  no  use,  now,  to  recount  all  the  misery  I  b>  1- 
fered. 

I  trac  recall  it  ns  though  it  were  yesterday ;  and  I  criad 
my  very  heart  out,  like  a  baby  as  1  was.  The  man  wag 
□ot  at  the  first  unkind  to  me  ;  though  he  struck  me  some 
few  times  sharply  with  a  ridingswitch,  when  I  wotild 
not  cease  from  my  moaniag  and  fobbing.  He  was  r&agh 
too,  aud  hurt  mo  in  haodling^  bat  he  did  uot  starve  me. 
He  chained  nac,  indeed,  by  my  light  collar  to  the  leg  of  ft 
chair,  and  kept  nic  prisoner  in  bis  little  Bitting-roooi  up- 
Btftira  that  iuubed  out  on  the  market-place;  but  he  was 
out  a  great  deaf,  and  I  was  lelt  chicHy  alone.  I  might 
be  there  but  a  day,  1  might  be  there  for  a  week;  i  caa- 
iiot  recollect.  I  only  kmiw  1  was  miserable.  The  first 
thin^  that  recalled  tne  to  consoiouanegg  w^ig  the  sharp 
Btin^  of  A  whip  across  my  back.  I  shrieked  with  the 
pain  ;  in  Ben's  house  even  Arice  had  never  dared  to  beat 
me.  The  only  response  to  my  cry  was  a  sharper  blow 
than  the  6rst ; — and  this  was  repeated,  till  I  was  hteirally 
blind  and  stupefied,  and  was  quiet  because  numbed  with 
angiiUh 
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Then  evil  wo'ke  in  mci  under  my  tormenta,  and  I  bit  and 
foamed,  and  flew  lite  a  raad  thing — ah  !  how  often  jour 
"  mart  dog"  ia  only  a  dog  goaded  by  torture  till  he  is  Lb' 
Bide  himaelf  like  a  soldier  delirious  from  sibot-wounda  I 

Tlie  perfection  of  your  acieotific  training  ia  to  make  ua 
either  craveos  or  furies^;  what  a  fine  result  I 

For  this  defense  of  myweU",  I  was  tbi'uatin  a  dark  closet, 
and  locked  io  there  for  the  reat  of  the  day  and  the  night. 

Over  that  timo  of  misery  I  will  pass;  I  hardly  care 
eveo  now  to  recall  it. 

With  the  next  morQiDg-  my  new  owner  called  me  otit, 
and  gave  me  gumc  bread  mid  milk.  Ho  did  not  beat  me 
this  time  ;  I  believe  be  was  afraid  ]ie  might  kill  me,  an  I 
"was  very  delicate,  and  thus  he  ujight  never  realize  bis 
lost  three  sovereigns. 

After  I  had  eaten  this,  he  left  me^  chaining  me  again  to 
the  leg  of  a  chair  under  the  windoftf^  aud  locked  the  door 
of  the  little  parlor  upon  me. 

Onee  og^ain  alone,  my  g^rief  was  unrestrained  \  so  mneh 
80  that  the  woman  of  the  house  came  and  hammered  at 
the  door  and  swore  at  me  for  a  'Mratted  yelping  beaet," 
which  only  made  my  cries  llic  louder  As  several  lionra 
went  on,  however,  and  uiy  solitude  remained  unbroken,  I 
cried  myself  so  hoarse  that  I  wag  unable  to  emit  any  sort 
of  sound  at  last;  and  thoug-ht  I  might  as  well  vary  my 
imprisonment  by  looking  out  of  the  easement. 

It  WB3  a  deep  old  lattice  window,  ahut ;  but  by  jumping 
on  the  chair  1  could  see  perfectly  down  into  the  markets 
plaee ;  and^  in  spite  of  all  my  woe,  1  derived  a  eertaiQ 
amusement  from  watchiag  the  varied  life  and  mirth  that 
were  to  be  seen  below.  There  was  one  little  pane  open 
too,  for  air;  and  aa  the  window  wag  iow  down,  like  the 
upper  windows  of  all  country  dwellings,  I  both  saw  aud 
heard  with  ease, 

It  wag  now  fully  pa&t  noou,  by  the  height  of  the  sua, 
and  the  fan  of  the  wakea  was  mounting  high  also:— its 
perihelion  of  course  was  not  till  the  dances  and  the  *'play 
actfn'"  of  the  night 

There  were  numerous  tawny-colored  booths  filled  wilfr 
cheap  toys,  and  sweetmeats,  and  spar  ornaraenta,  aai* 
wearing-apparel,  and  all  manner  of  tawdry  little  finerie;* 
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There  were  tbo  fojnd-abouts  in  wbitib  men  and  women 
and  children  wont  gravely  circling  on  wooden  horses  illl 
they  \rcm  g'iddy.  There  were  all  sorts  of  quacks,  vend- 
ing ercrything',  from  medicines  that  cured  every  disease  ia 
the  pharraacopcefa  to  knives  with  a  hundred  blades  for 
twopence. 

There  were  Cheap  Ja(;ks  Bcreeching'  themRelves  deaf 
Dvei  delf  piatea  from  Staflbrdshire,  and  earthenware  patis, 
and  copper  sauce  pans,  and  pewter  pots,  and  shiDj  black 
kettles;  all  these  valuable  arliclea  being  literally  given 
away,  they  averred,  fur  a  song.  Uat  when  a  lusty  plow- 
man took  one  of  tbiMia  at  tlieir  word,  and,  caroling  forth  a 
Btave  of  "  DafftT  Grey,"  claimed  one  of  the  black  kettles 
for  bis  "  missus"  a-s  tho  recompedse  of  his  tnnsical  per- 
formance,  the  Cheap  Jack  loudly  protcated  against  such 
literal  interpretation  of  his  figurative  language,  and  a  very 
pretty  bout  with  fi,sliL'ufi"s  was  the  result, — the  innocent 
kettle  uUimatuly  being  battered  to  pieces  in  the  fray. 

Such  la  ineD'a  justice ;  in  all  their  quarrels  there  ia 
always  some  poor  luL-kleyf^  kettle  which,  sinless  itself,  gets 
the  blows  from  each  side! 

Besides  all  these  amusements,  there  were  UineranE 
moBiciiana  playing  in  and  ont  of  tune  ;  there  were  wan- 
dering- organ-boys  with  moukeya,  who  had  strayed  out  of 
the  cities  with  the  ending  of  summer;  there  were  red- 
cheeked  country  lasses,  Rtaring  upeu-inouthed  at  all  the 
wonders,  aud  their  sturdy  loverg  from  mine  and  farm,  and 
quarry  and  marble-works,  treaiing  them  to  all  these  sights 
with  broad  jukea  and  uproarious  laughter.  And  lastly, 
there  was  the  erowning  glory  of  the  whole ;  the  niimea 
outside  the  wooden  theatei',  who  were  strutti»g  again,  to 
and  fro,  in  all  the  spangle,  and  silver  lace,  and  cotton 
velvet,  and  pink  ealico,  of  tbetr  royal  adornment.  And 
over  all  the  scene  there  arose  oae  loud  and  continuouB 
hum  and  ''age  of  every  noise  ever  heard  under  the  sun; 
from  braying  trumpets^  penny  whistles,  gcrean^lng  lufantaj 
brawling  men,  shouting  voudorSj  untnneful  brass  banda, 
and  screeching  women's  shrill  incessant  laughter. 

For  the  spiced  ales,  and  the  mulled  wines,  and  the 
Bweet  possets,  were  dpivmg  a  In'isk  sale — and  even  at  this 
^mo  of  the  day  the  larger  half  uf  the  crowd,  mdo  and 
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female,  had  atreadj  takon  far  more  than  was  aUo^Bther 
gotxl  for  it. 

I  looked  evuf  jwbere  m  the  tdaiult  of  the  matket^place 
for  the  scarlet  ribboua  of  my  cruel  tyi'ant  and  traitrass; 
imt  A  vice  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

I  recoyfiiizod  Isaac  of  llie  flimr-iuill — a  tall,  well-favored, 
flaxGu-huadeU  fellow  of  Iwenty-two  or  &o  ;  but  she  was 
Bot  witij  him.  X  thoiig-bt  he  auemed  ivholly  devoted  to 
a  prettj  little  brawu,  mtidesL-liioliiiig  iiiuiden,  whom  1 
tbimght  I  had  ooce  j^eti)  io  the  wood  and  I.-dufU  of  aa  t.b« 
biacksmitVa  sister.  Wa,y  Avice  inaide  the  theater  ?  I 
woudered ; — had  she  joined  herself  to  the  "play-actors'^ 
in  pursuance  of  Iho  peddler's  counsel? 

The  afternoon  sped  fast,  even  iu  my  captivity,  with  al) 
Ihid  throng  below  mo  to  watch,  iu  its  eoming  and  g'oingp, 
ita  ebbing-  and  flowing-.  The  deep,  wann  {^--low  of  the 
late  day  spread  itaelf  over  earth  and  sky,  making  mellow 
the  grays  of  the  old  stone  buildings,  and  tingeiug  with  a 
richer  purple  the  line  of  the  ciii-cling'  pine-clad  hilla. 

Suddenly — near  on  stjosct— 1  heard  a  voice  that  raada 
my  heavt  leap,     it  was  asking-, — 

''  Hev  ony  o'  ye  seed  my  Avice  ?" 

It  wag  the  voice  of  my  dear  old  gentle  Ben  [ 

I  stretched  out  aa  far  as  ever  I  could,  but  my  head 
would  not  go  through  tbe  tiny  aperture  alone  left  unuloaed. 
I  could  see  him  standing  almost  under  my  casement;  but 
ho  could  not  see  nie.  I  yelped,  and  barked,  and  sui'eet^hed, 
in  the  longiug  to  attract  hid  attention  ;  but  my  voice  waa 
feeble,  and  he  never  heard. 

"  Hev  ony  o'  ye  seed  my  wench  ?"  he  asked  a^ain. 
"  Sbe's  i'  the  town,  I  know,  wi'  tha  owd  woman  Smedly." 

"1  seed  AvicB  Bomewheres  about, ^'  eaid  one  of  the 
women,  rather  hnrriedlj  ;  the  others  were  8tlent, 

Bcu  looked  very  happy;  he  had  a  little  rose  in  hia 
bo^um,  and  was  dressed  iu  his  best  fustian  suit. 

"  I  got  ower  work  quick  at  ta  Ashford  Farms,"  ho  said, 
with  a  ringing  and  cheerful  voice,  to  the  woman  who  faud 
spoken ;  a  poultry-seller  by  trade,  bright-ejcd,  and  with 
a  pleasant  elderly  face,  an  old  I'riond  of  his,  and  of  hi^ 
mother's  before  him.  "1  knowM  iha  little  wench  ud  ba 
tere,  and  I  kom  ower  to  gie  her  a  treat  like,     I've  pit  by 
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a  pund'id  wuLb  a''  sillci*  ns  she  dunDii  ^iie:4s  aup^bt  abmt , 
oad  she  tiaa  ba'  what  tjhe  likes  wi'  it — a  g-ovvud,  or  a 
Bhawl,  or  a  Lot  o'  fairius,  ar  Jist  whatirer  she  fancies.  She 
tolled  me  ay  how  tha  public  tha  Daiue  wag  to  tek  ber  tew 
was  called  iba  '  Wheatshtuf;'  but  I  catina  fiad  '  WhsaU 
Kheaf  nohow." 

"  Thoer'd  no  '  Whcatsheaf  i'  tha  town  uowherea."  said 
the  poullry-woman,  in  a  very  low  Toi<;e. 

"  Nuwhures ?"  aaiJ  lien,  aatudished.  "For  sure  thin 
tha  lass  is  so  carelessj,  she'll  ha'  format  the  right  name. 
jBtit  how  e'er  sail  I  fiud  hor  if  1  dunna  know  tha  public  ? 
1'  sm:h  a  throng  ast  tbiy'ii,  'tid  hbo  lookiu'  for  a  needle  i'  a 
bottle  o'  bay,     Ua'  ofiy  o'  ye  seeJ  bi^r?     Ye  sed  ye  had." 

"  We  seed  her  yisteraight,"  muttered  a  man  in  the  group 
about  bim. 

"  Well  I  wheer  was  that,  thin  ?     Oaona  ye  say  V 

"  I'  tha  poi'ch  o'  '  Miners'  Joy.' " 

"  Ta  '  Miners'  Joy'?  Is  that  the  public  ?  Wheer  dew 
It  stand  ?  I'll  '^o  straight  tuw  it.  Ii'll  git  tew  dusky  for 
tha  lass  to  see  lo  gci  her  fairini^,  aad  1  hev  fco  gae  back 
wi'  tha  maru."         • 

The  poullry-dame  laid  her  hand  gently  oii  his  arm, 

"  Dinna  gae  to  '  Miners'  Joy,'  lien." 

"  Why  na?"  he  asktd  quickly.     "  Why  na  ?" 

None  of  tbem  spoke.  He  looked  awiflEy  and  Oeroely 
from  one  lo  the  otber. 

"What  IsH  ye  kip  fra'rae?"  he  said,  in  a  very  low 
voice,  while  bis  fair,  ruddy  face  grew  white.  "Is  tha  littie 
lisa  dead?" 

"Na,  na,  BcdI"  cried  a  score  of  votces.  "  Shea's  well 
enow^truat  her,  tha  niiiis.     It's  onj " 

■'Ony  what?     And  how  dares  yc  to  call  her  names?" 

His  mouth  was  set;  his  face  white  as  death}  his  ;y:ray, 
Bad  eyea  Hushed  fire. 

The  old  poultry- worn  an  still  kept  ber  firm,  pitying;  bold 
on  his  arm. 

"  Duuiia  ye  tak  on,  Beu.  I'd  aa  say  a  harah  wt  rd  o' 
yer  -nitber's  child;  but  tba  lass  is  do  worthy  o'  a'  nbat. 
bhe'g  a  bad  'un  V 

Bi^u  fluntr  off  ber  baad  witb  a  fierce  oath. 
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"  If  ^eu  was  any  a.  niao  aa  seil  that !  Wlieer'a  my  laast 
Whtfer^B  Av'iccl  I'll  hav  tha  truth  out  o*  yo,  sin  I  wring 
ft'  yer  throttles  for  it  I'^ 

They  w*?re  frighttsiied  at  bis  gesture  and  bis  tone :  they 
called  out  as  with  oue  voice : 

"  She  sold  ta  pup  tew  days  ag-one,  Bea  ;  an*  ahe^a  ^aed 
wi*  tha  g-owd  she  got  to  Lunuon  town^  and  she^s  tetlod 
tha  play-actors  she'a  nu'anhi'  to  be  one  o'  'em  i'  that  great 
city;  and  ye  s'uidna  (uk  od  so;  for  Every  body  kuowed 
'cept  yoiiraell  that  she'^i  bin  a  gay  ^m  iver  sin  she  cud 
cock  her  eye  at  a  niun.  Theer  atan^  Isaac  a'  tha  corQ-tnill, 
as  was  her  sweetheart  this  aummor-timy  through; — ax 
him — he'll  tell  ye  what  a  lig-ht-o^dove  she  was;  and  wP 
more'u  ua  him,  fov  sure,  if  'ee  only  kiiow'd  all." 

Ben  Btood  still  aad  rigid,  with  hi^  face  like  a  doad  oiaa^s, 
aud  his  teeth  clmched  en  his  lower  lip  till  the  blood 
gushed  from  it. 

Isaac  wa.3  loiteriog^  near. 

He  flashed  his  gray  eyes  over  the  youtli ; 

"  Isaac  Cliffe,  be  this'n  tha  trath  ?"  he  ^aid  slowly. 

Isaac  griniied — a  balf-siicepisb,  a  half-victorious  laugh, 

"  'Tis  trew,"  be  muttered.  "And  I'd  ba'  wed  her,  and 
med  a  hone=it  woiuan  o'  her,  I  would,  Beu ; — euy  ye  sees 
Bhe  was  bad,  core  throu^^h." 

The  words  were  scarcely  uttered  ere  Beti  had  sprung 
on  hira  and  seized  him,  and  flung  him  up  in  the  air.  The 
lad  was  strong,  and  a  famous  wrestler  ;  he  struggled,  and 
fought,  and  dealt  back  blow  for  blow  ;  but  he  bad  uq  force 
tt^ainit  the  violence  of  passiun  and  of  agony. 

The  people  shrieked  aloud  that  they  were  killing  one 
another,  and  tried  to  tear  them  asunder,  and  threw  ihetn- 
stilves  OQ  the  wrestling  arnjs  and  heaving  forms,  and  at 
leui^tb,  by  sheer  conquest  of  numbers,  dragged  Ben  away 
off  bis  prey,  and  held  lum  juotionless  amongst  them  ;  while 
olhers,  who  bad  come  to  the  rescue,  hurried  the  youth, 
avvuoning,  and  bruised,  and  bleeding  from  every  limb,  into 
the  shelter  of  the  neai'est  ale-house  in  the  market-square. 

All  the  hearts  of  the  dense  throng  were  with  tlie  dis- 
honored and  forsaken  manj  thfiy  closed  around  him  and 
craved  his  pardon,  and  cried  out  rough  tender  words  of 
Bympathy  and  sorrow;  while  the   women^  with   teara 
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coursiDg  down  tbelr  cheeks,  k-ft  boothr  aud  mart,  aad 
bLow,  aud  came  aljoot  him  aud  eougiit  to  comfort  him. 

"DInna  tak  on  so,**  they  murmurod :  '*  sure  tha  wench 
ia  no  worth  it.  An' she  ha' goiri  to  play-actin'aad  sin;  an^ 
ye'Il  see  her  na  more  i'  this  life ;  and  we  knows  as  ye  ba* 
done  a'  yer  duty  by  her ;  und  wiminin  ba'g-ot  tha  deil  in 
'em  sometimes;  and  there's  na  man  strong  etiow  to  cope 
wi'  tha  deil  an'  a  weneh  tofjitber,  Diniia  ye  tak  on  so; 
ye've  amaiat  killed  tha  poor  lad,  as  wasna  ao  much  to 
blame  whin  a'3  been  said." 

But  he  heard  no  word  that  they  spoke.  He  stood  up- 
right, rigid  aa  a  stone;  gaziofr  straight  before  him  like  a 
bull  wounded  unto  death,  but  with  the  power  to  slay  still 
in  him. 

Then  be  threw  bis  arms  above  his  bead  with  one  loud 
cry: 

"Tha  little  laasl — tha  tittle  lass  T' 

And  he  fell  forward  like  one  dead  j  his  face  striking  the 
Btonea  of  the  street 

The  people  closed  around  him  an  mouraefs  close  arouad 
a  grape. 

They  hid  him  from  my  sight :  I  knew  no  more. 


CHAPTER   IX 
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I  CAN  bub  dimly  recall  the  ni,g;btB  and  days  of  misery 
tbot  followed  on  my  betrayal  byAvice  Dare. 

Tbey  are  alj  in  a  blurred  mass  of  blows,  and  oaths,  and 
dark  elusets,  and  starvation,  and  brutal  teachinrf  of  antica 
that  were  stylod  pretty  trickia,  and  nothing  stands  out 
elearly  to  me  save  the  one  remembrance  of  how  utterly 
wretched  I  was. 

T  think  nothing  in  the  world  is  bo  intensely  unhappy  as 
an  unhappy  dog.  We  are  of  such  vivid  naturea,  of  euch 
lively  iaiaginatloas,  of  suoh  constant  affection  ;  and  as  we 
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caa  never  tell  our  woes,  bat  are  almost  sure  to  receive  a 
cuff  or  a  kick  if  we  only  murmur  at  our  weary  lot,  we  are 
beyond  all  other  creatures  miserable. 

I  WDuder  now  ibat  I  did  not  die;  but  if  ererytfaing-  died 
that  is  full  of  wretchedueaa,  your  world  would  soon  liape 
but  a  &]iarj^u  pLiopliiig. 

If  the  brutiil  trtiatmeut  my  piirehaser  looked  on  aa 
"'truiuiFi^^/'  Imd  loiijj;  eDdiired,  1  dure  say  my  yuun^  aud 
tetifkn"  IViLino  would  bavG  givt;[i  wiiy  benoatli  it ;  my  epirit 
eei'taiuly  would  liavt!  been  brokeu.  Ilappily  for  my  ^afHyt 
he  jUuon  rGteWad  au  olfer  of  a  few  guioens  for  lue  lu  a 
month's  time  i'rom  his  piirtbase  of  me,  ivhieh  he  imme- 
diately acL-cpted.  This  offei"  traosftTrcd  me  to  a  new 
home,  in  which,  at  least,  1  found  peace  and  repose,  although 
these  were  accompaniei]  by  a  vider  wbiob  too  often  guea 
with  tbem — i.e.  dulluess. 

It  was  in  a  dowei'-liouye,  amidst  the  flatness  and  unlove- 
liness  uf  that  "fen-euuntry"  whither  the  man  who  had 
bouy;ht  me  uT  Ayice  had  taken  me  when  ba  had  sped  by 
nigUt  out  of  the  little  Derby.^biro  town,  fearful  no  doubt 
ul'  lieu 'a  vengeance  if  he  shouid  he  dis<:overed.  Here  1 
became  the  propei'ty  of  au  old  aud  rich  woman,  who  waa 
tbu  owner  of  tbia  uielaucholy  tbou^'-b  peaceful  burmitaye^ 

She  waa  good  to  me  in  a  general  WLiy,  lboiJ}j:h  ofieu 
precise  and  severe,  and  I  suBei'ed  but  little  whilst  with 
her.  But  tlieve  was  nothtii;^  ihere  to  call  my  affections 
into  play,  and  uothing  that  waa  of  auffiiJient  interest  to 
mark  out  those  yeara  in  my  remembratice ;  nothiug' that 
could  make  me  ibrg^et  the  loss  of  my  dear  frieuda,  Ben 
and  Trutit. 

No  duubt  this  period  was  beneficial  to  me,  for. they  were 
two  yeara  in  which  I  wus  well  fed,  well  cared  for,  and 
lauirht  all  those  gracious  and  bi^hiy-bred  matjuera  wbieb 
have  ever  since  always  dieting^uisbed  me.  They  were 
goud  years  for  me,  morally  and  physically,  1  urn  well 
aware;  hut  tlicy  were  dull  ones,  neverthelesa,  and  wear 
to  my  mind  all  the  haziness  and  dreariuesa  thatt  yoar 
e&rliest  school  days  commonly  wear  to  yours-  They 
were  quite  uneyentful.  as  life  in  the  house  of  4U  aged, 
wealthy,  and  etcetitric  reclose  uguftlly  is  ;  and  beyood  the 
Luars  1  spent  in  the  trim,  high  walled,  damp  gardens,  of 
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in  the  bitf,  yelluw  carriage,  like  a  state  eabij  on  wheels,  J 
had  abaulutely  du  divursiQU  excupt  liatuaioo;  to  ihe  iiiter- 
miDable  readings  wilh  which  tuy  old  miatrcsa  had  ber 
hoars  occupied- 
She  had  ljt;i;[i  a  woman  of  the  world,  ia  ber  time,  I  be- 
lieve, though  I  know  not  what  trouble  liad  made  ber  now 
a  solitary  in  her  {lull  jointiir4>bouse;  and  .shu  wad  very 
libei'iil  ill  her  range  of  literature.  All  liinj^uajjea  being- 
equally  iutelligible  to  us  (thuun-h  we  can  never  coiupre- 
hL-iid  why  jou  have  not  all  uco  and  the  sajue,  us  wo 
SUpuriui*  aLliaiala  have),  I  deriveii  considerable  cDtcrtain- 
ruunt  from  huai-ing'  the  inQumerable  worka.  In  various 
loflguea,  whicb  her  eompaniuii  read  aloud  to  her  ahnost 
from  moruing^  to  nig^ht. 

To  my  thinkiQg,  it  seem^as  dreary  work  for  any  person 
close  on  bei"grave  tostuif  her  brains  with  new  knowiedge, 
aa  for  an  anist  to  elaborately  lasfaion  a  piece  of  pottery 
that  he  knows  will  be  broken  on  ihe  morrow;  but  who 
appeared  not  to  feel  it  so.  Besides,  she  waa  very  fond 
of  French  metnnird,  aud  of  all  Eorta  of  lietioQ,  on  tbe 
principle,  I  fancy,  ou  which  an,  actress,  no  longer  upon 
tbe  i^Lajj^Q,  tikes  to  read  over  the  old  comediej^  tbat  bbe 
once  played  in,  when  flowers  were  showered  at  her  feet 
aad  all  ibe  gay  gladoess  of  triumph  was  arouud  hyr. 

And  ^ht^s  my  owu  mind,  as  J  listened  week  after  week, 
month  aflep  nioulh,  to  these  tiootinuoua  and  vursatilo 
readings,  became  stored  with  a  vast  and  varied  human 
knowledge.  Tlia  depth  and  width  of  it  will,  no  doubt, 
asLOnLy.il  you  as  you  peruse  my  autobiography,  though  I 
eadeavor  to  suppress  all  evidence  of  my  Bcholarahip  as 
tuueb  us  I  can,  sinee  I  am  aware  tbat  to  ask  one's  reader, 
or  oue'a  speetaLor,  to  thinbj  U  the  direst  ottenae  that  either 
autlior  ur  actor  can  ever  commit. 

Perhaps,  also,  if  you  Qnd  any  touch  of  egotism,  or  of 
vanity,  in  ibtise  volumes,  you  will  kindly  remember  tliat 
iu  these  early  days  of  my  education  I  beard  a  great  num- 
ber  of  religiouB  autobiographies.  It  ia  remotely  possible 
thftt  their  influence  may  stdl  color  my  style  j  though  I 
bad  excelleut  eounter-infusiona  of  all  kinds,  ranging  from 
Martial  to  Montegpan,  aud  trust  tha':  the  latter  sway  iia 
the  stronger. 
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No  djubt  these  two  years  were  salatary  for  me,  in 
body  iind  in  miud;  aod  the  woudroug  tales  tUat  I  heard 
reud,  filled  me  with  oil  the  rash,  eager  loagiog  of  youth 
for  a  elosec  sif,Hit  of  tbi^  tiiurvtilutis  great  world,  Alesl 
it  caiDo  in  a  Dianticr  I  Imd  little  looked  for,  I  chaQced 
one  day  to  accidentally  break  a  very  Dne  Ternia  Martin 
vaae.  of  which  my  oM  mistress  was  extravagantly  fond  ; 
and  as  I  had  been  often  before  denounced  as  a  misuhievoua, 
tiresome,  frivolous  little  creature,  boeau&e  my  animiil 
Bpirits  and  childish  joyouaness  would  111  tone  down  to  the 
gray  monotone  of  &t)  aged  invalid'a  desires,  I  was  forth- 
with aeutenced  to  exile,  A  green  and  red  parrot — as 
monosyllabic  a  creature  ne  a  mechanical  toy,  and  na  greedy 
as  a  DireetorjOr  the  Liquidator  that  invariably  comes 
after  him — waa  purchased  in  my  Rtead;  and  I  was  con- 
Bigned  to  the  butler,  to  be  sold  wherever,  and  for  whatever, 
he  choeo. 

I  need  not  say  that  in  this  place  I  bad  never  ceaaed  to 
passionately  regret  my  dear  old  master  in  the  noble  pine 
woods  of  the  Peak.  Indeed,  I  liad  sometimes  lamented 
for  him  aloud  in  a  grief  that  broug'ht  on  n\Q  angry  words 
and  even  angry  strokes;  so  little  sympathy  have  men  or 
women  ever  with  our  woes,  although  for  theirs  we  fpol 
60  keeuly  aad  fret  ourselves  so  ceaselessly.  Twenty 
times  (It  least  had  I  endeavored  to  run  away,  with  the 
full  intent  of  trying  to  find  my  road  back  alono  to  the 
Tvell-belovcd  little  cottage  under  the  roae-tborn.  But  1 
had  been  always  thwarted,  overtaken,  and  punished  for 
what  they  called  ^'straying,"  though  it  was  but  the  aim- 
plest  and  moat  natural  exercise  of  fidelity. 

My  ansiety,  therefore,  was  tenfold  increased  at  the 
prospect  of  a  new  removaln  wbich  seemed  to  consign  me 
Btill  farther  from  him^  and  might  plunge  me  into  etili 
greater  wretchedness.  Tet,  like  all  youth,  hope  njiogled 
with  my  fear,  and  I  vaguely  trusted  that  if  the  coming 
change  did  not  take  me  back  to  my  first  beloved  home, 
it  would  perchance  lead  to  some  brighter,  gladder,  more 
eympathetio  exifitence  than  that  which  I  had  spent  in  the 
old,  dull,  moated  dower-house  amongst  the  marshes,  My 
little  brain  was  teeming  with  a  myriad  of  visions — dogs 
have  very  vivid  fancies,  as  you  may  tell  by  tiie  excitement 
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t'betber  I  hoped  must 


of  our  dreams.     I  scarcely  kni 

or  dreaded  most  from  tbe  uew  ailveuturea  into  which  I 
Bboti!d  be  cast,  whea  (sold  to  a  meiropolUaD  dealer)  tde 
buller  burc  me  forth  for  the  last  tiiut;  from  the  gloumy 
pales  of  ttie  place  where,  if  I  had  not  known  joy,  I  had 
at  least  been  isafe,  and  well,  and  innoeeiit. 

It  was  midwinter. 

The  fejiia  were  half  cov^ered  with  ice.  The  water-fowls 
were  djiDj^  of  cold  aud  of  starFatiou  by  the  thouaands. 
The  bitter  winds  were  lushlng  in  from  the  northern  ocean 
across  all  those  desolate  marsli-landa  and  reedy  still  la- 
goons. Farther  towards  tbe  east  the  sea  was  washing 
over  the  dikes  and  piere,  and  the  salt  water  was  flooding 
coppice  aud  meadow,  killing  the  river-lish,  and  drowning 
rhe  river-birds,  till  hsber  and  furmer  were  dumb  with 
de-spair. 

Jt  was  &  very  cold,  chet-rlesa  sea?ion.  It  was  a  verj 
long  and  terribly  weary  journey  in  &iich  weather  up  to 
the  Great  City:  a  journey  on  which  I  verily  think  I 
should  have  died,  bad  it  not  been  Tor  the  g^oodness  of  the 
railway  guard,  who  took  me  with  hini  in  his  vaa  and 
wrapped  me  in  it  bit  of  rujj. 

We  arrived  late  at.  night,  aod  there  was  no  one  to  meet 
me  at  tbe  slation.  The  j^uard  waii  off  duty  till  the  iiest 
morning  cauio  around  ;  he  pitied  me,  and  tucked  me  under 
his  arm,  and  carried  me  away. 

"  I'll  take  you  round,  mysoif,"  he  said  to  me,  looking  at 
the  parchment  liibel  on  my  collar.  I  like  nicnwbo  speak 
to  me  as  to  a  creature  of  reason  and  of  feeling.  "You're 
going  to  a  rare  rum  bad  lot,  you  arej' 

The  din,  the  tumult,  the  gas-glai'e,  the  wild  uproar  of 
the  London  streets  dro^'e  me  ahuost  mad  with  fright; 
and,  but  for  tbe  strong  detaining  hand  of  my  guard,  I 
ebuuld  hai^e  flung  myself  under  the  wheels,  in  sheer  terror, 
and  been  crusbeU  to  atoms, 

Oh+  bow  could  people  live  and  breathe  and  endure  exist- 
eut'o  in  such  holes  asthie,  I  wondered  I.— hundreds  of  small 
houses  crowding  on  one  another;  story  on  story  mount- 
ing to  the  murky  smoke-veiiod  heaven  ;  the  stench  of 
ctiodle  and  soap  and  bone-boiling  and  manure  factories, 
itteamiug  over  all  the  placet;  the  only  light  tbe  flare  cf  the 
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yellow  ^s  tbrougb  the  leaden  Tog,  on  faces  baggsi  1  with 
misery,  liideous  with  debaucb,  vtle  with  crime,  or  di^alh- 
like  with  Btarvation  J  My  very  blood  curdled  iu  n;e  as  I 
eaw  and  beard,  and  turned  blind  and  sick  with  the  fetid 
odors  of  tL[a  Getieuna. 

Once  [  had  beard  my  dear  friead  Ben  talk  to  the  work- 
men at  the  quarry  of  the  cities  and  their  loulnt^gB  : 

"  X  went  to  LuiHiiin  once.  Tarn,"  ho  said,  "  you'll  mind 
the  timu ;  I  was  a  I'uEu,  and  the  '^^ouruion  he  w&s  bo  cheap- 
like ;  1  WiLs  IcnipLud.  Well.  Tin  glad  1  went.  I  niTer 
know'd  till  I  did  how  tuueb  I  had  ta  tliaiik  God  for  i^ 
beiu'  euuntry-born  and  bred.  They're  stifled,  Tatu  : — 
just  stifled.  Th'  air'a  nil  smoke  and  reek  ;  an'  the  winds 
ia  all  pison',  and  whin  ye  look  up'ards  there's  a  gi'eat 
block  hand  like  ii  divil's  wing"  a  sLretchin'  (av  o'er  at*veea 
ye  and  tha  sun.  There  heati'i  a  mosscl  of  grasa  as  is 
grass  ;  therebcun'ta  leaf  aa  don't  look  sick  andswounded  j 
there  bean^l  a  bird  aa  dew  ainf^ ;  not.  a  child  as  dew  laugh  ; 
the  birds  fight  and  the  ehllder  screech.  They^'e  all 
jammed  togither,  like  turf-sods  when  ye  pack  'em  close; 
iheer'a  alius  a  horrible  noise  i'  their  ears,  and  a  horrible 
stench  i'  their  noatrila.  Now,  how  should  'un  grow  up 
doceiit,  and  Ood-fearin' like,  whin  they  nivor  see  the  blue 
sky,  noT  smell  &  flowci'  as  blows,  nor  feela  tha  Boa'-weater 
sweep  agin  their  faces?  Ta  Passon  he  talk  a  deal  of 
diviis  und  sich  like :  weel  I — If  theer  be  'em  anywheres, 
far  sure  it  was  they  as  lust  di'ew  min  iuto  cities,  that  they 
might  forgit  their  Qud  i'  tha  stcnchin'  drouth,  and  be 
rtady  tohe  Bwept  M  ta  hell,  ali  o'one  muck  au' one  heap  I" 

I  remembered  Ben's  words  when  I  also  entered  that 
abomination  of  desolation. — the  eastern  half  of  the  city 
of  labor. 

In  the  little  cottage  in  the  pine  wood,  even  inthedrear- 
inesB  of  winter  and  under  the  drag  of  poverty,  there  had 
been  beauty — beauty  in  the  white,  smooth,  glittering 
enow;  ill  the  branches  all  siWered  with  the  hoar-frost j 
in  the  leaping  flame  on  the  hearth,  that  played  on  th6 
lattice  panes;  in  ihe  beautiful  clear  aunny  skiea  with  tha 
northerly  stars  burning  through  them. 

But  het'B ! — I  shuddered  as  J  saw  the  gray,  dust-strewn, 
mouldy  lenemenib ;  the  tawdry  frighlfuinesa  of  the  few 
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sttcmpte  ftt  o  nament,  the  g^hAstly  tamult  of  tlie  choked 
street, — -choked!  with  thieves,  and  lieggara,  and  tallj-uiGH, 
and  ballad -sellers,  and  proKtHute«,  and  costermongera, 
and  wretched  horses  sUii'ving  in  the  la&t  years  of  age, 
and  ghoul-like  children  quarreling'  with  the  poor  stray 
doga  for  offal. 

Poverty  is  bitter  in  the  country — but  it  is  heaven  beside 
hell,  compared  with  poverty  In  the  city. 

The  way  geetiied  to  riio  intcfniiiiable  through  these 
most  hideous  sti'GGta.  Where  the  i^uard  stopped  was  be- 
fore a  little  low  row  of  lilthy  and  crowded  houaee,  all 
alike,  and  all  hemmed  in  on  one  another,  with  gas  flariug 
about  on  either  side,  and  stalls  of  horrible-scented  lish,  of 
coffee,  and  of  oranges,  standing  down  the  narrow  way, 
with  little  oil-lamps  flaring  above  them  under  shaileSj  atid 
mi&erable  children  gathering  round. 

My  protector  knocked  at  oue  of  the  low  doors. 
"  Bill  Jacobs  ?"  be  asked. 

*'Bill  Jacobs  yer  are,"  growled  a  beer-thickened  voice 
AS  the  door  undosed. 
A  hand  clutched  me  savagely  by  my  throat 
" Oh-ah I  this  'ere  little  beast,"  be  muttered.     "Any 
thin'  to  pay  ?" 

"Nothin'  to  pay/'  answered  the  guard.  "Tis  a  pretty 
critter  you've  got  there.  I  wouldn't  mind  standiu'  ten 
bob  for  hira  ?" 

The  other  man,  still  holding  me  by  the  neck,  growled 
out  a  sardouic  laugh. 

*'  1  dessay  yer  wouldn't.  Tcti  sovs.  tnj  kd,  or  nothiti'." 
Aud  with  that  he  slammed  the  door  in  thegnard's  face  j 
and  I  felt,  with  a  tearful  sinking  of  the  heart,  that  my 
only  chauee  was  gone  forever. 

This  new  home  of  mine  w^as  in  a  hideous  little  house, 
oiifi  consisted  of  only  one  room,  with  the  cellar  immedi- 
aluly  below. 

The  room  was  black  with  dirt  and  smoke  ;  there  were 
two  cupboards  in  it,  one  occupied  by  two  badgers,  the 
other  liy  two  small  dogs.  The  cellar  beneath  appeared 
full  of  dogs,  to  judge  Ijy  the  howling  and  moaning  tlint; 
proceeded  ff  3m  it.  There  was  a  miserable  bed  in  the 
chamberj  a  -ickety  table;  a  few  cages  filled  with  Euisera- 
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ble  choking  throstles  and  larka,  half  dead  witt  stench 
and  captivity;  ond  there  was  beyond,  seen  throiig-h  a 
little  window  in  the  back  wall^  a  yard  of  which  I  kuew 
the  purpose  ere  I  had  been  maDy  hours  there. 

Siicb  waa  the  abode  of  Bill  Jacobs  and  his  wife;  the 
latter  a  wan,  gentle,  broken-spirited  creature,  whom  he 
kept  blaiL-k  and  blue  with  hruises,  and  wbo  son^ht,  I 
found,  to  do  all  the  little  she  was  able  to  niitfgate  for  ua 
the  horrors  of  this  Black  Hole.* 

The  first  thing  that  Bill  Jacobs  did  with  tne  was  to 
fltngme  at  the  woman  with  a  curse  ;  the  next  wag  to  turn, 
ail  BinileB,  to  two  youths  who  were  waiting'  bis  advent. 
They  were  slender,  genlleman-like  boys,  about  seventeen, 
aadj  as  I  iraagine  now,  ranst  have  been  publie-ecbool  lads. 
They  bad  come  for  Home  pleasant  pastime,  it  aeemed  by 
tbelr  looks  and  words:  it  proved  to  be  the  baitiag  of  a 
badger. 

I  will  not  sicken  my  readers  with  the  narrRtiFC.  They 
probably  know  all  the  details  of  bow  the  poor,  brave, 
stout-hearted  aoimal  holds  hia  own  against  the  terrible 
odds,  till, foe  ou  foe  being  sent  ag-ainst  him,  the  agony  of 
Ilia  wouuda  and  the  loss  of  hia  blood  cow  even  his  fear- 
less spirit,  and  he  subraita  to  be  dragg^ed  forth,  a  mass  of 
torn  fur  aad  ragyed  flesh,  belplees,  blind,  and  shiveriiig. 

In  this  iostance  the  sport  was  doubly  horrible^  because 
neither  badger  nor  bull-do^rg  had  any  heart  or  zest  for  the 
fight  \  they  both  shrank  back,  and  had  to  be  scourged  and 
pricked  and  dragged  to  the  encounter',  and  when  it  waa 
all  over,  the  limping,  hleeding  dogs  were  kicked  back  to 
their  cellars,  aud  the  badger  was  thrown  in  hi3  hole  to 
recover  from  his  injuries,  only  to  again  go  thro'igh  the 
same  ordeal  of  torture. 

And  the  slender-limbed  hoys,  with  their  pleasant  voices, 
were  charmed;  and  left  two  sovereigns  with  the  e^bibitot 
of  the  spectacle,  and  went  out  in  glee  and  gajety,  having 
CDjoyed  a  favorite  sport  of  Yourig  England. 

It  made  me  very  ill  and  sick  at  heart;  it  was  the  first 
bloodshed  I  had  ever  seen,  and  the  sight  had  been  very 
hideou3  to  me,  and  had  made  mo  shudder  greatly. 

Hov.-  could  I  tell,  myself,  that  I  might  not  be  toru  iii 
pieces  neJ^t  't 
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It  eeBtoed  hel,  itself, — tbU  place  to  w^hicli  tbey  had 
consigned  me. 

The  man'a  horrible  curses;  tbe  howla  of  the  doga  ia 
the  cellar;  the  wailiag  of  tbe  puppies  i  i  cag-es  ;  the  sight 
of  the  blood  and  tbe  torture;  the  ahrieka  of  the  aaima] 
that  he  kicked  or  heat,  or  forced  Into  some  wretched  hole 
too  small  for  it  to  turn  ia;  the  sad  filmy  eyes  of  the  poor 
birds  sitting  moping  with  their  feathers  all  in  disarray  j 
the  piteouH  Terrors  of  the  woman  erery  time  her  liu«band'a 
BfiVttgB  glauce  lit  on  her,  as  though  with  every  look  she 
feared  a  blow^ — all  this  was  more  dreadful  to  me  than  I 
can  ever  describe. 

Almost  all  day  Iodj^  I  was  shut  up  in  a  ca^^e  lest  I 
should  roam  away  ;  a  cage  of  wire  about  a  foot  square, 
in  which  ray  limbs  became  so  cramped,  and  my  sight  so 
stupefied  from  being  set  away  on  a  dark  shelf,  that  I 
elmodl  ceased  to  beep  any  account  of  tbe  passage  of  the 
days,  aod  biirdly  knew  when  night  fell  and  dawn  began. 
"Now  and  then,  by  urging  that  such  confiaement  would 
be  my  death,  bis  wife,  Jenny,  got  permission  froni  hiiu 
to  let  me  run  loose  a  little  in  the  yard;  but  even  theu 
I  was  so  terrified  lest  evil  should  happen  to  me  that  I 
hardly  dured  to  go  from  underneath  the  folds  of  her 
cotton  gown. 

I  waB  sorry  for  her  too ;  she  had  such  an  utterly 
wretched,  coloi-less,  woe-begone  life,  that  it  seemed 
frightful  that  any  one  of  God's  creatures  ctot  should  be 
condemned  to  \\vb  such. 

She  ne?eT  Btirred  out;  she  was  the  butt  and  scape- 
goat of  her  brutal  husband,  and  she  had  aothiug  to  do 
from  moraiug  until  evening,  save  to  dress  the  wounds  ol 
tbe  torn  and  baited  creatures,  and  revive  enough  vitality 
in  ihem  to  enable  them,  to  go  forth  again  lo  meet  the 
torture. 

She  was  a  tender-hearted  woman  too,  which  mado  her 
lot  an  agony  scarce  less  than  that  of  the  martyred  beasts. 
I  have  known  her  stretch  her  arm  between  a  dog  and 
her  busbaud'3  whip,  though  the  cruel  Insh  cut  into  her 
fiesh  like  a  knife  ;  and  I  have  tseon  her  seijte  his  band,  and 
ecream  for  pity,  when  he  was  thrusting  a  red-hot  needle 
into  a  cauary'a  eye  to  blind  it  (on  tbe  fancy  that  it  aang 
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belter  iq  b1  rtdiieps),  C^tou|2;li  with  the  next  moment  liU 
httge  fist  eurelj  leveled  btr  with  the  boards. 

I  dare  say  many  eueh  problems  have  pnzzled  bigger 
heads  than  mine  : — but  I  have  often  marveled  what  com 
pensalioQ  coulti  ever  he  foiuid,  or  given,  for  that  loni;,% 
uurewarded,  stricken  life  which  waa  spent  un^eeo  of  nien^ 
Bubjett  to  the  bfiiUlitics  of  a  drunkard,  and  racked  by 
the  witDcss  of  crueitieji  that  it  was  absolutely  powcrlosa 
to  prevent, 

An  old  dog,  Punch  by  naniflt  who  had  been  there  many 
years  (and  to  whom  thi.s  tyrant  was  alone  not  cruel,  bo- 
cause  he  had  once  seea  Punch  alranglo  a  man  that  strove 
to  beat  him),  told  me  that  in  a  by-gone  time  she  had  had  a 
littie  chiid,  and  that,  though  the  ehild  had  only  lived  twi> 
years,  it  had  lived  long  enough  for  its  blue  eyes  to  grow 
pale  and  dilated  with  fear  at  its  father's  steps — long 
enough  for  its  mother  to  say  that  she  thanked  God  when 
she  Idid  it  (jowa  at  rest  within  its  little  quiet  grave. 

This  rufHao  was  indeed  one  of  the  greatest  brutes  that 
the  world  ever  held. 

Dog-fan<;ier  was  in  bia  ense,  as  in  moat  others,  a  deli- 
cate BjDonym  for  dog-stealer ;  and  the  society  that  met 
in  hia  deti  was  composed  of  eome  of  the  very  worst 
blackguards  in  London.  These  men  smoked  and  drank, 
and  swore  and  gambled,  ia  the  lowest  and  coarsest 
fashion  that,  they  could;  and  were  espeeially  hilarioua 
when  one  of  them  had  brought  ia  a  valuable  animal,  for 
whom  its  master  would  he  certain  to  olTer  fabiiloua  re- 
wards, or  a  priceless  iiltle  pet  dog  that  could  be  sitppud 
in  a  ])oeket  and  carried  out  of  the  country  before  ita 
owuer  had  scarcely  discovered  Its  losa. 

The  big  doga  they  drugged,  lost  their  bark  taight  he 
heaT<i  and  recognized,  untd  such  tinie  as  a  reward  high 
enough  to  satisfy  their  own  cupidity,  was  advertised; 
when  they  would  puton  a  clean  shirt  and  a  Firtnous  face, 
and  take  the  captive  home,  with  many  doclarationa  of 
their  own  tenderness  towards  him.  when  they  had  found 
hiiu  astray  '"  right  away  by  Barnes  Bridge,  sir — 'alf  starved 
'—as  I'm  a  liviQ'  man."  Which  fable,  if  the  dog  had 
a  mistress  and  not  a  master,  usually  brought  about  hd 
extra  Boverelga  to  the  goad  Samaritaa. 
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The  small  ones  they  greaerallj  sent  on  to  the  cootinent; 
and  one  little  fellow,  only  four  years  old,  told  rne  he  had 
been  stolen  fourteen  times  by  Bill  -Jacoba's  einiftsaries,  on 
[.each  of  which  occasions  they  had  nevef  sold  him  For  less 
than  twenty  g-uiueaa, — somctinieH  for  more, — and  always 
in  different  citiea  of  Europe. 

lie  was  called  "Cosmo,"  ^' short;  for  cosmopolitan,'' 
lie  expUined  to  me.  "Yon  kuowlhat  moans  a  citizen  of 
the  world;  one  who  has  seen  many  couotried  and  many 
minds.  But  niyself-^I  hato  thu  titio.  It  means,  as  far 
aa  my  ejperience  R'oes,  Ihat  you  have  a  smatteriug  of 
every  thing,  and  a  knowledge  of  nothing;;  a  bill  at  evit^iy 
inn,  and  a  home  in  no  country;  everybody  claims  you, 
and  you  cnn  claim  naliody  ;  your  standing-point  is  on  & 
aee-aaw,  and  you  arc  a  teuais-ball  for  all  ruiiquets." 

Ajid  he  was  certainly  extravagantly  hitter  on  the  sub- 
ject of  hig  cosmopolitauisjm.  To  have  been  sold  and 
ljoug:htadozen  timp3  always  sours  a  do^r;  though  1  have 
known  men  who  have  been  sold  and  hojtj^^ht  a  hundred 
times,  who  have  only  got  very  fat  and  very  eomfortabla 
in  the  process  of  exchange. 

But  then,  you  set.%  the  men  pocket  the  money  ;  and  the 
dogs  don't. 

Anything' more  utterly  degtaded,  wretched,  and  deso- 
Iftte  than  I  way  at  this  prison  of  Bill  Jacohs's,  I  could  not- 
Biipposeever  had  the  unhappiuess  to  exist.  If  it  had  not 
been  for  Jouny  Jacobs,  I  should  not  haviij  lived  a  week. 

She  did  all  she  could  to  better  my  condilioit,  and  to 
comfort  rac  in  my  nii&ery,  and  whilst  1  was  with  her  she 
in  a  measure  succeeded,  But  she  uaeU  to  ho  sent  out  by 
her  husband,  **  charring,"  and  was  balf  the  day  awaj  \ 
and  in  her  absence  [  was  consigned  to  the  ccllai'S  \  whero 
all  the  hapless  animals  which  Jacoba  had  stolen,  or  pur- 
chased cheaply,  were  immured  with  scarco  any  light,  foul 
water,  clanking  chains,  and  the  scantiest  food  that  would 
fiuCQce  to  keep  breath  in  their  bodies. 

You  think  you  have  no  slaves  in  England  1 — Why, 
half  the  races  in  creation  moan,  and  strive,  and  suffer, 
daily  and  hourly,  under  your  merciless  ivrannies.  No 
slaves  \ — Ask  the  ox,  with  his  blood-shot  ejeif^  mutilated 
for  the  drovers'  gain  ere  he  is  driven  to  hia  end  in  the 
o  9 
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Blaughter-house.  Ask  the  sheep,  with  their  timiii,  woe- 
begone faces,  scourged  into  Ibe  placooflheir  doom,  bruised 
and  LleediDg-  and  tortured.  Ask  the  racer,  speut  ere  be 
reaches  his  prime,  by  uun^tHral  strains  oq  etrengtb  and 
speed,  that  be  maj  All  tbe  poukets  of  your  bigge&t  bJack- 
guarda  witb  raiabogotten  gold,  old  wbilatyet  he  ia  young, 
poisoned  in  the  hours  of  hia  vietorj,  caressed  by  princes 
in  iha  moment  that  he  ministei'a  to  their  t^reed,  cast  oBf 
to  atreet-hire  aod  hourly  misery  in  the  wortiilei^s  yca.r& 
of  hia  weary  age.  Ask  the  cart-horae,  duotued,  thraug-b 
a  long  life  of  laiaor,  to  strive  aod  stagger  under  burdeaa, 
to  bear  heat  and  cold,  and  hunger,  and  Btripes,  without 
resistance,  fed  grudging^ly,  paid  for  willing  toil  by  merci- 
lesa  blows,  killed  by  doing  the  work  of  men  as  the  Egyptian 
slave  died  in  the  lifting  of  the  last  Btone  to  tbe  King's 
Temple;  or  consigned,  as  the  otily  recompense  for  years 
of  osefulaesB  and  patience,  to  tbe  brutalities  of  the  dissect- 
ing-room or  of  tiie  knaeker^s  yard.     Ask  ua —  ! 

What  ?  Too  tell  uie  thid  id  but  the  issue  of  aa  incri 
table  law?  Ay  1  so  it  is;  of  the  law  of  the  atroug'er 
over  the  weaker.  But  whilst  you  thu&  follow  out  thai 
law  on  mUlions  of  chuined,  and  beaten,  and  tortured  creat- 
ures, have  conacience  enoug-h,  I  pray  you,  not  to  brag 
aloud  that  you  keep  no  slaves,  not  to  bawl  from  thfl 
housetops  of  your  revopencB  for  freedom. 

When  will  you  give  a  Ten  Hours'  Bill  for  horses  ? — a 
Prohibitive  Act  against  the  racing  of  yearlingfi  and  two- 
year-olds  ? — a  Protection  Order  for  catile  ? — and  a  Habeas 
Corpus  for  chained  dogs?  Nay^when  will  you  do  bo 
niucb  as  remember  that  the  coward  who  tortures  au 
aiiimul  would  murder  &  human  being  if  he  were  not  afraid 
of  the  gallows?  When  will  you  pee  that  to  teach  the  hand 
of  a  child  to  stretch  out  and  amother  tbe  butterfly,  is  to 
teach  that  baud,  vvheu  a  man's,  to  steal  out  and  strangle 
an  enemy? 

The  liiue  passed,  ag  I  have  said,  very  monotononsly, 
very  miseralily,  tbe  chief  part  spent  in  tbe  cage  upon  th* 
shelf,  or  In  the  cellar  I  haire  named.  1  believe  that  Jacobs 
failed  io  his  efforts  to  get  a  purchaser  for  me  ;  for  some- 
times he  would  wash  me,  and  comb  me,  and  carry  me 
forth,  through  many  streets  and  past  grand  white  uian- 
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aions,  and  iato  green  carriage-crowded  piirks.  He  would 
offer  me  now  to  onSj  now  to  another,  from  people  passing' 
by;  and  when  we  reached  home  agaia  he  would  cui"se  rae, 
aod  pinch  my  fleslif  and  forbid  bia  wife  to  give  tne  an/ 
Buppcr,  nllegiiig  that  I  ate  my  bead  off — as  indeed  I  ultiioat 
could  have  done,  so  devoured  witi*  hunger  wad  1  often- 
times. 

The  only  day  that  Bill  Jacobs  was  at  all  in  doctntly 
hauiaii  temper  was  upon  the  Sundays  of  each  week. 

At  this  lodg'ing  of  hid  there  was  a  back  yard  ;  and  in 
the  back  yard  was  a  rat-pit,  Od  Sunday  mornings  lbei'6 
used  to  he  grnnd  spectacles  of  rat-slauglitcr.  And  thera 
were  numbera  of  yonng  men,  very  genlloman-iikB  men, 
tome  of  them,  who  wi>uld  pay  half  a  guinea  for  adtuiaaiou, 
and  a  seat,  to  Bee  the  rats  beiag  billed,  and  the  rat'dojra 
tora  and  worried  ia  the  conftict ;  aad  the  prices  ranged 
fts  high  aa  a  eovureign  a  seat  wiien,  in  addition  to  its  eii- 
jiobliny  sporty  there  was  one  of  the  badgera  brought  out 
from  tho  cupboard  to  be  drawn. 

"Jacobs*!?  Chnrch"  was  a  by^word  amongst  a  certain 
ftporling  community;  and  I  have  seen  men  whom  I  sub- 
Bcqueatly  saw  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  at  tho 
celebrated  Clubs,  come  thither  on  a  Sunday  mora  after  a 
late  breakfa.^t,  to  assist  at  the  precious  speutaele  of  dogs 
and  rats  fighting,  tearing,  and  slaugbleritig  one  another 
till  the  pic  was  red  with  blood. 

What  did  the  police  do  ? 

Oiif  nothing.  Jacobs  paid  them  well  to  he  quiet.  They 
took  up  an  old  man  for  selling  periwinkles  during  diviuQ 
service,  and  they  loclted  up  a  little  beggar-child  fnr  sitting 
Bobbing  on  a  dour-sill,  both  just  outside  Bill's  hou.se  ;  but 
they  knew  better  than  to  come  to  lords  and  gentlcuion 
and  members  of  Pavliament,  aad  disturb  the  Sabbath  cir- 
cle round  the  rat-pit. 

Most  o  f  our  J  ace  kept  here  thus,  of  course,  were  beagles, 
rat'Catciiers,  bull  teiriers,  and  the  like ;  and,  by  the  waj\ 
how  sharp,  how  hard,  hmv  full  of  concentrated  cunning 
and  ferocity  combined,  become  the  faces  of  your  rat- 
catching  dogs  I  They  are  exactly  like  the  face^j  of  your 
tuen  on  the  turf;  of  a  surety  debasing  pursuits  mould  the 
features,  as  the  hand  of  the  sculptor  moulds  the  mask  froni 
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day.  Or  else  why  sliouM  yoci  bull  dog,  who  ia  forever^ 
drrtwing  badgura  or  elicvyiug^  vortuin,  g;et  that  look  for  all 
tbe  wofld  like  that  oq  tbe  ("ace  of  your  priae-fightera  ? 
And  wiiy  should  your  young  ioixlHng,  who  speiida  ull  his 
patrimony  OQ  "  yedi'lings"  aud  al]  his  time  un  the  "  Qat," 
approsiiimte  ao  closely  ia  tone,  and  aspect,  und  couniB- 
oaace,  to  tbe  boiik-makers,  and  blackleg.s,  aud  trainers, 
aud  jockies,  who  between  tltem  contrive  to  rob  auj  to 
ruLu  him  ? 

It  i:3  needless  to  say  that  I  was  very  frightened  aud 
miserable  i[i  Huch  society.  They  made  drcadfuli  niockifry 
ol  me  and  my  white  silky  cui'ls;  aud  thoy  were  perpetu- 
ally [j^htioff  and  swearing  amonq^n'^t  odo  another.  Their 
eoodiiet  was  fearful ;  their  lauguag'e  I  happily  did  nut 
comprehend, 

There  was  one  old  bull-dog-,  who  looked  tbe  taost  aav- 
age  yet  the  moat  honest  of  them  all,  who  protected  me 
from  their  violence,  and  wag,  in  bis  own  hard  rough  w»iy, 
kind  to  lue. 

Ho  was  by  name  Tuasler,  and  was,  I  found,  the  heTo 
of  a  hundred  fights.  He  deig-ned  to  talk  to  me  a  good 
deal,  and  tried  to  eulig-hten  ray  iijaoniuce ;  but  X  did  not 
ijadcrstand  much  that  be  said  :  1  oaly  felt  that  life  seemed, 
hy  his  showing-,  a  conatant  rough-aud-iumble  affray,  in 
whidi  the  weakest  always  went  to  the  wall. 

Tuaaler  told  me  he  had  belonged  to  a  bruiser  who  had 
but  recently  departed  ffum  tbeseeneof  bis  earthly  combat: 

^*  They  made  rue  chief  raourner,  with  a  bit  of  crape  on," 
he  coaLinued:  "X  doti'l  know  why  they  tbou^jjht;  crupo 
necessary,  for  1  waa  really  very  sorry  that  he  died,  Tlie 
world  thought  Jemmy  Brown — he  waa  called  tl  e  Qivmo- 
Coek  always  J  you  mu^t  have  heard  of  him?  Never  I — 
damn  it,  where  have  you  lived  ? 

'*  Well,  the  world  always  thought  that  the  Oock  wag  a 
brutal  bloodthirsty  fellow.  You  know  he  had  a  very 
neat  way  uf  pouuilin^  bis  mau's  face  into  a  jully ;  aud 
whea  be  got  him  doubled  up  at  the  ropes  he  always  went 
bto  him — awful,  He  killed  Old  Swipes  that  way — an 
Irish  bruiser  Swipes  was^  and  only  twenty  when  the 
Cock  smashed  him  as  dead  as  ^  door-nail — but  it  waa 
oaly  m  the  way  of  busiaess.  It  was  a  job;  and  bei  liked 
to  go  through  with  it. 
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"Outsidethe  Ring  Jemmy  was  the  best-natured  'crc&,tHrij 
going.  WIjbii  a  badger  half  murdered  me,  the  Cock  uuraed 
me  like  a  vvoraau.  And  ibere  never  was  a  maa  that  stuck 
aa  the  Cock  did  to  a  friend.  There  was  oae  in  particular, 
he  was  fond  of — one  he'd  been  with  at  schoot  as  a  child, 
and  one  he  had  ncFur  lost  si^bt  of  j  a  poor  devil  that 
never  came  to  anj  good  because  he  was  such  a  aoft- 
liearted  thing,  aud  ended  at  last  as  a  super.  A  man,  yaii 
know,  that  j^oef  on  tlie  stage  to  carry  a  flag,  or  a  torch, 
or  a  sword,  and  fiay  nothing. 

"Well — one  daj  Jommj  waa  engaged  fof  a  private 
match  iu  a  gfiitlemiiii'a  rooms  at  O^tford,  and  if  be  failed 
to  be  there  |>Lmctua,Ily,  he'd  agreed  to  pay  the  bruiser 
whom  be  was  to  uiettforfeitrstakes  of  twenty-five  pounds; 
— and  you  muat  know  that  the  money  waa  a  deal  to  tbe 
Cotk,  for  he  lived  fast,  and  waa  often  out  at  elbows.  Just 
as  he  waa  starting  for  tho  fight  there  came  a  letter  by 
ftiomiug  mail:  it  wa.^  only  a  line  oi"  two  scrawled  by  this 
Biiper,  to  say  he  had  been  takuu  bad  la  hla  luuga  as  be 
waa  actin*  as  standard- hearer  down  in  Cornwallj  and  the 
doctora  had  toid  bim  he*d  die;  and  he  begged  to  see 
Jemmy  before  hne  went  to  Ins  grave. 

"  What  did  the  Cock  do  ? — uever  paused  a  second,  just 
tossed  the  forfeit-stakes  to  his  friend,  and  started  that 
minute  for  Penzance.  Tbe  poor  super  died  an  hour  after 
Jemmy  get  there:  but  he  begged  of  tbe  Cock  to  toko 
care  of  his  sou,  a  little  'un  with  no  mother,  and  a  pretty 
puny  Jivfe-yeai'-ylder, 

"  The  Cock  took  that  lad ;  and  he  sent  him  to  a  good 
Echool ;  and  he  laid  bioi  up  in  lavender  as  it  were;  and 
never  let  hiia  hear  a  harsh  word.  He  never  let  hitn  Bee 
the  Riug,  beeause  ho  thought  as  the  dead  wouldn't  like 
it;  Ijut  ho  bad  him  trained  up  for  a  gtass-^tainer,  and  the 
boy  ia  at  tt  now:  very  quick  at  his  art,  and  quite  steady. 
Now  I  call  tbe  Cock  a  ^ood  mau — wkat  do  yoti  eay  ?  Add 
yet  the  world  called  bim  a  precious  villain  ;  aad  they  were 
very  near  swinging  him  on  a  gallows  when  hepummeled 
the  breath  out  of  Swipes." 

I  could  say  nothiug:  all  moral  and  mental  perception 
were  too  utterly  confused  in  me  with  this  combination  of 
virtue  and  mui'der. 
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■  **  There's  a  deal  of  goodness  tbnt  the  world  rcTer  seea,* 
s&id  Tussler  in  conclusion,  '*as  there's  a  deal  of  viciona- 
ness  it  never  guesses.  Now,  myself,  I  love  worrjitig 
rata,  bqJ  cats,  aud  had^ers.^^I  am  never  ao  happy  ati 
when  1  lay  a  cloven  dead  all  around  Die, — -but  I  should  Bcorn 
to  hurt  a  Iiime  dog,  I  woaldu'l  kill  a  cat  tbat  fought  for 
Lef  kitteas,  aud  I  would  have  let  the  Cock  beat  uic  to 
death  if  he'd  wished^  just  because  he  was  my  master  and 
I  eared  for  him.*' 

I  ventured  to  hiot  tbat^  with  so  much  natural  goodtiesn 
of  character,  it  might  be  as  well  to  be  merciful  even  to  rata 
and  to  badgers. 

"  Oh,  damn  it,  no  !"  he  replied  with  considerable  acer- 
bity. "  They  are  one's  foes  by  nature.  A  badger  would 
kill  me  if  I  didn't  kill  him.  1  thooso  as  man  choose, — I 
just  nip  hia  neck.  Don't  get  preachee-preachee  I  Did 
you  ever  hoar  of  a  rum  lot  called  Quakers  across  the 
Atlantic  that  were  always  prating  of  peace? — well,  my 
dear,  they  burat  everybody  that  didn't  agree  with  ilien). 
That  ia  what  the  peace-makers  always  do." 

I  was  sUeut  out  of  deference:  consciona  that  he  could 
nip  me  iu  the  neck  if  I  differed. 

Much  the  same  motive  lies  at  the  bottom  of  iuoat  of  the 
reverence  that  this  age  sees  rendered  to  kings  and  queens^ 
creeds  and  codes. 

Such  cmv'ersatione  as  this  did  not  make  me  less  miser- 
able, leas  terrified,  at  the  prospect  of  this  world  into 
which  I  was  plunged;  or  less  regretful  of  that  happy, 
innocent,  plftj'l'ul  life  that  I  had  led  iu  the  liLtie  cottago 
under  the  pines. 

Old  Trust  would  have  felt  every  hair  on  his  head  stand 
on  end  at  the  enormities  I  heard  and  witnessed  ;  and  that 
humane  creature,  who  had  sorrowed  over  a  frozen  lamb, 
would  have  howled  in  disgust  at  the  conversfttioii  of  this 
sporting  community, — conversation  exclusively  of  the 
numbera  alaughleredj  and  of  the  prowess  of  tlie  slaugh- 
terers. 

Subsequently,  I  have  often  been  present  at  hot  luncheons 
iu  manorial  woods  after  battue-shooting,  aud  once  also  at 
an  Imperial  bunt  in  the  forest  of  Compiegne;  and  the 
talk  at  both  has  home  the  closest  possible  resemblance  to 
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that  heard  in  ibe  buU-do^s*  cellar  at  Bill  Jacobs'g,  Bat  I 
diii  Dot  kuowthis  tben^  and  I  was  onljr  immeasurably 
frighteued  and  horror-atricken. 


CHAPTER  X. 


BE   IS   LAUNCHED    INTO   LIFE. 


I  BEMAiNED  some  little  time  at  this  wretched  place; 
the  only  tfain^g  that  solaced  me  being  the  poor  wornan'^a 
g^reat  care,  anil  Uie  rough  kindness  of  Tuasler,  wbose  con- 
duct waa  far  better  than  his  lannjuage,  which,  I  niu&t  saF, 
was  awful.  Thu  winler  was  merging"  inio  aprio^,  and  L 
Lad  been  th^re  about  tbree  months,  when  TnasJer  waa 
Bold  to  a  sportiug  barooet,  and  I  became  uware  that  soma 
change  was  about  to  take  place  in  my  own  affairs. 

I  had  beeo  waahed,  combed,  made  amart,  and  dressed 
JQ  d  little  scarlet  jacket  that  Jacobs^  in  hia  good  humor, 
was  wotit  to  a^'er  made  me  look  just  like  an  Ascot  post- 
boy; I  etilil  wore  the  little  bit  of  a  white  metal  chain 
collar,  graven  with  my  oame,  which  had  been  forced  for 
poor  Ben  by  the  burly  amith  at  the  foi-'est-forge  in  the 
pine  woods,  wbo  though  bis  chief  labor  lay  ia  shoeing 
the  huge  cart-horses,  yet  had  shown  so  light  and  facile  a 
toueh  at  litUe  pieces  of  metal  work,  that  could  pleasure 
A  maiden  in  her  fancy,  or  a  child  at  bis  play. 

When  I  was  thus  dressed,  Jacobs  bore  me  out  with  him  j 
te  chuckled,  aad  seemed  eoutent ;  I  was  thrust  into  a 
email  dark  wicker-den,  that  was  tied  down  over  my 
head  ;  and  I  knew  no  more.  "  Hold  yer  jaw,  yer  beaat," 
he  said  onco  with  a  abake  of  ray  cage:  "what  are  yer 
yelpiirat?" 

I  was  yelping  because,  as  be  carried  me  into  the  Btreet, 
and  I  thrugit  my  head  a  £ittle  forth  from  my  basket,  in  the 
damp,  obill,  March  morning,  a  girl  weat  by  ua  with  a 
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basketful  of  little  peonj-bunchea  of  coflnlrf-borD  vJoluta 
blue  and  wiiitBj  and  iLe  sweet  familiar  fragrance  af  thoni 
brought  back  to  me,  so  vividly,  the  clusters  that  purpled 
all  the  raoss-^rtrwn  ground  utider  the  trees  of  my  lust 
but  UDforgDtt<L-u  hoTUti. 

When  your  dog,  lying  near  you,  gives  a  suddeo  crjj  la 
though  of  pom,  you  kick  bim ; — ttb  I  my  good  sirs,  it  m 
only  because  be  3*^  troubled  with  too  much  memory;  a 
disoaae  which  ynn  who  ai-c  q^  the  world,  vvoddly,  you 
who  loi'get  with  such  pli^Haant  ease  all  disagreeable  trities, 
iVuui  )our  marriage  vows  to  yuui"  unlimited  liabilities,  are 
little  likely  to  eiiteh  from  hitn  luy  coutag-iun. 

Bill  Jauohscai'vied  iiior^wirtly  through  his  OWD  hideous 
quarter  of  llie  Unvu  lowuriU  u^vii  squarcis  and  n^pacious 
streets,  and  tiiutiseri  of  wlmt  loukud  ^c  nie  like  palaces; — 
and  |nlaec3  ihcy  wei't;,  ob  I  knew  later  on,  castles  of 
iuilulence  whereiu  the  King's  uf  Clubs  reigned  supreme. 

lie  lurned  up  one  (jf  the  hy-atreets  leading  out  of  the 
Ciiief  of  Iherie  great  thoroughfareH,  and  after  some  little 
delay  was  admitted  into  a  building  bearing  the  inseriptioii 
of  "  cbiiniUers,"  aod  passed  up  the  ataircase  to  a  room  ou 
the  secouii  floor  uf  this,  tu  cue,  mygterious  domicile. 

It  WftS  a  ve»'y  pretty  little  room*  all  rose-hued  and 
gilded^  atid  bright  with  ^^j  chintz,  and  with  manifold 
oruaments,  not  in  the  very  best  taste.  I  thought  it  must 
be  the  apartment  of  some  fair  feminine  thing  ;  but  there 
was  uo  one  in  it,  save  a  man  of  about  thirty  years,  small, 
haudsome,  and  bearing  about  him  tiomewbut  ibe  aU' of 
that  class  which  I  have  later  oq  heard  ehuracterized  as 
the  "  would-be  swells"  of  society. 

He  wag  exquisitely  attired  in  a  morning  dress  of  mul- 
berry velvet,  and  had  col3'ee  and  brandy  beside  him  oa 
(be  dsintiest  of  iolaid  stands;  and  be  was  glancing  through 
a  yellow-covered  novel,  which  he  alashed  idly  with  a  pretty 
paper-knife,  as  be  looked  up  and  spoke. 

"Brought  the  beast,  Jacobs?  Let's  have  a  look  at 
hini." 

"A  perfect  animal  for  a  lady — quite  perfect^  sir,^'  my 
owner  responded,  handing  me  over  as  roughly  as  though 
I  were  a  hit  of  wood^  fur  inspection.  "  Yoii  want  bim  foi 
ft  KugHiaa  jirincesB,  sir,  I  believe  you  Bald  ?" 
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The  young  man  nnddcd  ns?erit,  and  asked  if  I  shuald 
itaiid  the  dimale,  to  which  of  course  Blil  Jat:obg  ^ave  an 
anqualified  tiGfirmative;  and  the  next  liftecii  minutea  was 
fiinploycd  ill  one  of  tliose  minute  and  merciless  exami- 
nations of  me  which  doga  hoar  luado  in  their  preseneef 
and  human  beings  only  behold  in  their  critics'  newspaper 
nrticlcs. 

But  it  comca  to  very  much  the  same  thlnj,'"  with  both; 
and  whether  it  be  a  dog-fniicioir  inspt'cliiisf  a  Icrrinr,  a  dog"- 
buycr  y.fai'in-3f  at  a  musiilF,  a  l«ai"lei'- writer  dissecting"  a 
Btati'sman  not  of  bia  [lanyj  or  a  t'C'^'i^yver  i>jjssing  judg- 
ment on  a  poet  not  of  hiu  clique,  tlie  whole  quartette 
equally  ignore  all  the  excellencies  that  stare  them  Iq  the 
fsfrce,  and  only  dwell  on  the  one  fault  they  can  find  in 
breeding  or  (mining,  in  tjlraiu  or  in  style. 

The  momenta  seemed  centiiriea  to  me,  nor  was  I  in  the 
least  reassured  at  the  prospect  «f  being  bought  for  a 
womaD.  Little  Cosmo,  at  Jaeobs^a,  had  told  me  that  para- 
eol-bandles  conid  rap  fearfully  hard,  and  smali,  high- 
hL-eled,  embroidered  boots  kick  with  exceeding  aapei'ity 
Bad  eeverity. 

Ab  I  you  people  neyef  gueaa  the  infiDite  woe  w&  dogs 
Buflcf  in  new  honifes,  under  strange  tyrannies  ^  you  never 
heed  bow  we  s brink  from  unfamllinr  hands,  and  shudder 
at  unfamiliar  voic»?a,  bow  lonely  we  feel  in  unknown 
placea,  how  acutely  we  dread  harshnesa,  novelty,  and 
Bcornful  treatment.  Doga  die  oftentimes  of  severance  from 
their  masters ;  there  ia  Grey  Fiiar'^  Bobby  now  in  Edin- 
buro''  Iowa  who  never  has  been  persuaded  to  leave  bia 
dead  owner's  grave  all  these  many  years  through.  Yoii 
Bee  Buoh  things,  but  you  are  indifferent  to  them.  "  It  ia 
cnly  a  dog,"  you  say;  "what  matlerif  the  brute  fret  to 
daath  ?" 

You  don't  understand  it.  of  course ;  you  who  so  soon 
forget  all  your  own  dead,  tbo  mother  tbat  bore  you,  the 
lalstreei^  that  loved  you,  the  friend  that  fought  with  you 
shoulder  to  shoulder  :— and  of  course,  also,  you  care  no- 
thing for  the  nieanurelesa  blind  pains^  the  mutOj  helpless 
Burrows,  the  vague,  lonely  terrois,  that  ache  in  our  little 
dumb  hearts. 

I  am  a  dog;  of  the  woild  now,- — oh,  yes, — j  :st  as  yoor 
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best  men  are  raeo  of  the  world.  But  I  tLink  to  most  of 
us  cynics  the  world  is  only  a  shield  of  hroti^ei, —  held  be- 
fore us  to  bide  the  breast-wound.  What  do  you  say  ? — . 
the  Bentimeat  is  uot  aenv^  I  am  well  aware;  but  it  is  em- 
phatically the  truth. 

1  hare  geeu  bo  many  of  these  shields,  so  hrilliant  and 
polished  and  propeu,  which  rang  f^o  hard  and  eo  keen, 
repelling'  the  sharpest  spcar-hends;  hut  the  hearis  tbat 
beat  under  them  throbbed, — throbbed  in  pain  till  tbey 
were  quiet  in  death.  If  you  have  not, — where  have  you 
li^ed  ? 

Well, — my  barter  this  moruing  In  the  little  rose-colored 
room  was  soon  effected,  and  the  purchaser  paid  for  me  in 
fouririsp  five-pound  notee,  Jacobstifcourseprotcstingthat 
I  was  worth  quite  treble  the  amount. 

I  was  thnnkfu!  when  be  was  g^one-,  no  fate  could  bo 
worse  thau  the  duranee-I  had  undergone  in  hiH  celiiars. 

Tho  young:  man  soon  after  passed  into  his  bed-chamber 
adjoining;  and  1  was  left  alnnc  with  a  veiy  big  dog;,  whom 
I  hnd  noticed  as^leep  in  the  window. 

He  reared  hmiself  up,  and  surveyed  cao;  I  likod  hlg 
look;  be  was  a  kingly  creaturCt  called  indeed  King  Ar- 
thur, and  I  thought  he  would  fight  my  battles  for  me 
whilst  1  was  ihere. 

I  am  brave  enoug-h  in  my  way;  but  T  have  necessarily 
far  more  mind  thau  matter;  and  a  little  Maltese  dog-  can 
no  more  find  courage  of  use  against  a  hound^s  fangs  or  a 
brute's  boot  than  your  chivalrous  soldier,  with  all  the 
blood  of  the  Cavaliers  in  him,  can  tind  his  avail  him  aug-ht 
against  your  dainty,  dcFilisb,  thirty-inch  shelly  with  ila 
pretfy  steel  domiaoea  of  slaughter. 

He  stared  at  me,  and  growled  a  little : 

"  Humph  I  BO  you  are  for  her!" 

"The  Russian  princess?"  I  asked  timidly,  feeling  that 
he  growled  at  her,  and  not  at  me, 

*'  Russian  prince3.s  P'  he  echoed,     "  Fiddlesticks  I*' 

'^  Shall  I  stay  here,  then  ?''  1  inquired. 

"No;  1  know  who  you  are  bought  for; — but  I  don't 
want  to  say,   1  iuive  lived  long  enough  to  learn  discretioQ," 

1  found  King  Arthur,  wln^a  I  knew  him  better,  the 
frankest   blindest,  most  easily  cheated  creature  ia  crev 
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Hon;  bat  it  ia  always  this  sort  of  cb&racter  that  shakes 
its  hoad  moet  sapiently  and  bGlieves  most  iaipliicitly  ia 
its  own  politic  reserve  I 

"Who  is  that  gentlGiuau  that  buys  me?"  I  ventured 
to  ask  him. 

"His  came?     Leopold  Lanoe." 

"  And  ts  be  your  owner,  toy  ?" 

'*  CJnodacsSt  no! — I  belong  to  Perry  Denzil ;  he  only 
litfL  me  here  while  he  weut  to  Paris.  He'il  be  back  to- 
night. Belong  to  little  Lance  T — no,  thank  you  I  I  hate 
this  mom  ;  oae  can't  turn  in  it  without  kuoeking:  some- 
thing down.  You  should  see  Denzirs  rooms,  big  as  barna, 
with  iiotliiii^less  eolid  than  oak,  and  bronze,  and  marble 
Iti  thenj.  This  place  ia  for  aU  the  world  like  n  woman's 
Btall  at  a  fancy-lair.  Women  do  send  hint  some  of  the 
knick-bnatkis — actresses  do  when  they  want  a  putf  iu  the 
Mouse,  and  wouldbo  fashionable  ladies  do  when  they 
want  a  line  ad  a  leader  of  society — but  for  the  most  part 
he  Ih]js  them  hitiiself,  and  then  bints  with  a  smile  or  a 
word  diat  they  come  from  the  Countess  of  somewhere,  or 
pretty  Mrs.  Thiiiganij.  Leo's  weakness  is  honne»  for- 
tunes^ and  when  be  don't  get  any,  he  makes  them  to  bia 
faney  ;  metamorphosing  how  d'ye  does  into  appointments, 
und  dinner-earda  into  leltera  of  intrig-ne,  just  as  your  cos- 
Ltumiers  turn  a  g-irl  out  of  the  streets  into  a  superb  Auo- 
Ffiyaitt,  till  a  man  spenda  his  whole  furtuue  on  the  very 
Sftme  creature  he  gave  a  peuoy  to  twelve  months  before 
ftt  a  crossing," 

Of  this  peroration  I  did  not  comprehend  one  word;  but 
it  sufficed  to  make  me  the  reverse  of  comfortable  as  to  my 
own  future  prospects.  Tlie  good-naiured,  gallant  King, 
perceived  my  perplexed  dismay,  and  hastened  to  comfort 
Dae. 

"You  win  bo  well  enough  where  you  are  going,"  he 
pftid.  "  If  you  were  a  man,  ehe  would  pluck  you  as  bare 
as  the  back  of  her  hatjd  ;  being  a  dog,  a  kick  of  her  boot — 
thirty  guineas  a  pair  her  boots  are,  real  silver  gilt  heels, 
tliat  go  cliek'daek  like  a  cavalry-man's  I — or  a  mouthful 
of  Cayenne  pepper  instead  of  biscuit,  or  some  little  triBe 
,  of  that  fiort,  will  be  the  worst  she  will  do  for  you,  And 
. Vaufreliiche  i%  there;  Fanfreluch^;  is  a  good  Utile  soul. 
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^ood  at  the  core,  you  know:  though  she's  a  liltle  devil 
wJLh  her  teeth  at  times,  and  the  vainest  creature  living;, 
bUc  is  Q8  stanch  as  steel,  and  ub  game  as  a  bantana-cock, 
and  ean  be  a  very  good  frleod  when  alie  likes.  Beaidea, 
1  will  have  a  care  of  you  myself;  I  sometimes  corao  there 
with  Denzil.  And  Peni'l  caa  never  look  me  straight  in  tlie 
hire,  isn^t  it  odd  ?  An  honest  dog's  eyes  always  daunt 
tboae  women.  They  seem  to  thick  that  we  scent  them 
out'  as  thieves ;  tlioiigh  ibeir  crowbars  may  only  be  cast 
fVitm  tho  niutal  of  harefacu'd  ^reed,  and  thuir  sLelutoii  ktiya 
inady  of  mtn's  broken  honor.'^ 

"  Pearl  ?  who  is  Pearl  V^  I  ititerropted  hhu. 

"  You  will  kiiowaoon  enough,"  bo  said  eurtly.  At  that 
moment  my  purchaser  returned  from  the  inuer  room, 
caug-ht  me  up,  and  fastened  with  g^real  care  on  my  collar 
a  pair  of  exquisito  Qligree  ear-rings,  slipped  mo  and  tbem 
Into  a  basket,  nud  gave  it  to  a  man  in  waiting,  who  de- 
parted with  roe  witbout  a  word. 

Of  course  of  where  we  went  I  had  no  knowledge ;  I 
was  in  almost  total  darkness.  The  ear-rings  1  would 
have  scratched  to  pieces  willingly  j  but  the  exceedingly 
narrow  space  in  which  1  was  conBned  prevented  my 
cramped  limbs  from  any  indulgence  in  guch  vengeance. 

The  journey  seemed  endless  to  mc. 

At,  length,  by  the  sounds  1  heard,  I  concluded  my  tem- 
porary abode  had  been  carried  into  a  house  and  into  a 
room,  1  thoup^bt  I  had  been  hours  in  that  wicker-wurk 
dungeon,  and  when,  on  the  lid  being  thrown  sharply  open, 
I  !*prang  out  on  a  piece  of  blue  velvet,  I  gave  a  sharp 
proluQ^ed  howl  of  misery. 

For  that  I  got  a  sharp  bos  on  the  ear  from  the  hand 
of  a  woman,  and,  looking  up,  I  saw  ihai  1  wag  on  the  Inp 
of  one  of  the  most  magniHeent  persons  it  has  ever  beeit 
my  fale  to  behold. 

Cut  ub  I — how  hard  her  hand  had  slapped  me  I 

She  read  a  note  that  lay  beside  me  with  some  effoftj  aa 
thoiigb  reading  ivere  unfamiliar  to  her,  laughing  a  little 
grimly  as  she  did  so;  ihen,,  tossing  it  aside,  clutched 
eagerly  at  the  ear-rings  lo  which  I  suppose  it  had  drawr. 
her  attention,  and  tui'e  theui  olT.  tnterly  regardless  of  the 
cuL-ld  \ji  my  baLr  that  she  plucked  awuy  with  them. 
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The  ornanienta  were  verj  elegant,  nod  their  GcDoese 
fiJi^ee  was  all  enriebed  with  jswelg-,  she  examiccd  them 
with  the  keeo  intenttiesa  of  a  testing  jeweler,  then  put 
them  aside  in  a  mosaii:  box  oci  a  table  near. 

The  apartment  was  a  small  octagoa  chamber,  all  blue 
ftod silver,  and  exceedingly  lusurioua  in  itsappoiiHmentfl; 
— geDuioG  luxury,  moreover,  and  not  the  aS'eciaiion  of  U 
that  bad  been  visible  in  tbu  mefetricioua  room^  of  tbe 
man  who  hjid  sent  mo  hither.  She  herself  was  si m pi j 
yuperb, — auiircii  in  blue  velvet  that  harmonized  with  htT 
chamber,  atid  was  relieved  bj  rich  old  lace  at  her  boaoni 
and  elbowR,  and  a  aiiifrle  largo  diumottd  at  lief  throat. 

The  tearitig  out  of  iny  hair  bad  hurt  mc  iLcxpreasibly ; 
and  I  Blu'it'ked  aloud  with  the  [laiu,  hiding  under  a  couch. 

She  g^iLVe  a  gestut'e  of  itUolferant  anger,  pulled  ma 
from  my  hidiug-placo,  shook  and  slapped  me  till  I  had  no 
senses  left,  and  then  flans'  ^^  aside  with  a  brutai  vio- 
lente  bo  thaC  I  fell  heavily  ou  the-sbarp  edge  of  the 
ormolu  fender. 

Then,  without  even  a  glance  tit  me>  she  swept  out  of 
the  dainty  bimdoir  with  the  mosaic  bos  in  her  band,  lead- 
ing Die  half  Btuuned  to  recover  as  I  might. 

I  was  rouaed  from  my  stupoi'  by  the  touch  of  a  very 
slender  cold  nose;  and,  looking  up  timidly,  I  saw  a  tiny 
fairy-like  form,  clad  in  bluo,  with  a  gold  circlet  of  bella 
rouud  its  throat, — a  "toy-terrier,"  in  point  of  fact,  who 
ranks  lu  our  species  much  as  your  petits  crBves  and  your 
pretty  cocodeUfini  rank  in  yours.  Thia  was  evidently  the 
liitlo  worldling  nf  wlioiii  £iii^  Arthur  had  spoken. 

"  I  iim  eallcil  Faofruhiuiief"  aaid  the  small  creature,  who 
bad  very  bright  eyea  aud  a  very  keen,  cociuettisb,  sharp 
little  face.  "  I  shall  be  sui*e  to  go,  now  you  are  come, 
tibe  L-haugei»  ua  almost  as  often  aa  she  ubaugea  them.^' 

"Wbom?" 

"Novel  miud,  my  dear,  You  are  a  child  !  She  hurt 
you,  1  am.  afraid  1  She  can  he  very  violcnb  if  you  rouse 
her '' 

"  Indeed  she  can/'  aaid  I  with  a  shudder.  "  Who  is  she, 
pray?    Can  you  tell  me  ?" 

Eanfreliicho  grinned  significantly. 

"My  dear,  I  know  aa  much  about  her  as  moat  people, 
10 
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but  I  can  only  tell  you  wbat  she  calls  heisGir,  and  tbat  ia 
Laura  Pearl/' 

"  And  what  docs  she  do  ?" 

Fanfreluche  showed  agaia  ber  little  sharp  white  teeth. 

"EveryUiinjj,  my  dear,  that  was  ever  iaveoted  by  the 
devil  and  improvod  on  by  woraeti." 

I  shudJei'cil  agaia;  even  \n.  tbat  little  raarket-town  in 
the  Poak  the  people  had  seemed  to  take  it  so  aneoinfort- 
alily  for  granted  that  the  devil  and  the  fair  sex  always  were 
ill  partQL^rship  and  f^ood  accord! 

"13  she  a  lady?"  1  inquii'cd  tijliidly. 

"  My  precioua  inuocpnt,  she  has  some  of  the  finest 
jewels  in  the  world  That  luakea  a  ladj,  don't  it  ?  She 
bfis  fine  horses  ;  fine  servants  ;  fine  winea;  the  best  {'ook, 
the  best  laces,  the  best  everything'.  A  lady? — oh,  yes  I — 
the  girl  thnt  ecIIb  eipars,  the  ballerina  that  dances  in 
gauze,  the  house-maidB  that  HWeep  the  steps,  they  are  a!I 
ladies  now,  ibankn  to  jarji^ou  and  the  penny  press." 

1  did  [lot  understand,  but  Fanfreludie  evidently  con- 
eidered  she  had  said  aometliing'  very  witty. 

"  Are  you  woftb  much  ?  I  doubt  not:  you  come  from 
a  very  bad  lot,"  she  continued,  a  little  superciliously.  "  I 
wonder  what  Beltraa  will  think  of  you.  Anythui^  ho 
praises  is  chi'D  directly.  He  said  my  shape  was  exquisite 
one  morninj^;  and  I  went  up  ioBtantly  from  twenty  to 
fifly-five  guineas." 

The  little  wicked  thirif,^  looked  bo  immeasurably  vam 

und  self-conscious,  as  she  twisted  her  head  askance  to  get 

a  ftigbt  of  hur  tiny  coral  collar  with  Wa  row  of  gold  bella, 

ihat  she  disgusted  me,  pretty  aud  worldly-wia©  iboug-h 

'    Bhc  was. 

"  You  cannot  be  so  very  much  more  'chic'  than  I,"  I 
prowled  sulkily,  "  since  you  confess  you  are  to  be  sent 
away  now  Ihat  I  am  come." 

Fanfreluche  sneered  a  little;  with  an  indulgent  good 
nature,  liowc;ver- 

"  Rlcas  tlie  baby!"  she  cried,  aa  thoujrh  she  had  beeu 

a  mtitron  and  a  ma&tlff  at  the  least.     "  What  au  ignor&- 

^  muB  It  ia  !     Why,  my  dear,  she  will  sell  you  as  soon  aa 

she  shall  have  bad  yon  a  mouth  or  two.  She  sells  us  all ; 

»nd  the  more  we  are  worth  the  quicker  we  go  ; — provided 
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Bb.T  can  do  it  tloc^nlly,  Tfiey  don't  koow  that,  jo\i  sea 
Oh,  no  1^ — we  are  always  '  stolen'  or  '  lost,'  she  tells  thenx 
And  ihcy  are  such  out-and-out  fools — they  believe  it! 
And  then  they  tieiid  her  clhers  to  replace  us;  and  tho 
game  g'oes  on  again;  aud  altogetber  she  mokes  a  very 
pi-city  anoual  perquisite  out  of  hei'  'pets  1'" 

*'t^hemurib  be  a  very  wicked  womatil"  I  said  indig- 
nanrly,  in  my  burry, 

*"Not  much  goodI''riOTd  the  little  creature  carelossTy. 
''*I  don't  know  that  tbo's  worse  tliUQ  scores  of  otljcrs, 
Ihoug-h.  There  was  Fredegonde,  that  I  lived  with  last 
year  in  Par)^— wby^  Fredegonde  would  eat  up  a  hundred 
men  a  quarler,  and  all  the  youugeat  and  the  brightest  and 
the  best  too;  and  do  end  of  them  boys,  wellotgh  young 
enongb  to  be  her  owa  sons  I '^ 

"Are  they  cannibals,  these  woaooen  V^  I  cried,  utterly 
bewildered. 

Fanfreluche  grianed  sardonically. 

''Yea,  my  dear;  all  caDnLhal^j.  And  they  eat  bonea 
and  all, — eruncli^crunch— cruocb, — and  g^et  rich,  and 
laugh,  and  fare  gayly  over  the  brainleea  skulls  they  have 
sucked  dry,  and  the  hearts  they  have  torn  out  and  de- 
voured!'' 

I  had  a  dim  perception  that  Fanfreluche  was  speaking^ 
metaphorieally,  but  I  was  not  sure ;  and  her  worda  made 
mo  very  ill  at  ease.  It  was  horrible  to  be  iu  the  posses 
gioD  of  a  mtLQ-eater. 

"  There  cornea  Lizzie,  I  have  to  go  out  with  her,  but 
I  will  see  you  again,"  said  the  little  lady,  ag  a  pleasant- 
visaged  maid  uppnared  at  the  doorway. 

•■  Why  are  you  g^oing  out  V 

"To  he  ']o8t,' I  riijro  sey.  But  I  don't  inteod  to  ha 
ItJ&t  to-dsy  ;  I  want  to  seo  more  of  you.  Tou  amose  mo; 
you  avo  such  qji  iiiuoceutl  You  will  soon  lose  alJ  that, 
to  \m  suie.  This  is  a  capital  place  for  learuing  tho  world 
and  its  trieka.  Poet*  my  blue  jackut  ajt  right?  I  can't 
heap  it  to  wrinkle.     BeUran  admires  my  figure  ao  much." 

"The  jacket's  all  right,"  said  I  peevishly,  scarcely 
looking  at  the  little,  tight-fitting,  azure  silk  coat  that  ahe 
wore.     "  And  who's  Beltran?" 

"  I'll  tell  you  when  I  come  back.     Ta^ta,  little  ono," 
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cried  FunfrelucLs,  hastening  awaj  to  the  chime  of  her 
tiny  goldon  hells. 

I  wag  very  sorry  she  was  gone  ;  there  seemed  a  certaia 
kindliness  in  her,  despite  ber  aiisumptiou  of  cynicism  and 
her  uufeLMiuinti  chatter;  and  tboug-h  uhti  scofleii  at  &  guud 
deal,  I  tboag-ht  slie  sorrowed  also  for  some  thing's. 

Left  alone.  1  glanced  timidly  arunud  th«  rooni  where  1 
lay  curled  imtkr  a  ygfa;  I  was  lookinjj  everywhere  fur 
tbe  bleaohiiiy  skuUri.  and  the  broken  banes,  of  all  the  pr.or 
wretelies  wLioni  bht  declared  had  been  devoured  here.  I 
saw  uuLliin^  of  the  kind,  ami  I  began  to  think  that  5he 
must  have  been  IbuHify  me  when  ehe  talked  uf  this  elegant 
boiiduir  iiy  ft  Blau^liUcr-house. 

I  saw,  indeed,  golden  tazze,  costly  china,  exquisite  pic- 
tures, Oriental  stuiTH,  Bilks,  and  tiatins,  and  furtj,  ii  niala- 
cbito  vase,  a  jasper  table,  ti.  littlo  ivory  prayer-book,  with 
the  twisted  raonograra  in  turquoisca  and  puarls  upon  iho 
cover.  Were  tbese  wbat  the  skeletons  and  the  skulls  had 
been  transmuted  into  by  the  modern  crucible  uf  vyual 
passion  and  unscrupulous  greed  F 

This  soliitiun  of  bur  mystery  did  not  occur  to  me  then; 
but  now  I  know  well  that  ft  was  tho  inght  one. 

For  several  hours  Fanfreluehe  never  returned.  I  waa 
!eft  wholly  to  Bolitude.  I  became  fearfuHy  hungry,  but 
no  one  brought  me  anything  to  eat;  and  in  the  end,  liko 
a  child,  as  1  edll  was,  I  sobbed  myself  to  sleep,  thinking 
Vit  1  would  give  all  tho  world  to  exchange  the  emhroid- 
cred-aatin  cushion  into  whieb  I  fiank^  fui"  a  bed  of  mosa 
uuder  Beu'.-4  old  pines. 

It  was  nearly  dark  when  I  was  awakened  by  a  dainty 
chime  uf  fairy  like  beUs,  and  bebeld  Faulreluche  by  my 
coiieli. 

"Well,  my  dear  P'  she  began  in  ber  pert,  pal-foniging 
way.  "  Uow  have  yuu  been?  iJull  enough,  poor  littla 
wretch.  I  have  had  no  end  of  fun,  I  have  been  out 
driving  with  ber,  in  the  carriage,  shopping  and  flirting 
all  this  time.  I  love  to  go  to  the  shops  ;  we  are  first-rate 
customers,  you  know  ;  we  always  pay  our  bills,  we  do  in- 
deed. You  see  we  can  afford  to  be  honest;  it'salwayg 
one  ^tthem  that  writes  the  checks  T  And  how  spleadidly 
the  ailk-mercerB,  and  the  jewelers^  &ad  the  milliners,  and 
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the  florists,  and  tbe  fTuiterera  serre  nst  jon  Bee  we  pay 
very  mucb  better  than  the  great  ladies  do  ;  we've  got  the 
great  men's  money,  and  their  wives  have  oot.  Tbat'H 
haw  it  is  Why,  when  I  go  into  tbe  bonbon-sellers', 
they  Btuff  mymoutb  full  with  sweetmeats  and  macaroons: 
they  wouldn't  pay  all  that  attcotion  to  a  mere  duehes&^B 
dog  I" 

"  Is  it  such  a  great  thing  to  be  a — Pearl  V    I  asked 
lie^^itatmgly. 

■"  A  magnificent  thiaj;  ]"  said  Fanfreluche,  with  a  emack 
of  her  iipa.  "All  the  fat  of  the  land,  my  dear.  And  all 
the  cream  of  the  milk.  Theie  was  a  time,  you  know, — 
IVe  heard  my  grandmother  talk  of  it, — when  it  was  a 
great  thing  to  be  a  great  lady;  one  of  the  hoada  of  the 
nobility,  yon  know.  You  set  the  fashion;  you  ruled  the 
tone;  yon  shaped  the  society;  you  could  ban  with  a 
frown,  or  elevate  with  a  smile;  you  were  besieged  for 
your  hall -tickets,  and  you  were  the  cynosure  of  all  eyes 
ia  your  dress.  But  now— bless  your  heart I^ — if  you  are 
a  '  grande  rfams,'  yon  nre  just  nowhere.  Nowhere  at 
all,  except  for  wretched  little  puddling  political  purposes, 
if  you  beloug  to  a  'Party.'  As  for  aM  the  rest, — Pearl 
and  that  lot  have  it.  If  you,  tho  great  lady,  boie  men 
with  exclusivism,  they  levant  and  go  off  to  Pearl  et  Cie ; 
if  you  waut  to  role  them  with  a  light  hand,  they  kick 
over  the  truces,  and  laugh  at  you  with  Pearl  et  Cie  ;  if 
you  Woa't  be  a  dowdy,  out  of  the  fashion,  you  must  fol- 
low the  modes  that  Pearl  et  Cie  set ;  if  you  buy  a  fan,  if 
you  goto  an  opera,  if  you  drive  a  new-fashioned  equipage, 
if  you  adopt  a  costly  costume,  whether  you  like  it  or  oot, 
whether  you  know  it  or  not.  you  aro  merely  obeying  the 
lead  of  Pearl  et  Cie.  I  have  beard  old  Lord  Brune  talk 
of  the  puIl'S  and  I'cgulationa  of  Almaek's  when  he  wag  a 
youth — graciousi  the  men  of  our  day  wouhln't  stand  one 
of  them.  They'd  leave  the  Patrorieases  to  dance  »  minu- 
etle  in  Bolitude,  and  come  and  make  chtilf  of  the  old 
women  over  Pearl  et  Cie's  claret  and  chickeol" 

And  Fanfrelocho  Btopped  to  take  breath,  having  fairly 
preached  herself  out  of  it. 

1  was  very  much  bewildered,  and  not  all  clear  as  to 
vf  ha^  m'ne  might  mean. 
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"Then  tbese  Pearls  are  the  rc&I  sorereigns  of  the 
world?"  I  v^entured  to  suggest,  glnncing  at  the  turquoise- 
studded  prayer-book,  which  looked  made  for  a  Chapel 
Royal. 

Kaufrelacbe  Mlosved  my  glaDce,  and  j^riuDed,  till,  what 
with  her  red  lips,  bcr  white  teelh,  and  lier  coal-black  eyes, 
aliG  looked  for  alt  the  woi'ld  vory  much  like  a  Pery  amall 
tlevil, 

"  Oh,  yes!  We  go  to  church,  my  dear;  wg  are  very 
religious,  I  assure  youl  Sovereigns,  did  you  ask? — lo 
be  sure ;  and  aovereigas  yuM  know  always  did  have  a  nice 
knack  of  pillaging  e/yryi>udy  right  and  left,  aud  then 
dyisig  ia  the  full  odor  of  eaaclity.  We,  now  aad  then, 
die  ia  a  hotel,  it's  tiue,  (iftcr  all  oiir  brilliancy,  if  we  loae 
our  beauty  very  early ;  but  then  bo  do  the  soverei^^nSj  by 
the  way,  if  they  happen  to  lose  their  crowiia.  So  the 
paralkd  fits  both  ways.  Yes! — they  rale,  do  Pearl  et 
Cie.  Jf  they  only  saved  their  money  ofteuer,  and  lost 
their  tempera  loss  often,  if  they  only  didn't  disjuolve  Ihuir 
dianiondjj  ia  vinegar,  nw  ft  were,  and  lly  irito  passions 
with  their  very  best  friiiuds  and  paymasters,  they  might 
rule  the  world.  They  do  rule  the  bigger  half  of  it  aa 
it  ia." 

"  But  why  do  men ?" 

Faafreluehe  interrupted  me,  taming  up  her  small  thin 
uoae. 

•*  My  dear  1  Men  like  to  be  cheated,  and  pillaged,  and 
sworn  at,  aad  made  fools  of,  ftod  ruined  ;^they  do  posi- 
tively relish  it.  Or  if  tbay  don't,  how  should  Pearl  et 
Cie  possess  the  power  men  let  them  possess  ?  A  fact  is 
a  fact,  you  know.  No  good  being  blind  lo  it  Tho  sua 
will  etay  in  the  heavens,  however  you  may  blmk  at 
him " 

"Thea  you  think *?" 

"  That  the  devil  iiimself  drilled  womea  ;  and  capital  for^ 
agera  he  made  of  them  r*  fiiiapped  Fanfreluthe.  "They 
don't  stand  steady  fire,  they  won't  fight  on  the  square,  and 
they  never  can  carry  out  a  campaign  logieaUy ;  but  for 
fiharp'shootiug,  and  pillaging,  and  gkirmi^^hiug,  there  ara 
no  guerrillas  like  them.  Hungry,  ai'e  you  T  Poor  little 
fedow  I     Well,  they  will  be  dining  ik  \  couple  of  hours  i 
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then  I'll  take  you  down-stairs.  We  live  very  well  here, 
very  well  indeed.  1  Derer  touch  a  booe — on  principle: — . 
we  give  them  nil  away  to  the  poor  of  tbe  parish.  Ab,  my 
dear  t  you  dcn^t  dream  how  religious  we  are  P' 

And  the  tiny  cventure — she  waa  very  niueh  smaller  than 
I — grinned  again  fto  Jtaliolieally  that  it  positively  fri^^ht- 
cned  me  to  be  in  h(tr  presence, 

"When  I  say  we  live  well/^  phe  resumed,  seeminpr 
di;arly  to  love  ber  own  chatttT,  "  of  course  I  speak  with 
ft  reservation.  Men  and  women  spoil  all  thoy  eat  with 
their  bnrbafoua  fashion  of  cooking-  it.  Hania  boiled  in 
Madeira.^pig'eono  stiGwod  with  cl'ianipag'nes,, — -chickena 
smashed  up  wUli  tomatoes,— duckfj  bigorres  with  Scvillo 
oranges, — lobsters  drowned  in  oil  aod  sanceg^ — oysters 
crow(k-d  with  truffles  and  niusbrooma, — bah  1  it  mnkea 
you  mad  to  think  of  it.  Every  dog  kuows  better  tLan  to 
Bpoil  two  goud  things  with  oco  another;  we  like  tbe 
Binii>le  flavor,  each  ritli  in  itself.  Who  ever  saw  a  dog  put 
two  things  Id  hm  laionth  at  one  tinio?  But  these  barba- 
rians put  a  hundred, — the  flavors  of  a  hundred,  at  the 
least.  And  then  thijy  call  that  Babel  of  contradicting' 
essences  and  anomalous  tastes  'good  cookery ^^  and  tho 
concocter  of  it  is  dubbed  a  *chcf  J'  Bah  I  I  long  to  bite 
tbe  legs  of  every  ono  of  tho  cordons  bleua  !'' 

I  fiDSWered  nothing:  of  course  milk  and  bread  and  a 
trifle  of  cold  meat  had  been  my  only  food,  and  I  knew  no 
aore  of  what  she  meant  than  of  the  flavors  of  the  dishea 
she  mentioned. 

But,  like  everybody  who  cannot  tell  a  truffle  from  a 
tomato,  I  ke[>t  a  discreet  iiilenee,  at)d  determined  to  ahow 
myself  a  thorough  gourmet  by  liking  nothing-  when  I 
lasted  it 

"Of  course,"  continued  tho  liliputianlady,  with  intense 
Bpite,  "Laura  Pearl  never,  I  will  be  bound,  having  eaten 
anything  except  cabbages  and  blaek  bread  in  her  early 
day3,  will  never  now  he  tonteot  with  anything  except  the 
brands  that  are  a  guinea  the  bottle,  and  eatables  that  are 
sis  mofiths  al  least  before  tlieirdue  season.  Hyr  dinners 
and  supjuers  have  every  viue  uf  the  faslhionable  school 
stuffed  iuto  them.  That,  fellow  in  the  kitchen  gets  a  htin- 
twed  and  fifty  a  year ;  and  all  he  does  is  to  turn  good  food 
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Into  clap  trap  'comp6tefi/  while  hia  ^aviea  are  all  g-lazo, 
•ind  hia  pates  all  papper.  But,  goodness  1  you  know  no- 
thing about  all  inia ;  you  are  a  baby.  Hold  your  tongue, 
anii  let  me  Hb  quiet;  or  Boltran  will  tel]  me  my  cyce  ara 
red,  and  say  I  mustn't  have  any  chicken," 

"Is  Beltraa  omnipotent  here  ?^* 

Fanfreluohe  showed  ber  teeth. 

"Just  now,  my  dear — yes  I^^ 

"  Who  ]&  lie  ?     You  eairl  you  would  tell  me." 

"  Beltrau  ?  Oh,  you  little  asgl  1  thought  everybofly 
from  Paris  to  Patagonia  knew  Vere  Bciltran.  There  iBn't 
a  creature  betltr  known ;  where  on  earth  have  you  lived  ?^* 

"Not  in  the  world,"  J  said  humbly,  feeHug  i'earfully 
a^haiikedi  like  the  little  eoward  1  waa,  of  niy  d^ar  old  Ben 
and  Lis  little  cot-tag'e. 

"One  can  gueea  that,  innocent,  without  your  telling 
one.  Well,  since  you  don't  know  anything,  esi)ect  to  be 
pretty  considerably  astonished  :  woVe  enough  lo  take  the 
hair  off  the  head  of  any  utieducated  being." 

"  Are  you  so  very  wHjIied,  thou  ?" 

"Wicked!  xvbat  a  silly  old-t'aHhEoned  word  !  My  dear 
child,  we're  only  a  trifle  fa&t  and  very  intensely  fashion- 
able. Wirfcedl — g;ood  gL'udoue,  uo  I  And  if  scandal- 
mong-era  say  thai  we  play  a  trifle  too  high,  why,  it  is  very 
nialicioua  of  theu),  and  our  roulette- wheel  is  only  a  pretty 
toy  that  anybody  may  buy  for  a  pfuinea  i" 

And  Funfreluche  grinned  afresh. 

"But  who  is  Beltran?"  I  jmrHued. 

"You'll  see  him,"  said  FauFreluche  pettiabty,  "fle'8 
a  very  good  fellow,  though  the  world  lioD't  ihJDk  fio;  bo 
owns  the  Coronet,  you  know " 

"  The  public  house  ?"  I  asked,  for  opposite  Bill  Jacobe's 
there  waa  an  inn  with  that  eign,  very  much  frequented 
by  thieves  apd  dog-fanciers  and  blaekguarda  of  all  aorta. 

"  Public  iiout'ey  good  HeavenB,  no  I    Our  theater  I" 

"  A  iheaterl  Does  he  drrsa  m  green  and  spangles,  and 
carry  a  long  white  whip  ?"  I  demanded  hreathlesfely,  ibink" 
ing  of  the  uiaguffieent  persona  1  had  helield  outside  the 
booth  at  the  wakes  in  the  Peaks,  nod  btjiieving  itiat  T 
should  Ehow  tbat  I  also  knew  the  world. 

Fanfreluc*  ^  screamed  till  tehe  choked  herself. 


nE  fS  LAuifcnsD  mro  life. 


"Ob,  yuu  fkn-r  lUUo  f^Jriipletnii ! — you're  as  gooi  (is  a 
play  yuui'self.  Wliy,  Bultrati  \&  a  viscuuiit,  you  little 
fool ;  and  he  only  kee|m  the  Curorictashe  keeps  his  horse, 
Bad  his  valet,  and  liis  tiyiir-catse ;  hia  name  don't  show, 
you  koow;  old  Aaron  is  the  only  man  the  public  ever 
LearB  of;  the  actidj^  manager,  you  kuow, — villaltioua  old 
screw  I" 

"Lord  Bcltran  ia  very  rich,  then  ?" 

*' He  oufj^ht  to  be!" — and  she  gazed  into  the  Qre  with 
an  expre&sioii  that  \vn.s  plaintive  and  very  aeriona  for  thia 
cyijical,  worldly-wisE!,  frivuloua  young-  lady. 

"  But  he  l&  not  ?"  I  ventured  to  inl'ei', 

*'  Who  snjs  BO  ?  It*3  no  business  of  yours  or  of  minQ 
if  he  isn't  1"  retorted  FaiilVeluehe  quite  fiercely.  I  per- 
ceived that,  with  all  her  wickydneas,  she  was  a  loyal  little 
thing  to  her  friends,  amoD^st  whom  this  Beltraa  seemed 
lo  stand  foremost, 

"  Was  it  he  who  boug-ht  mc  and  sent  me  here  V  I  in- 
quired, to  change  the  subject. 

Whereon  Fanfreluche  hecame  her  own  sardonic  and 
Bcoffing  self  once  move. 

"Pooh I  no.  He's  an  awful  fool;  but  he's  not  quite 
Buch  a  fool  aa  to  purehaae  a  thing*  of  Bill  Jacobs.  Any 
dug  Bill  Bells  he  steals  again  In  a  month  or  two.  Dou'C 
look  so  frijjhtoned.  Laura  will  sell  you  herself,  most  likely, 
befortj  Bill  jjets  a  chance.  Set  a  thief  to  foil  a  thief,  you 
knuv/l" 

"A  thief!"  I  tiiurmuredf  unfible  to  reconcile  such  lan- 
guage with  a  lady  of  whom  I  had  just  heard  as  one  of  the 
BOPerei*^na  of  the  world.  ''But  who  ia  that  maq,  thcL, 
who  sent  me  here  ?"    , 

"  Leo  Lance,  ray  doar.     Only  an  author  I" 

"But  be  {,''avo  twenty  pounds  fof  me." 

"■  Did  he  ?  Oh  I-^and  the  ear-rings  were  two  hundred 
the  pair.  Yes,  1  know  ;  that's  just  the  pi'jce  he  g-ot — -Bel- 
Iran  gave  it  him — for  that  new  little  thing;  they  are  going 
lo  play.     And  he  spends  Beltran's  money  so  I — Gkul .'" 

Aud  the  Binall  dame  clicked  ber  little  white  teeth  like 
the  teeth  of  a  trap.  1  saw  something'  was  wrong;  bat  I 
was  not  aware  what  it  might  be. 

"Beltran's  such  an  awful  fool^  you  kiii)w/'  abe  ex- 
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plained.  "He's  one  of  the  clevereat  men  on  eai'th,  and 
keen  as  au  eagle  in  some  things ;  but  wbere  tbere's  a  quca- 
tiua  of  money,  or  women,  or  play,  orkindliuess,  pouhl — 
be's  ft  dowurigbt  blind  bat,  au  idiot  I  He  paya  Leu  Lance 
for  a  burlesciuo  be  clida't  want,  out  of  pure  fe^ood-nature— 
do  you  supposti  be  dreams  tbut  the  Mouse  \a,y^  tbo  gold 
out  in  tryiiiy;  to  steal  bis  Hii&tress  ?" 

"1  dou't  kuow,  1  am  sure,"  I  muttered  vaguely,  noi 
havitig  au  idea  wbat  ebe  nioant.  "The  Mouaol^^wbat 
bn?e  tuice  to  do  with  burlesques,  and  wbat  uiay  bur- 
ItatjUcs  be,  pray?'^' 

"A  burlesque,  u]y  sweet  little  diaisy,"  exploiuisd  my 
patroness,  "  its  an  epitome  of  llie  tendency  of  this  age  to 
reduce  everytliiug  of  beroiu  stitlure  lo  pigmy  proportiona, 
and  to  render  Tidiuulous  all  ibat  other  agea  bave  vener- 
ated. A  burlesque  is  tbe  resource  of  writers  witbout 
wit  J  the  grmntn^'  mas^k  wlieivby  they  conceal  tbelr  in- 
ability to  laugh  the  laugh  of  humor;  the  juggtingof  word^ 
and  phraaca  with  wbicb  tbcy  counterfeit  the  lludibrastic 
Btreiugtb  and  tbo  Eabi:tlal:3iau  mirtb  that  is  not  iu  them 
nor  Iq  tbcir  times.  Tbere  J — tbat  id  not  mine  \  1  beard 
Deny  DLUizil  say  it;  so  take  it  for  wbat  it  is  wortU.  Aa 
J"or  tiie  Miee — tbat  is  a  uamc  we  give  Leo  Lance,  and 
Dcrry,  and  a  few  others.  TboyVe  a  paper  they  call  the 
Jl/owse,— a  sort  of  burlesquo  itscli',  only  Dunail  pours  real 
acid  into  it.,— and  tbey  ai'o  all  mice  tbat  write  for  it :  aud 
there's  nothing  they  don't  nibble  at,  (lud  tbe  trap^  not 
Bet  yet  that  can  caLeh  them.  But,  for  mercy's  sake,  do 
bold  your  tongue,  and  let  me  be  quiet  and  get  some  sleep. 
Wake  me  when  tbe  clock  strikes  eight,  aud  don't  Bay  a 
syllable  earlier." 

And  &be  eurkd  herself  up  aud  Blept,  and  no  e^orts  of 
mine  could  sroosfc  her.  As  for  me,  I  sat  the  whole  time 
bolt  upright,  quivering  all  over  with  excitement; — mice^ 
actors,  thieves,  sovereigns,  cheese-baited  trapa,  and  ivory 
pray ei*' books,  cbasiug  each  other  in  wild  confusion  nad 
iliscord  through  my  brain. 

Into  what  a.  wolld  I  had  alighted  t 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


Hfi  SE£3  B00IE1?Y. 


Pbeoi8F.lt  aa  the  time-piece  cliioied  ei^bt  hours,  Fan* 
frelucbe  a^oke  a^od  sliook  iierself. 

"Come  down,"  she  said.  "  They  will  he  soon  at  dinner. 
Il*9  an  off-week  at  the  Coronet, — Eaater,  you  know.  ■  You 
Bee,  we're  so  pioiia ;  we  keep  the  feasts  and  the  fasts  of 
the  church.  Now  don^t  you  mind  if  she  raps  you  bard 
with  her  fan-handle,  or  if  the  Mice  hit  cbampa^ne-corka 
at  you  ;  if  yon  make  an  atom  of  noise  youll  be  tui'ued 
out  of  the  rooTii." 

"Are  the  Mice  alwaya  here?"  J  [nquiredj  dreading 
these  untrappabic  rodents. 

"  You  silly  I  Of  course  not.  But  they  come  pretty  often  j 
— with  the  others.  Beltran*a  wioea  Jire  eicelloat— ^" 

"  But  is  it  Beltran'8  house,  then  ?" 

"Oh,  you  little  doukeyl  of  course  not  I"  cried  my  chape- 
ron, exaapcratyd.  "Of  course  it'a  not  his  bouse; — only 
he  pajs  fat'  it  and  for  cv^erythioff  ju  it  [  Cau*t  you  put 
two  and  two  together?  Come  aion^l  You  wlU  fmd  the 
disbes  hum  your  mouth;  that  cook,  tliough  they  think  so 
much  of  him,  ba^  only  one  idea  of  seabouiQg; — and  that 
one  lies  iu  the  pepper-pot  1" 

With  tbis  she  ti'otted  through  the  half-opened  door,  antl 
down  the  pretty  stairuase  with  its  gilded  balustrade  and 
its  faright-hued  carpets,  and  into  the  dainty  hall,  mosaic- 
pavcn,  and  QUed  with  bot-house  Sowers  and  amall  oraug-o- 
trees. 

She  led  the  way  into  a  room  that  literally  dazzled  me 
as  I  entered  it;  it  seemed  one  sheet  or  light ;  a  miniature 
sun  iu  the  blue  arc  of  the  ceiling-  shed  down  its  rays,  the 
atmosphere  waa  heavily  sceuted  with  paatllles  and  flowers 
the  table  seemed  ablaze  with  gold  and  stiver,  and  the  bang- 
injfs  nf  the  walla  were  aauxe  satin,  ailver-s:arred. 
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Tiicre  were  seven  or  eiglit  people  round  tbevable  ;  and 
a  voicu  called  FiinlVtluchc.  She  obeyed  its  call;  aod  I 
crept  timidly  after  Iter,  aud  jj^azed  around  from  a  safe  posi- 
tion uniici'  i%  cLair, 

There,  takin^^  coorAge,  I  g;laiiced  round  the  room.  I 
recognized  my  piirchaaer,  and  I  reuiig-nized  uiy  niiMtressi 
—the  latter  dazzled  my  uyca  Uka  the  »UD-dian<ielier  abovn 
lie  ad. 

Siieaueniod  litei'uHy  on  fire  with  the  aii[ierb  rubios  thai 
glittered  all  07cr  her  and  abone  like  t^piirkd  of  llame  upon 
the  exquisite  whiteness  of  her  skiu.  Plame-colored  ruhea 
gleamed  under  the  blaek  shower  of  her  liioes  ;  her  scarlet 
pomtgrimute-liko  lip^.  the  rich  flnsh  on  her  cbeeks,  lb''' 
luster  of  hur  great  brown  eyes, — all  were  full  of  eolor 
glowing  like  the  hues  in  a  stained-g-lass  pietm-e  when  a 
red  autuniJi  buq  strcauia  Lhruugh  it.  It  was  a  perfect 
beiiuty  of  its  kind. 

The  splendid  lips  bad  a  cruel  sensualUy  ;  the  splendid 
eyes  had  it  hard  rapacity;  the  splendid  riiddy-tintedi  hair 
shaded  a  brow  that  had  the  low  brutal  ignorance  of  tho 
Bava^e  set  on  it.  But — with  all  that  youth,  that  color, 
that  luagniQeence  of  loveliness,  who  remembered  theae  1 

Not  they,  certea,  who  sat  around  her  board. 

Ah,  fools  1  when  you  gaze  oti  the  "  Qowerdike  face"  of 
a  woman,  du  you  ever  puuso  to  notice  where  the  animal- 
ism speaka  throug-li  it? — the  yreed,  the  cruelty,  the  lust, 
the  ignorance  ? 

Animalism  do  I  say  ?  I  hare  lived  now  so  long  in  yout 
world  and  its  cant,  that  J  have  caught  np  all  its  jargon. 

"Aflinialism,"  forsooth  I — a  more  unfair  word  don't 
esii^t.  When  we  animals,  never  drink  escept  jut^t  enoa.a;ii 
to  satisfy  thirst,  never  eat  except  when  we  have  geuuiae 
appetites,  never  iudulge  in  any  sortof  debautli,  and  nover 
Btrain  ejccess  till  we  sink  into  the  slough  of  satiety,  shall 
"aoimaliam^'  bo  a  word  to  designate  all  that  men  and 
women  dare  to  do? 

"AninialibQi!"  you  ought  to  blush  for  euch  a  libe!  on 
Qur  iunoteni  and  i'ea6onftbl'&  lives  when  you  regard  your 
own  I  You  men  who  scorch  your  throats  with  ulcobola  ; 
and  kill  your  livers  with  absinthe;  and  squanider  your 
gjld  in  the  Kursaal,  and  the  Circle,  and  tho  Arlington; 
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a&A  have  thirty  services  at  your  dinn^ir  betwixt  soup  aad 
the  ''chasse;"  and  cannot  spend  a  summer  afteraooQ  ia 
(.•omrni't  ualeaa  you  be  drinkiog  deep  Ibe  intoxication  of 
hazftrrt  ia  your  dei^jts  and  your  bels  oti  the  Heatli,  or  the 
DownH  at  Hurliu^bam,  or  at  TaUersairs.  You  womeu 
who  s*il  your  souls  for  bits  of  stooea  dnj^  from  the  bowela 
of  the  eavth;  who  stake  your  honor  for  a  loiigth  of  lace 
two  cttiHuri*;a  old  ;  who  I'eplaco  the  hloooi  your  passions 
have  bdinished  with  the  red  of  [w^soued  pi-^uieut.-i;  wliu 
wi'Batho  your  aching  heads  witli  purtbastid  trcasos  torn 
from  prisons,  madhouseSj  and  coIfiQ3 ;  wlio  speud  your 
lJ7e3  m  one  iuceaaaat  Hltuggle,  first  the  riviihy  of  TJiaity 
and  then  tbo  rlvah-y  of  ambition  ;  who  deck  out  greod  and 
seliifthDeiiS  and  worship  of  station  or  of  gold  as  "loire," 
and  then  wonder  that  your  hapless  dupes,  seizitig  the  idol 
that  you  offer  them  as  worthy  of  their  worship,  fling  it 
from  thcui  with  a,  curse,  fiuding  it  dumb,  and  deaf^  and 
Merciless,  a  thing  of  wood  and  stono. 

■'Animalism,"  forsooth  I— God  knows  it  would  be  well 
for  you,  hero  and  heweafter,  mco  and  women  both,  were  you 
only  patient,  coatineut,  and  single-minded,  only  failLful, 
gentle,  and  long-suffering,  as  are  the  brutes  that  you 
mock,  and  misuse,  and  vilify  in  the  supreme  blindness  of 
Jour  egregious  vanity  I 

Frum  beneath  my  chair  I  surveyed  with  Some  interest 
nnd  with  more  trepidation  tho  sociaty  around  the  bau- 
queting-table  of  Laura  Pearl,  while  Fanfrcluche,  kindly 
squatting  near  me^  di'ew  my  attentiou  to  each  personage 
in  turra. 

"  Look  yonder,  at  that  tall  sleoder  man  farthest  frona 
Pearl,"  she  murmured  to  me  in  that  language  which,  like 
the  uttemneea  of  the  fairies,  canuot  be  beard  by  the  gross 
ears  of  human  creatures.  By  the  wajj  with  all  your 
vaunted  superiority,  a  fly  can  eclipse  you  in  sight,  a  bird 
in  volitaiiun,  a  wasp  in  architecture,  a  bee  in  political 
economy  and  geometry,  a  water-spider  tn  aquaiic;  science 
ttud  subtlety,  a— Good  Heavens,  one  could  spread  the  list 
over  ten  pages  1 

"Do  you  see  that  tall  fair  man  with  the  white  flower 
LD  his  coat?'*  pursued  Fanfrelucbej  "the  oue  with  tba 
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Landsome,  cdntemptuoua,  weary  face,  the  gray  eyea  and 
the  tiai'k  straight  eyelnows,  who  laoka  'uristocnit^  all 
over  him,  and  bo.^  madu  his  face  as  expressioaless  as  u 
coloi'leas  pbtiG  uf  repuusse  work!F^that^s  Beltran.  Tou'^ro 
afraid  of  him  ?  So  are  moat  people  at  first  sight ; — and 
a  good  many  of  them  over  afterward,  for  that  matter — I 
don't  knosv  wliy;  it'tt  only  manner  wkli  bini.  Tiiie  fools 
toady  him  so;  he'a  obliged  to  give  them  a  good  sound 
kick  with  tbo  boot-heel  uf  insolence  as  il  were." 

"  Why  does  ha  keep  the  society  of  foolH  F" 

"Little  duukey  I  He  lives  iti  tbe  world,  don't  be  ?"V 
cried  Fanfiehiubc  witb  Imiueaaovable  sarcasm.  "It'a 
very  easy  lo  get  iriio  diteh-water,  but  not  so  easy  to  get 
out.  BedideSr  a  ninii  as  rich  as  Boltran  baa  been — pahaw  I 
is.  I  mean  1 — can't  lind  a  world  quit  of  a  flood  of  parasites, 
aay  more  than  a  salmon  can  sAvim  in  rivers  free  of  miu- 
nowa.  Look  there^—tbat  littlo  fellow  with  the  brilliant 
eyes,  and  tho  fall  lip^^,  and  the  erisp  brown  bail",  isn't  that 
he  who  iboo^lit  you  f  Yes?  I  know  itl  Well  I  that's 
tbe  Mouse,  Leo  Lance,  He  was  the  soa  of  a  tobacconist, 
they  do  aay,  aomciwhere  down  suutb,  but  had  a  classic 
edueation,  and  uuci>mmuiily  Khnrp  wita.  He  writes  well 
and  be  talks  well — in  bi,rs  own  way.^-cribs  rij^bt  and  left ; 
but  wears  bis  stolon  eloLi^os  so  Ibai  tbey  look  like  his  own 
skm.  Anyhow,  be  is  iu  society  to  a  good  extent,  and 
IIfss  with  the  'swells,^  whom  he  copies  and  wor&bipa 
because  they're  of  use  to  liiui,  and  damiis  and  detests 
because  they  onlyadmit  biai  oa  sufierauee  and  don't  take 
bim  auiongrit  their  owii  women." 

"He  did  buy  me,"  I  murmured.     "Why  does  be  not 
notice  me  now  V^ 

'*  pooh !  He's  never  seen  you  before,  my  dear!" 
said  Fanrreluche,  with  her  peculiar  grin  of  BigniScanee- 
"Never I — don't  be  so  indiscreet  as  to  recognize  bini.  . 
Tho  great  art.  m  society  is  to  be  able  to  stare  our  oldest 
fi-ieuda  in  the  face  as  if  we'd  never  met  tbem  ia  all  our 
lives  before.  It^s  an  art  that's  always  handy;  for  nine 
times  out  of  ten  you  do  really  want  to  cut  tbem  ;  aad  if 
you  don't,  it  ouly  looks  good  style  to  have  forgotten 
people  and  makes  tbem  feel  themselves  of  uo  consequence 
in  auch  a  great  world  as  yours " 
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"Bat  with  real  frietids?"  1  begfto^  my  mind  reverting 
to  my  dear  old  Ben. 

"  Pshaw  I  my  liltle  daisy," scoffed  FaDfreluche.  "Tbere 
are  no  '  Irienda'  nowadays;  there  are  only  acquaiuliincea. 
Beltmn  is  'friends' with  ever  so  many  men,  whom  yet  he 
pills  with  black  balls  every  time  they're  put  up  for  h la 
clubs. 

"  That  bright,  fair-faced,  curly-haired  boy  is  the  little 
Marquis  of  MiHitferrat,"  she  resumed ;  "ho  has  been  of 
age  a  year,  arid  is  half  ruined  already.  What  by  ?  Oh, 
yearlings,  and  women,  and  big  '  coups'  nt  the  tables  ^  the 
old  story.  Yonder^s  Evrecouibe,  hia  well- he  loved  Mentor, 
who,  with  tho  women  as  his  assistanta*  decoys  him  into 
what  nests  he  pleases." 

*' A  swindler?"  I  inquired  tremhliug'ly. 

"A  swindler?  Good  grayious,  no  1"  criBd  the  little 
lady  ;  "  Evrecomho  is  a  perfectly  well'born  gentleman, — 
did  you  ever  see  a  more  eleg-aut  person  ?— aad  the  day 
little  MoDti  ahoots  himself,  or  rushes  out  of  Europe  with 
worse  dielionor  tban  deutb  at  hia  huels,  his  Mentor  will 
&ip  an  ice  driuk  in  his  club,  aud  muimur  serenely,  '  I 
warned  him !' 

"  Do  you  see  Derriiii^ham  Denzil,  there  ?"  she  pursued 
flfter  u  brief  pause ;  "^  Derry,  as  they  call  him ;  a  hig  I'ellow, 
awfully  handsome;  bearded  and  bronzed  like  an  Asiatic? 
Looks  like  a  guerrilla cliief,  doesn't  he?  witli  his  reckless, 
devil- may-cure,  picturesque  fate,  aud  those  great  sinewy 
limba  of  liJs  ? — Well,  he  is  one  oTthe  Miee  too  ;  aud  for  a 
caustic  piece  of  incisive  irony,  or  a  wii^tful  tender  touch 
of  thought,  there  ia  nobody  equal  tu  thiit  stalwart  debo- 
nair brigand.  He  has  a  story  too,  but  I'll  tell  you  that 
Bonio  other  time.  That  mau  with  the  superb,  g-oldeu- 
Laired  heait  there  is  tho  great  painter,  JVlarmion  Eagle 
(he's  a  coluijsu^  iQ  the  &tadio^  aud  mad  oh  a  March  Laio 
out  of  It;  all  great  artiste  aro)  \  and  the  delicate  hand- 
eomc  creature  ucxE  him,  with  a  face  like  some  pretty 
brunette's,  is  a  cavalry  soldier,  St.  John  Milton.  He  has 
been  cut  all  to  pieces  a  hundred  times,  and  has  seen  more 
service,  and  kilted  more  mea  to  his  own  hand,  than  any 
man  of  his  years  in  the  army.  Hear  him  tell  how  he  sei 
the  skulls  >f  all  the  Asiatics  he  h&d  ever  killed,  in  a  row 
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on  the  top  of  the  flat  roof  of  bis  boune,  f>no  illuminating 
ntgbt,  iu  Calcutta,  with  the  atulls  all  filled  up  with  clay, 
and  a  candle  BLui:k  iuto  each,  antil  lij^hting'  up  the  fleshlesa 
jaws,  and  shiniDg  through  the  orblesiS  eyea  I — it  will 
miike  your  very  hlood  ruQ  cold.  Bat  he  never  does  talk 
of  himself,  hardly — your  great  soldiers  are  always  very 
modest  over  tbeir  oWQ  bits  of  derriiig-do.  There,  I  rtoa't 
see  any  one  elso  to  tell  you  about: — of  the  other  two, 
one  id.  a  g^uardaman,  und  the  other  a  raeniber  of  Parlia- 
meut;  both  pkasaut  fellows,  geutle  as  women,  and  wild 
as  the  grouse  iu  November.  But  liaten  t— there'd  Beitrau 
cnlliag"  pie," 

She  trotted  up  to  her  hero,  who  stroked  her  and  ga^e 
her  a  sweetmeat  from  the  gold  bonhoo-atanda  on  the  table ; 
doing  this,  he  caught  sight  of  uij^aelf,  and  asked  whence 
thnt  new  white  dog  had  eome. 

"I  bought  him,"  said  Ltiura  Pearl  careleealy,  and  I 
wondered  her  voice  did  not  break  the  spell  of  her  beauty 
for  all  of  them,  it  was  so  harsb,  so  coarse  to  fiber,  so 
nietal-Ube  in  its  resonance,  "A  man  offered  him  to  me 
to-day,  in  the  Park,  for  a  guinea ;  collar  and  ail,  as  yon 
see  him." 

"Stole  him,  then." 

"  Well,  that  warn't  my  affair  if  he  did." 

She  distinctly  said  "  warn't." 

"  Te3|  it  was.  What  do  you  buy  dogs  for  f  You  can 
bav^e  dozens  g'iveri  you.''' 

"  It*a  a  pretty  beast.  P-^ltran." 

"Ob!  pretty  enough.  Looks  awfully  miserable,  too. 
Hungry — eh?" 

He  addressed  the  last  phrase  to  me,  and  in  the  anguish 
of  ray  feeliag-s  i  could  not  restrain  a  piteous  howl.  He 
laughed,  and  set  me  down  some  eroqaettes  of  chicken  on 
bis  own  plate, 

"I  bate  the  dogs  messing  and  feeding  in  the  roamH," 
muttered  the  Pearl  sullenly. 

"Better  take  care  they're  fed  out  of  it,  then,"  said  Bel- 
tran,  in  his  oegligent.  indilTerent  fashion,  She  looked 
ftugered,  and  struck  Fanfrelucbe  a  sharp  blow  with  the 
ivory  sticks  of  her  fan. 

1  wondered  if  these  gentle   amenities  were   the   cos- 
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torn  between  lovers  in  the  fashionabla  vrorld  of  Pearl  et 
Cie. 

'^  Worth  twenty  sovereigns,  if  he  be  worth  one,"  mur- 
mured BeltniQj  surveyiug  me  as  1  ate.  "  Pure  Lion-dog-, 
eh,  Lance  ?  " 

"  Looks  eo,"  responded  the  Mouse,  putting  up  his  eye- 
glass to  study  me. 

"Would  you  know  the  man  that  you  had  him  froa], 
Laura?"  aaked  Bellran. 

"  Good  gracious,  no  1     I'm  sure  I  ahouldn'tl" 

"  And  why  on  earth  did  you  buy  him  V^ 

'^  'Cause  be  seemed  dirt  cheap  at  a  guinea.  What  a 
heap  of  fuss  aud  nonaensef  Vere,  yon  make  about  that 
little  wretch  I '^ 

1  tuiTied  hot  and  cold,  and  trembled  over  my  croquettes : 
I  had  only  been  up  at  the  table  one  minute  and  a  half,  anil 
BJready  I  had  beard  four  gi^autie.  and  apparently  utterly 
meaQin^less,  faisehoods  1  Was  thiB  inevitable  in  "  hlgb 
society"? 

Beltran  laujcfhcd  a  little;  it  seemed  to  amase  him  to  be 
accused  of  making  a  fusa  about  auytbio^,  as  ic  did,  indeed, 
appear  utterly  irreconcilable  with  the  esirenie  quietism 
and  half'Cynical,  balf-languid  wearineas  of  bia  habitual 
tone  and  manner. 

The  moments  that  followed  were  not  sweet  to  me;  for 
they  passed  in  my  being  handed  about  from  one  to  another 
nntil  I  bad  run  the  gaimilet  of  the  whole  circle.  Hopplly 
their  verdict  was  favorable;  and  all  oF  theiu,  Leo  Lame 
the  most  emphatically^  congratulated  the  Pearl  on  havin;; 
BO  cheaply  obtained  such  a  thorough-bred.  All,  indeed,  save 
Ueltran,  who,  haviag  afRfnied  again  that,  if  she  got  me  lof 
a  guinea,  the  oiau  had  stoJeti  me,  &hut  his  llp3,  and  vout  h- 
eafcd  no  more  on  the  subject. 

Tlie  Mouse,  and  those  loudest  in  my  praises,  offered  me 
nothing  to  eat;  Bcltran,  to  whom  my  presence  seemed 
Bcareel}-  Batisfaetorily  accounted  for,  remembered  me,  and 
gave  me  a  slice  of  a  duckling,  and  a  handful  of  alniond- 
cakes.  After  this  they  furgot  me ;  except  when  Laura 
Pearl,  with  Lance  and  the  little  marquis,  amused  them- 
selves in  frightening*:  me  out  of  my  wit&  by  letting  off 
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rose-water  crackers  in  my  ejes,  and  pelting  me  with  c^7S' 
tnliized  chestnuts,  till  I  was  both  deaf  aod  blind. 

"  Monkeyish  nmilce,  my  dear,'"  raurniured  Fanfre^ 
lucbe,  as  an  eaonuous  hard  boobua  Lit  mo  sharply  on 
the  eye.  "  Boya  uad  cada  and  women  have  it.  Go  under 
Beltran's  chair." 

I  was  so  confused,  and  indeed  so  hurt,  though  therr 
missiles  were  ooly  ruse- water  and  chestuuti,  tbut  I  heard 
little  of  all  that  passml  at  the  table. 

Pearl  laughed  very  often,  laughed  long,  and  laughed 
loudly,  showing  the  most  magnincent  teeth  ia  the  wodd  ^ 
and  some  etoriea  were  told,  which,  if  not  over-deuoroua, 
were  to  a  surety  wittily,  if  wickedly,  imagiDcd.  Beyond 
those  the  proprieties  wero  in  no  way  violated;  and  if  it 
was  all  laughable  chatter  enough,  mere  gossip  of  the  day 
Ug^htly  told,  there  were  nono  of  those  brilliant  seJutii- 
lations  which  outsiders  are  given  to  imagiuing  as  corus- 
cating perpetually  in  such  spheres  as  thia. 

Men,  as  I  knew  now,  do  uot  take  the  trouble  to  be 
amusing  ia  the  society  of  PearPs  sisterhood;  they  pay, 
imd  think  tbo  purae-stringa  quite  enough  to  draw,  with- 
out being  wearitid  to  draw  also  oo  their  mental  capital. 

What  good  things  there  were  said,  came  from  the  merry 
mouth  of  Lance. 

"  irthatMo!ise  hadn't  sung  and  didn't  sing,  be  wouldn't 
feast  ia  thia  chee&e,"  Faufreluehe  metapburicaily  csplaiued 
tome^  and  when  [  asked  further  esplauation,  added, — 

"  Little  goose  I  Beltran  gi  vea  bim  di  nners  \  and  he  is  to 
amuBB  Beltran.  It's  a  fair  exchange.  Do  you  suppose 
our  Stuart  princes  don^t  keep  their  Will  Vomers  to  jest 
for  them?  In  old  times,  you  know,  the  nobfemen'a  fools 
wore  motley,  and  jingled  hella  atop  of  their  caps:  new 
they  wear  dreaa-coata,  and  half-guinea  roaebuda  in  theii 
button-holes.  But  ihe  class  hasn't  changed  a  bit.  And 
their  lord's  whip  is  ao  insolent  word;'  and  their  lords 
wage  13  paid  out  to  thew  in  dinners,  and  suppers,  and 
water-partieSf  aud  race-weeks,  and  niuyhap,  if  they're 
very  presentable  foola  indeed,  in  a  club  ballot  and  an 
HUlunm  ehootitig" 

"  The  pour  foola  P'  I  murmured,  for  fellaw-feeliug  makcn 
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i  wondroiis  kind,  aaii  I  bad  Jast  been  the  butt  of  crackera 

"  Poor,  indeed  ]"  sneered  Fanfreliiclie.  "  It's  the  poor 
princeg,  I  tbink!  payiugall  thej  do  for  dul\  wit  tl:at  they 
could  eclipse  in  a  E^eoud  themselves  if  ihey  only  weren't 
too  indolinit  Lo  talk  1  The  foola  make  pretty  perquisites,  I 
can  assure  you,  aud  run  up  all  the  rung-a  of  the  ladder  ia 
no  time.  I've  seen  a  fool — in  the  eud — sit  aloft,  looking' 
eiwictity  atid  deuorutn  its*elf,  and  gripping  hla  mooej-baga 
tight,  while  iho  prince  eack  beluvv  in  a  bottom les.-i  sea  of 
ruin,  with  the  shai-ka  of  Debt  and  the  vultures  of  Venality 
tearing  him  asunder  between  them  I" 

"It  13  his  own  fault?"  I  suggested. 

"  Not  at  all  1"  snapped  Fanfreluche.  "*  He  has  been  tea 
to  one  too  heedless  to  watch,  and  loo  generous  to  distrust, 
like^but  you  know  uothiug  about  it,  you  are  so  youugj 
and  youth  is  always  as  obstinate  as  it  is  ignorant,  and  as 
illiheriLl  as  it  is  illiteriite.    I  hate  youth  I'^ 

"  But  you  are  not  old  yourself,  .surely?"  I  demanded. 

"  Poohl"  seofFed  Fanlreluche,  "  I  am  femiuiDo  I  And 
into  every  feminine  thing,  my  dear,  the  Devil,  before  it  is 
bora,  instilU  the  kuowietige  of  evil  \  for  he  still  beeps  the 
applea  by  him  with  which  he  tempted  poor  Eve;  only 
there  is  but  the  juice  of  es^il  left  beoeath  the  rosy  velvet 
fikin,  for  the  puldeo  side  that  held  the  knowledfie  of  good 
i3  all  sbriveled  up,  withered  by  the  winds  of  sin  that  blow 
forever  through  the  universe." 

And  having  said  ihis,  slie  would  say  no  more,  but  sat 
watching  with  her  black  and  brilliant  eyes,  and  looking 
eo  fearfully  bke  a  very  little  but  very  terrible  devil  her- 
self, that  1  trombled,  and  thought  that  indeed  through  the 
warm  fragrant  air  of  the  banqueting-ulidHiber  I  heard  and 
felt  the  passing  breath  of  that  siroceo  of  g-uiit  which,  daily 
ond  nifrhtly,  sweeps  over  the  sick  and  weary  world,  and 
burns  it  with  consuming  fever,  and  will  not  let  it  lie  in 
peace,  and  rest. 

The  dinner  lasted  long;  there  were  some  thirteen  ser- 
vices,— £  counted  them  in  amaze ;  at  its  close  there  was  the 
eceiii  of  variouKly-scented  smoke,  and  the  laugh  of  Laura 
Pearl  rang  louder. 

From  tbe  table  they  passed  to  the  drawing-room  np^ 
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Btairs,  wbtch  g;Iowed  witb  ten  times  more  lig"bt,  ten  timpa 
more  color,  teu  limes  more  brilllaDcy  than  tbe  ottier  opart- 
naent,  and  wa»  iodeed  one  mass  of  scintillating  gold  and 
silver  and  amber;  not  a  large  room,— everytbing  in  tbe 
bouse  was  teaiall  and  if^'ou, — but  iuteusely  luxurious  aud 
very  costly. 

Tbey  bad  not  been  there  many  moments  before  ihej- 
gathered  round  a  table  oq  nvhitih  Btood  a  pretty  little  ap- 
paratus, made  of  rosewood  iLini  ebony  and  ormolu;  a  sort 
of  ^ilatCf  it  BL'emed  to  me,  in  wbicli  her  band,  witb  its  ring's 
blaziug  fui'tb  brigbt  rayfi,  was  forever  careieaslj  tuesiog  a 
little  ivory  balL 

Wbat  they  were  doing  I  could  not  tell :  it  engrossed 
tbem  cutirely.  Somo  g:vfiw  very  pale,  some  very  flushed  j 
all  were  intent,  sibut,  hrt^atblessly  eager ;  aud  they  rarely 
moved,  Bave  when  uno  or  otlier  of  tbem  weut  to  a  marble 
stand  OD  wbieb  tluret-cup,  ixud  cognac,  and  effervescing 
waters  wero  placed,  ki-pt  cool  amongst  great  glittering 
rock-crystala  of  bqware-cut  ice. 

Their  faces  wore  acurioue  look,  I  thought.  I  have  seen 
it  often  enough  sinee  tben,  at  half  the  gaming'tables  of 
Europe. 

1  bad  gazed  at  tbem,  amazed  and  entranced,  for  half  an 
hour,  or  thereabout,  when  Faofrelucbe  approached  me. 

"Come  away,  cbtid,"  Bhe  wbispered.  "it's  midaight. 
Cotne  to  bed." 

"  I  want  to  stay  ber^  t"'  I  remonstrated  "'  I  want  to 
BBe  tbem " 

"Oh,  do  you  F  They're  not  attractive  to  see.  Some 
of  tbem  must  lose,  you  know;  aud  some  will  bo  d 'unk 
wben  tbe  morning  finds  them.  Beltran  won't,  l>ut  three 
or  four  of  the  others  will.  There  is  no  drinking  nowft- 
day?,  we're  told — oh,  nol — and  no  gaming-houses  ei(,ber. 
What  a  precious  clever  ihiog  ia  Legislation  I  it  burs  men 
out  from  doing  a  thing  in  public,  aud  bo  tbey  go  and  do 
it  ten  times  more  in  private  !  lint  then  nobody  guesaee 
it,  you  see,  and  that's  all  Legislation  carea.  They've  ehut 
up  the  silver  hells,  aud  the  gentlemeu  lose  an  citato  tu  a 
ntgbt  at  the  Cocodcs^  Club,  aud  stake  hundreds  on  tbe 
Red  iu  thfciir  raiBtresKes'  drawing-rooma.  So  law  means 
tu  Blvut  up  the  public  house  \  and  tbe  working-men  will 
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Boak  Ihemsclvea  in  g;ia  aqlI  ruim  in  tbeir  owu  cdlo-rs  all 
Sunday  long,  and  pay  twenLy  per  cent,  moro  fur  the  liquor 
because  iL  will  be  supplied  at  a  risk.  Ob  I  Law  is  woQ' 
drous  clover  I  But  do  come  away,  littie  one;  yon^re  only 
a  baby,  and  ibis  house  i.^a'L  t^difyiaif  after  laidciigbt" 

'*Toiir  Beltraa  can't  bu  so  vyfy  good,  tlieti,  since  be  i» 
fto  fond  of  it  1"  I  retorted,  ttogry  t.o  be  ti'catedso  childie>hly. 

"  Pooh,  my  dearl  Beltrau  seeta  what  he  scoras,  and 
caresses  hia  owa  ruin.  He's  uoL  unconimoii  there.  I  tell 
yoa,  he'a  an  awful  fool,  o-nd  1  [lever  said  nnythiog-  at  all 
about  hig  oioifiLls.  Tbi3  wuidd  thiuks  very  badly  of  hini ; 
and  BO  may  yuu,  if  you  liku-     Cowio  away  ;  that's  all," 

And  by  dint  of  threats  and  per^uasioDd  ahe  half  drove 
aad  lialF  coaxed  me  out  of  the  room,  and  iuto  the  little, 
dark,  deserted  boudoir  wo  had  pruvioualy  occupied. 

*'  Go  to  sleep,  cbild,"  she  criod^  pushing'  me  on  to  a  soft 
BJJk  mat ;  and  I  was  too  gleupy,  la  truth,  to  disobey. 

Once  I  awoke  myself  in  my  vipid  dreams  to  ask  her  a. 
question. 

"  la  that  woman  really  a  sovereig^n,  Fanfreluche?" 

I  could  scG  even  in  the  moonlit  durkuesa  the  gria  of  her 
little  white  teeth. 

"Oh,  yes,  my  dear — honor  bright.  Ifyoudoubt  it,  justgo 
and  look  in  at  the  fushiouable  photographic  shops:  you'll 
see  her  between  Queen  Victoria  aad  the  Archbiahop  of 
Caatcrbary;  and  she  mils  better,  they  eay,  than  either 
the  ermine  or  the  lawn.  Gfod-ni^ht,  and,  for  grdcioua 
sake,  dou't  chatter  I" 
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CHAPTER  XIL 


AT    THS  OORONCT   TtLEATIlR. 


Whem  I  awoke  the  next  morning,  I  cortainlj"  found 
mysijlf  in  a  blue-TelveMiung  apartment ;  I  stared  at  ruy- 
nelf  repeated  a  dozen  times  in  ag  manj  mirrors ;  I  wore 
on  my  collar  a  beautiful  azure  satin  roaette  nearly  tbe  size 
of  iny  head;  and  the  man  who  brought  ua  our  breakfast 
fierved  us  minced  chicken  on  a  very  exquisitely  painted 
china  plate ;  but  I  bad  been  more  joyous  by  far  on  the 
rough  red  bricks  of  Beti'a  cottage  kitehen. 

"These  flne  things  don't  make  one's  happiness,"  I  mar- 
mured  psDaively  to  Fanfreluehe. 

"No,  my  dear,  they  don't,"  the  little  worldling-  admit- 
ted. "  They  do  to  women  ;  they're  so  material,  yon  see. 
They  are  angels^oh,  yeSf  of  course  ! — but  they're  uncom- 
monly sharp  angelg  where  money  and  g-ood  living-  are  con- 
cerned. Just  watch  them— wsttch  tbe  tai]  of  tbeir  eye — 
when  a  check  is  being  written,  or  an  ^prouvGlte  being 
brought  to  table.  And  after  all,  you  know,  minced  chicken 
is  a  gfood  deal  nicer  than  dry  breaiL  Of  course  we  can 
easily  be  sendmental,  and  abore  this  sort  of  thing,  when 
the  thicken  u  in  our  Btioaths  where  we  sit  by  tbe  lire;  but 
If  we  were  ^nawinf,"  wretched  bones,  out  in  the  cold  of  the 
Btreets,  1  doubt  if  wc  should  feel  ia  such  a  sublime  mood- 
All  the  praises  of  porerty  aro  sung"  by  the  minstrel  wbo 
has  got  a  j^oldcn  harp  to  cbaut  tbem  on  ;  and  all  the  en* 
comiums  on  I'enuaciation  come  from  your  bon  viveur  who 
never  denied  himself  aught  in  bia  lifel" 

'*  Then  everybody  Is  a  hypocrite?" 

'*N"ot  a  bit,  child,  We  always  like  what  we  haven't 
got;  and  people  are  quite  honest  very  often  in  their  pro- 
fesbions,  though  tbey  give  the  lie  direct  to  them  in  their 
practice.     People  can  talk  themselvea  into  believing  that 
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thoy  boliere  anTthmg.  When  the  proacher  discourses  on 
the  excellence  of  holinesa,  he  may  ha^e  been  a  thoroug-li- 
goiDg-  scamp  all  bis  life  ;  but  it  doo't  follow  he's  dtshooest, 
because  he's  &o  accustomed  to  talk  goody-goody  talk  that 
it  ruQs  off  his  lips  as  the  thread  off  a  I'eol — '^  , 

**  But  he  rau3t  bnovr  he's  a  scftrnp  ?'' 

"  Good  ;p;i*acioiis  me.  why  sbouJd  he  ?  I  have  met  a 
thousand  scamps,  but  I  never  met  one  who  considered 
himself  so.  Self-knowledge  isn't  so  common.  Bless  you, 
my  dear,  a  man  no  more  sees  himself  as  others  see  him, 
in  a  moral  lo»king-glass,  than  be  doea  in  a  mirror  out  of 
his  dressiag-box,  I  know  a  man  who  has  forged  bills, 
run  off  with  hia  neighbor's  wife,  and  left  sixty  thousand 
pounds  odd  in  debts  behind  him  \  but  ha  only  thinks  him- 
self '  a  victim  of  circumstances/ — honestly  thinks  it,  too. 
A  niau  never  la  so  honest  as  when  he  speaks  well  of  him- 
self. Men  are  always  optimists  wbea  they  look  inwards, 
and  pessfmis.t9  when  they  look  round  them." 

1  yawned  a  little:  nothing  is  so  pleasant,  as  I  hav9 
known  later,  as  to  display  your  worldly  wisdom  in  epigram 
and  dissertation  ;  bat  it  is  a  trlQe  tedious  to  hear  another 
person  display  theirs. 

When  you  talk  yourself,  you  think  how  witty,  how 
original,  how  acute  yon  are  \  but  when  another  does  so, 
you  are  very  apt  to  think,  only,  "  What  a  crib  from 
Kochefoucauld  1" 

However,  of  course  1  did  not  think  this  then ;  I  only 
thought  that  I  wished  Fanfrcluche  was  not  quite  so  much 
given  over  to  the  lovo  of  bcr  own  chatter,  and  inquired 
of  her  how  wc  were  to  spend  the  raorniug. 

"  It'^s  a  chanee,  my  dear,"  she  responded.  "She's  al- 
ways amusing  herself;  but  ahoMl  leave  me  to  split  nij 
very  throat  w  ith  yawning  all  ddy  long,  sometiiuea. 
They're  awfully  egotistical,  those  wjmeo, — specially  this 
class.  Yon  see,  all  their  g^irlhood  through,  they  lived 
hardly,  and  were  leatea  and  worked,  and  half  starved, 
and  thought  a  scrap  of  bacon  or  a  ecrng-  of  mutton  a  feast 
for  the  gods,  and  could  hardly  pin  their  rags  together 
enough  to  took  decent,  or  keep  the  wind  and  the  rain 
from  their  shivering  bodies.  Well,  when  they  come  into 
this   worM,   and   are   dressed   like  empresses,   and  stnf 
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sweetmeats  all  dij  long,  and  drive  hither  and  thither,, 
dad  eat  and  drink  of  the  beet  the  earth  gives. — why, 
naturally,  t-hcy  can't  have  enough  of  it.  And  their  iie^^k- 
lat-e-Btoneg  aro  as  hij  as  walnuts;  and  thi^ir  wines  ara 
poured  out  in  floods;  and  thuir  diahoa  are  all  over-a*Ta- 
simed  ;  and  their  horaea  all  atep  up  to  their  vary  nosaa  ]  and 
(heir  bousea  are  gilded  frum  the  area  gate  to  tho  attic. 
They  operdo  it  all,  in  fact,  ju3t  because  tlicy  aro  in  lova 
with  it;  and  m  the  samB  way  they  are  in  love  with  PiGa:^- 
nre,  and  exaggerate  the  pretty  praaciog  creature  till  her 
laugh  19  ft  roar,  and  her  dance  is  a  hreak-dovvn,  aod  her 
smile  is  a  grimace,  and  her  rosebud  is  a  peony,  aud  her 
bright  frolic;  is  a  frenzy." 

And  Fanfreluche  Buapped  her  teeth  together,  with  tb» 
mi  she  always  wore  wbeti  she  thought  &he  had  said  some- 
thing that  was  especially  clever. 

I  Hatened  hcwildered  and  awed. 

'*  But  fihe  never  came  out  of  hard  life  and  starvation," 
I  hreathed,  scarcely  audibly. 

**  I  don't  know  where  she  came  from,  child,"  returned 
Fanfreluche,  pettialily.  "  I  declare,  you  Hpoil  all  geaerali- 
tiea  by  dragg-tng  thorn  down  to  perHonaltt^ea — you  are 
&lmo3t  as  bad  as  a  woman.  As  for  starvation, - — may-be 
not.  That  was  a  figure  of  speech.  But  she  came  from 
obscurity,  my  dear:  she  can  hardiy  read  ;  she  can  hardly 
Tvritc;  she  don't  apeak  common  grammar  even  now! 
She'll  get  awfully  drunk  on  her  Jules  Mumm  and  her 
I'omery ;  aud  she's  as  common  and  vulgar  a  creature,  in 
all  fijive  her  beauty,  as  any  Irish  fi-^h-woinun  that  over 
Hwoveatold  Billiugsgaie.  Vvu  knovi' she  was  playing 
in  burlesques  st  a  horrid  little  Eaal-eud  theater  wJien  wfi 
Onr-t.  heard  of  her  (1  lived  with  Fredegonde  thou) ;  Fred- 
die in  dead  imw  ;  killed  herself  with  absinthe,  and  too 
many  trulBes.  Old  Lord  George  picked  Pearl  out  of  the 
east,  and  first  pet  her  going  in  this  sort  of  slyle  Id  a  Utile 
villa,  with  a  pair  of  cream  ponies,  and  all  the  rest  of  it. 
Lord  George  died,  in  less  than  three  months^  of  apoplexy 
in  at  White's  one  night;  and  Laura  bad  two  or  three 
adventures,  picking  up  no  end  of  jewelry,  and  gold,  and 
knick-kaacbs  oa  the  road,  as  it  were.  Finally,  she  threw 
herself  at  Beitran'^  head;  aud  he  took  her  to  Baden,  then 
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brou^bt  her  out  here  in  tlie  biirleaque  oF  Connne  and  the 
Crow  nor,  Inst  Chriatraas.  Act  t  No^  she  can't  act  a  bit. 
She  has  no  taleat.  But  she  can  look  amazing'ly  Htriking; 
aad  aho^ciNes  wonderfullj  well  ;  and  as  at  oar  houso  we 
have  chiefly  those  burlesque  or  estrapag-flnza  pieces,  good 
looks  and  attitudes  are  perhaps  the  chief  thiogs  that  wa 
want.  Besides,  she  dori^t  dtspeud,  oq  that;  if  Beltraa 
broke  with  Ler,  which  he's  Hcarcelj  likely  to  do,  and  if 
iilie  didn't  take  another  ong^agement,  she'd  have  Ler  hafld- 
Bonie  fiiee  aud  that  dear  little  iuaoceat  roulette- vrheeU 
Pearl,  ao  long-  aa  she  ia  only  the  fashion,  can  make  her 
thousands  ag  fast  as  she  pleases " 

"But  had  ahe  really  nothitig-,  thea,  two  yeara  ago?" 

" Pshaw  1  Those— Pearls — never  do  have  anything 
while  thoy  live  io  their  oyster-shelJs.  That  is,  tiK  tbevVe 
broken  a  man  or  two.  When  Lord  Qeorg-e — he  waa  au 
old  virluo.-^o,  you  know,  my  dear,  and  poked  about  in  viiry 
qufier  plaeea  after  hia  bric-i-brae^ — first  lit  on  her  in 
llounddditch,  or  Shoreditch.  or  some  ditch  or  another, 
she  was  drinking  gin  and  eating  tripe  in  a  little  kc^unel 
of  a  room  off  her  music-hall,  where  she  showed  for  two 
shiliiuys  a  night,  and  lived  in  an  attic  with  a  low-comedy 
maa.  He  took  a  ten-pound  oote  for  giving  her  up,  and 
said  he'd  never  sold  a  bit  of  trash  half  so  profitably  ia  all 
tbe  days  of  his  life " 

"  What  was  her  real  name  ?"  I  pursued,  haunted  by  this 
T»R;ue  fancy,  which  yet  seemed  to  me  utterly  incredible 
and  insensate. 

"  I'm  sure,  my  dear,  I  don't  know,"  Rcoffed  Fanfi'cluche. 
"  They  never  have  any  real  names.  There  may  be  women 
who  have  no  alias;  but  there  are  no  women  who  have 
ooly  one  I  She  called  herself  'Lama  Pearl'  when  she 
came  among-st  us.  If  a  mare  win  the  Blue  Ribbon  of  the 
Turf,  what  ou  earth  does  it  matter  whether  she  has  been 
ehristeaed  Venus  Anadj'omene,  or  Sally,  in  the  stable 
where  she  was  foaled?  She  has  won  the  Derby;  and 
nobody  cares  a  atraw  what  her  name  19.  They  pile  their 
money  on  her " 

"  But  they  do  care  what  her  race  was  ?"  I  hinted,  with 
An  acuteness  that  surprised  myself. 
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"Ahf  to  bfi  sure  tbey  do,*'  as&enled  the  Httle  lady. 
"But  then,  my  dear,  men  are  much  wiaer  nboQt  thoir 
torses  than  they  are  about  their  women.  They  look  for 
vice  in  thefr  raeer'a  eye,  but  they  never  beod  it  in  their 
mistress's ;  aDd  thoug'b  they  woiilda'^t  bot  a  gicig'le  ^biHiag 
on  a  scrcw^,  they'll  sqjauder  teas  of  tiiousuuds  oa  a 
vizen  !" 

"Since  she  was  thig  vile  low  creature,  wby  did  you 
lell  me  she  was  a  sovereign  ?"  I  grumbled,  ia  reproachful 
wonder. 

"Beeauae  she  is  one,  you  daisy,"  said  Fanfreluehe, 
■with  curt  acerbity.  "The  good  people  are  afraid  of 
*raob-ri]]e'  in  Europe  just  Dow, — the  fuols  ! — the  eery 
di-e^s  of  the  mob  rulo  already  ;  the  Mob  Feniiaine  raised 
on  high  from  the  g;iitterj  with  its  hands  clutching  gold, 
aud  ]t3  lips  breathing  poison,  and  its  vices  miuiickod  in 
palaces,  aud  its  lusts  murdering  the  brains  and  the  souls 
Bud  the  bodies  of  men  1" 

I  madt)  no  reply ;  I  was  a  little  impatient  of  her  exor- 
dium, and  I  was  pursued  with  this  strange  thought  which 
had  rifieu  in  me,  and  which  I  rejected  as  madaeas. 

I  renitimbcrfed  the  girl  in  her  russet  bodice  with  hei 
yellow  glass  beads  round  her  throat,  chaffering  in  the  ivy- 
ihun^  porch  over  the  open  pack  of  the  little  withered  old 
peddler; — I  remembered  the  woman  who  had  blazed  ia 
her  rubies,  and  her  flame- hued  radiance  of  color,  under 
the  fiery  glow  of  light  ia  her  supper-chamber:  it  was  not 
possible  that  these  twain  could  be  one? 

I  felt  blind  and  ^iddy,  and  sick  at  heart 

"Tou  are  ill,  you  little  simpleton,"  said  the  sharp  yet 
kindly  voice  of  my  monitress.  "If  you  can't  stand  thfl 
sight  of  evil  in  this  world,  lick  up  some  arsenic  at  ouce, 
luy  dear  I  Ah  1 — there's  Lizzie  come  for  us  fur  a  walk. 
She  is  a  good  creature  ; — yes,  tbouj^h  she  serves  a  Pearl. 
A  woman  may  be  virtuous  in  any  atmosphere  if  she  1:1  ke. 
Lizzie  hates  e^il  with  all  ber  soul — to  be  sure  sbe  is  ngly, 
poor  thing,  which  makes  ianoeeuce  come  easier  1 — hut  she 
was  once  brought  by  accident  into  the  survico  of  the 
Pearls,  and  now  nobody  of  another  class  would  take  her, 
and  she  muBt  work  and  get  her  wages,  or  her  okl  mother 
n^ou]  1  stitrve.     So  she  atayu.     There  is  good  to  be  fouud 
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everywhere^  my  dear,  if  you  only  look  for  it, — and  ex- 
celleuce  iu  nui  bing-." 

With  whiiiti  sLt:  trotled  out  of  doors  into  the  Park, 
wliJcii  was  QLgb  at  bund ;  and  I  fullowcd  her,  very  &aA  at 
heiirt  atill. 

For  uo  young  tbiag  can  be  coi>soIed  hj  tbtj  ueijativB 
eomrorL  ^bat  i^ood  only  barely  baliau<:ea  cvlil  on  eartb^  and 
the  assurance  that  excellence  m  as  unattaiDable  as  the 
rour-leav^id  ahamroek.  When  we  are  very  young  we  could 
better  bear  evil  in  extremes,  if  thereby  we  could  oaiy 
obtain  ^ood  in  extremes  likevvijse. 

It  in  ibe  certainly  tbBt  vice  and  virtue  are  so  fearfully 
even,  BO  pj^rftcily  wei^'bed  and  measufed  iu  tbe  same 
Bcaleri,  so  entirely  impoLt^ut  one  ugain^t  lUe  other,  wLicb 
makes  tbeir  drawn-battlti  tlii'uu^rb  all  the  ages — fur  which 
flo  end  is  iMirceivable  iu  the  future^ — so  dreary,  so  deprcAS- 
iag",  iso  hupeie:i:)ly  melancholy  to  ail  erea\uire»  that  possess 
tbQ  chivalries  of  au  innocent  youlh. 

Iu  the  latter  half  of  tho  do-y  we  vroub  out  agaia ;  and 
this  timu  1  WU.S  proiuoted  to  tbo  diguily  uf  tlru  front 
cutihicfu  In  the  daiuty  littlti  equipage  which  Laui'a  I'earL 
drove  heraeDfj  with  a  tiny  g-roona  standing  behind  ber  aud 
two  of  the  haudiionK'Bt  g^ray  ponies  ou  the  town  lu  her 
silver-plated  and  red-ribboned  harness. 

She  did  not  drive  with  any  Bort  of  skill,  and  she  used 
the  whip  uuapariug^Iy ;  but  shts  drove  with  fury,  asd 
without  any  fear  whatever,  so  that  her  science  appeared 
considerable  and  Ler  narrow  ejicapes  were  many  and 
Btartliug- 

It  was  raw,  chilly,  spring  weather,  the  Easter  week 
falliug  early  that  year,  and  there  were  oat  many  people  in 
the  Ladies'  Mile;  but  she  never  stopped  under  the  leaf- 
less trees  without  being-  surrounded  by  a  bevy  of  good- 
looking,  well-bred  men;  and  she  did  not  sweep  round  th$ 
turning;  at  full  trot  without  all  the  eyea  tbiit  were  thore 
foUow^iqg  her  iu  admiration.  Indeed,  so  great  was  the 
bomage  shu  received — fur  eveu  some  womeu  iu  sploodid 
carriages  gazed  at  her  with  ioteat  interest — that  I  began 
once  more  to  think  that  she  must  bo  a  crowued  queen  of 
«uniu  kind,  and  that  Fanfreluehe  bad  oaly  beem  laughing 
at.  uju  when  &he  tfilked  uf  the  Bhilllng  a  night,  and  the 
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Argyle  Kooma,  and  the  low-comedy  lover  who  took  ten 
pounda, 

"  Look  how  they  store  after  her,  and  how  the  men 
bow/'  I  whiapored  to  Fanfreluche.  "  She  must  be  very 
emiaent  and  powerful  in  some  way." 

"  Never  said  she  wusn't,  my  dear,"  retura&d  that  cynic 
with  a  ^riQ.  "  She's  one  ol  the  best  cbaff-cuttbg  ma^ 
chinea  for  chopping'  up  men's  fortunes  and  eoula,  in  double 
quick  time,  that  hua  ever  been  wound  up  and  set  going 
OQ  earth  I" 

**  But  they  can't  worphip  wickednesa  I"  I  expostulated. 

Sbe  griuned  a^aiu: 

"Can't  they,  my  dear?  Will  yoa  tell  me  what  they- 
da  worship,  Iheu?  The  jtjToerl  of  tlie  capitalist,  the  fraiid 
of  the  diplomatist,  the  tiwf-serviii^r  of  tlie  stateamaUf  the 
lies  of  the  jouraalist,  the  cauls  of  the  author,  the  chica- 
neriea  of  tlio  merdiaul,. — they  are  all  wor.^^hiped  if  ouly 
BUL-L-esslul.  And  wLy  Ibesi  ulsjeot  to  the  suceesaful  vice 
of  a  ^voniau  't  You  know  the  Arls  of  Israel  atid  the 
Calf  of  Belial  w^re  both  made  of  gold  ;^— Ee]igion  has 
never  since  changed  Lbe  metal  of  her  one  adoration," 

I  did  uot  unilerstand,  and  kept  silence,  watching  the 
Bcene  that  to  nui  was  so  strange  and  beguiling- j  though 
Faufreluche  turned  up  her  nose  at  it,  hecauae,  being 
Easter  week,  ihere  was  nobody  in  Loudon,  as  she  said 
with  much  scorn  ; — evea  ber  beloved  Beltran  hailing  goae 
with  that  noonday  to  Paris. 

After  the  Park^  we  drove  to  the  Bhops ;  and  my  im- 
pression that  OUT  charioteer  was  a  regal  ruler,  and  that 
the  chatter  of  Fanfreluche  was  untrue,  was  deepened  by 
the  excessive  deference  with  which  the  bowing  ahot^*^ 
treated  her. 

They  came  out,  and  stood  bareheaded  in  the  sharp  east 
wiQd,  listeniijg  reverentiaily  to  her  eommanda,  or  when 
she  descended,  and  entered  their  establishmenta,  wel- 
comed her  with  that  hideous  subserviency  of  the  saob- 
merc^antilo  to  a  goad  customer,  which  can  ouly  be  equaled 
by  his  equally  hideous  brutality  to  a  penniless  debtor.  Wa 
followed  her,  Fanfreluche  taking  the  iuitialive;  and  no- 
thing could  exceed  the  civility  of  the  business  people  i- — 
iu  ontt  plat-it  they  gavft  me  a  ball^  m  another  tbey  ftd  ma 
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with  macaroons,  \n  a  third  they  let  my  little  dusty  Teet 
trample  a  new  Euulier  satin  dres8  unchastised,  in  a  fourth 
they  kissed  me. 

J  became  quite  puffed  up  with  prkle. 

"  You  iittle  idiat  I"  etietred  Faufrduche.  "  You  think 
it's  for  yourself?  My  dear,  if  Laura  Pearl  liked  to  ^o 
through  the  town  witl)  a  baa-conetriL'top,  es'cry  aliop- 
fcoGper  would  fondle  the  reptile  and  stuJT  bira  with  rabbits. 
She  pays  better  than  anybody  gotug' — you  see  she's  so 
astonisiljingly  hooeatl  li  they  g^et  an-eaied  sbiji'll  only 
shrug  her  shoulders;  butahe'll  always  keep  nell  to  wind- 
ward of  Whitecross  Street  liGrs^ilf  1" 

I  did  not  answer;  my  mouth  was  full  of  my  red  leather 
ball,  ftutl  I  tbouglit  souje  jealousy  lurked  io  tlie  cynic,  be- 
cause when  they  g-ave  me  a  naacaroou  they  on!y  oSered 
her  a  very  plain  biscuit. 

I  did  her  wrong  in  this:  but  when  ever  yet  did  any 
living  creature  not  prefer  to  imagluo  i[l-natur«d  envy  in  a 
friend,  than  to  suppose  a  complimi.'nb  to  himself  insiueei'e  ? 

By  the  time  we  bad  been  through  half  a  dozen  of 
these  establishments,  the  pony-carriage  was  piled  high 
with  scores  of  temptinn;  paekayes,  covered  with  the 
crimson-lined  tigcr-skiD. 

'*  What  can  she  do  with  them  all?"  I  asked,  getting 
over  my  aoger, 

"  She  don't  want  one  of  them,"  eaid  Fanfreluche  curtly, 
fts  though  the  plain  biscuit  still  rankled  ia  her  mind. 
"  But  she  likes  togett.bera,  and  sta-ew  them  round  her,  and 
break  tlieoij  or  burn  them,  or  toss  them  to  her  maid.  Ah  I 
my  dear,  you  little  dream  the  ecatatic  delight  that  orciatg 
in  Wuate,  for  the  vulgarity  of  a  mind  that  has  never 
enjoyed  Possession  till  it  comes  to  riot  at  one  blow  in 
Spoliation." 

"  Ido  wish  you  would  answer  me  plainly,"  I  said  sulkily, 
*'  without— ^without " 

•*  Epigrams  ?"  she  adried  sharply,  "  I  dare  say  yon  do, 
my  dear.  Epigrams  arc;  the  salts  of  life;  but  (hey  wither 
up  the  grat^ses  of  fooliuhneaa,  and  naturally  the  grussea 
bate  to  be  sprinkled  therewith!" 

At  ibut  niumeijt  we  had  reached  our  home,  which  was 
aa  elejfuuL  IJllIe  bijou  Louse,  near  the  Purk;  and  Laura 
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Pearl,  as  Bbe  was  about  to  put  her  jeweled  Whip  in  the 
rest,  Lit  me  a  sharp  crack  wUb  the  long  white  laah  as  I 
jumped  out  eag-erly  to  the  ground.  1  shrieked,  and  she 
laughed;  I  "felt  sure  t/isn  that  she  was  do  Mvereigiif  but 
only  a  YGvj  vilo  woman, 

"  What  hiid  I  done  f "  I  asked  piteously  of  Faufreluche, 
wiahiDg  now  that  1  had  givoti  hei'  the  macaraou. 

"Nothing:  in  life,  my  dear,"  she  replied.  "She  hita 
you  as  she  ruins  ihem, — because  she  findri  fun  in  the  sport- 
cut  jou  see  she  never  hits  me.  Why  ?  Because  the  first 
time  she  did,  I  bit  her,  To  show  your  teeth,  and  make 
theni  felt,  too,  is  the  only  way  with  women  like  her. 
She  whips  you,  and  you  crout^h  (o  her, — ahe'll  hit  you  a 
dozen  times  in  a  duy.  She  fliee  at  them,  and  they  ^Wo 
her  a  cheek,  or  a,  diamond,  or  a  i^arnage-horfic,*— she'll 
have  her  furies  4  fJozen  tiiues  hi  a  week.  If  yau  treated 
ber  to  your  teeth,  and  they  to  a  few  sound  eursts,  ahe 
would  trouhlo  neither  you  nor  them  any  moro " 

"  Is  Beltraii  cvttQ  afraid  of  her?"  I  whispered. 

"Well,  he  is  I"  said  Fanfrclucho,  with  a  sigh.  "lie's 
flS  bold  as  a  lion  with  riion  ;  hard  as  nails  in  the  huntiQg- 
field;  fought  two  dueia  abroad  in  his  young  days;  and 
saved  five  sailors  from  aaiDkin^  ship  last  autumn.  But 
he  is  afraid  of  the  Pearl.  Not  afraid  o^her — you  know, 
bat  afraid  of  a  scene,  which  he  hates;  afraid  of  her  tem- 
per, whieh  is  the  devil's ;  afraid  of  her  vengeaucCj  if  ever 
he  left  her.  Afraid — well,  afi-aid,  as  the  boldest  men  are 
of  a  woman  who  tbey  know  i&  bad  to  the  core,  yet  whom 
they  love  for  her  beauty,  and  faucy  is  faithful  to  them, 
and  have  trueted  with  mure  secrets  of  their  lives  thau 
they  care  to  reniftmber.  Why  do  these  connections  often 
last  all  the  years  that  they  do?  Love? — Pooh  I  Very 
liitle  of  that;  but  very  much  of  the  force  of  habit,  and 
very  much  of  the  dread  of  nnnoyanee.*' 

"  But  why  put  theinsolvea  in  the  power " 

"  Tut.  my  dear!  Why  does  a  lad  climb  a  waiuut-tretj 
wbeu  he  knows  a  spring-g-un  is  uuderueath  ?  He  only 
thinks  of  eating"  the  walnuts,  and  always  trusts  tliat  tbia 
one  particular  spring-gun  is  unloaded," 

"Well,  some  guna  are  rusty  and  will  not  do  harm." — 
I  had  heard  Ben  Dare  say  that  the  guas  iii  the  preserves 
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were  thus  sometimes  after  hGaTj  rain?,  and  I  thought  tlift 
nllegoriral  alLiisioii  came  m  neat  and  pat. 

"Possibly,  my  dear,"  said  ray  lady,  who  did  not  like 
other  people  to  be  cp!jj;rQmmatic.  "  But  if  a  ^un  ever  I'usta 
enough  to  pre^rcni  explosion,  no  woman  ever  lets  her 
power  of  evil  rust  lon^  enough  to  g'et  out  of  use  I  And 
MOW  scami>er  up-staW'a  to  Lizzie  j  I  waul  mj  dinner. 
Tlieye'li  be  oo  fntj  to-uig-ht ;  Pearl  goes  to  dine  with  a 
Whig  duke  (the  Privy  Seal)  at  one  of  the  big  inna." 

"Why  doeg  a  duke  have  to  dine  at  an  inn  ?"  1  asked 
in  wonder ;  my  only  notion  of  an  iou  being  derived  from 
iLb  little  public  of  the  Miuer'.*  Joy  in  Derbyshire. 

"Why,  you  yiiiipleton,  he  dan't  invite  Laura  to  dine 
with  his  dnebefls  at  borne,  does  he?  Besides,  these  huge 
hotels  are  chairainif.  Last  season  I  belonged  to  the 
Guard.'^;  and  1  went  evt-ry  Sunday  with  them  to  their 
crack  dinners  at  tbe  Leviathan." 

"1  thought  the  Guanla  bud  a  laesB  V — I  had  heard  the 
btill-dog'8  talk  of  tbes*;  thlii^'S, 

'*  You  yoose,  so  they  have.  But  they  can't  take  Pearl 
et  Cie  lo  it;  and  they  3iko  Pearla  on  a  Sundiiy.  Pearia 
are  their  way  uf  keeping  the  seventh  day  holy  :  so  they 
diae  at  tbe  Leviathan,  or  Eichmond,  or  Greenwich.  Get 
up-stairs  I" 

We  Bpent  a  quiet  evening,  when  the  mi&tresa  of  our 
deatioies  had  sweptdown  to  her  brougham  at  nine  o'clock^ 
gloriously  appareled  in  a  marvelous  glimmer  of  hues  and 
fouutaiu-spray  of  laces.  Fanfreluche  looked  after  her  with 
a  grin. 

"  If  she  only  never  drew  off  her  gloves  and  never 
opeutid  her  lips,  who  on  earth  could  tell  her  from  tbe 
proudest  ffroTitfe  daine  of  them  all?  She'll  come  borne 
in  good  humor.  Privy  Seal  hae  a  very  graodj  graoioua 
fashion  of  doing  things.  She'll  he  sure  to  find  fi  big  sap- 
phire drop  in  her  bonboa-cra<;ker,  and  a  jtiweled  holder 
with  a  rare  dower  or  two  by  her  plate,  and  very  likely  a 
mechanical  hnmiuing-hird  to  fly  out  of  tbe  dpergne  and 
neatle  in  her  bosom  with  a  choice  ting  ia  bis  mouth.  Hia 
Grace  has  very  pretty  inventive  way:3.  But  he's  cut 
dowu  all  the  woods  round  his  noble  old  castle  j  and  ha 
won't  pay  one  of  his  son's  debti  at  Ch.  Ch." 
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"Does  he  pjiy  his  own  ?" 

"My  dear  I — a  duke  and  a  Privy  Seal  never  la  asked 
to  condescend  to  such  a  commonplace!" 

"Js  Beitraa jealous  of  him?" 

"Pooh I  Jealousy  isn't  his  form  at  all.  He'a  the  moat 
iodilTBrent  of  mortals,  thouglv  be  is  in  lave  with  her  in  hia 
WHJ,  Besides,  bii^^i'ii:^  she's  faithful  to  bim.  He  couldn't 
do  ffiore  if  he  were  a  huslmnd,  and  she  a  Gnsddn  aod 
an  Arria  Patiis  I" — And  Fanfreluche  prinned  again,  with 
the  look  which  always  made  my  blood  run  cold,  and  made 
niebelleve  that, after a^l,  this  good-natured,  bitter-tongued, 
little,  hlafklhiug-  might  prove  in  the  end  a  limb  of  Satanas. 
Wbicb  Wfta  an  uncomf'ortaljlo  thought  of  the  only  friend 
that  I  DOW  possessed  in  th«  width  of  the  woi'ld, 

'■'  The  Coronet's  open  to-niglit,"  said  Fanfreluche  to  me 
a  few  evenings  later.  "There's  the  new  extravaganza 
coming'  on.  When  she  goes,  do  you  follow  mo,  and  nip 
into  her  broug-ham,  and  hide  youraelf,  as  1  do,  under  the 
Bilk  mat.  She  won^t  uoLice,  ten  to  one,  or  if  she  do  notice 
she  won't  care,  flo  long  aa  vi^e  make  no  noise.  I  often  go 
myself; — it's  awful  fiia.  They  quarrel  fit  to  kill  them- 
Belvea." 

And  with  much  trepidation  of  soul  I  prepared  to  follow 
my  daring  leader.  At  a  little  before  eight,  Laura  Pearl 
passed  out  to  ber  ueat  night-brougham,  and  with  rare 
good  luck  we  eluded  all  vigilance,  and  were  concealed 
among  the  curls  of  tlie  friendly  m^t  and  covered  by  the 
flow  of  her  velvet  skirts  without  any  one  beiD^?  aware  of  ■ 
it,  or  at  least  attempting  to  eject  us. 

I  shivered  and  trembled :  of  where  I  was  going  I  had 
no  Bort  of  conception  ;  and  from  what  I  had  seen  of  the 
stage  at  the  Wake-feast  I  was  firmly  persuaded  that  "play- 
actors" were  chieQy  armed  with  whips  and  swords,  and 
that  there  was  always  first  and  foremost  amongst  them 
one  red  and  white  devil,  in  a  motley-painted  skin,  with  a 
moutb  grinning  from  car  to  ear,  who  thumped  everybody 
right  and  left,  and  sat  down  upon  babies  till  they  were 
flattened  to  pancakes. 

If  there  should  be  a  clown  here  ? — and  if  he  should  sit 
upon  uie  1 

However,  cariosity  is,  generally  speaking,  a  stronj^er 
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f**,flaion  than  even  cti-wardice,  and  it  proved  to  te  so  with 
my  eel  f. 

The  Coronet,  as  I  learned  subsequently,  was  a  very 
fashionable  theater.  It  had  ruined  everybody  that  had 
ev^er  had  anything  to  do  witlb  it, — and  had  tlierefore  made 
good  its  title  to  fashion  as  strongly  aa  Pearl  had  made 
here. 

It  had  Iwen  erected  some  dozen  years,  and  in  that  space 
oFtinie  had  brought  to  grief  do  leaa  than  fourteen  various 
propric'tora.  The  veritable  owner  of  it  waa^  oddly  cnougbj 
B  couabry  clergyman,  to  whom  it  bad  been  left  by  his 
father,  a  metropolitan  contractor,  who  had  first  built  it 
and  ihen  elaimed  it  for  debt.  His  reverence  was  a  strictly 
evaog^elical  person,  and,  aa  I  hiive  heard,  denounced  the 
autumnal  fair  held  in  hia  Soutb-couniry  village  with  fearful 
anathema.  But  he  did  not  sell  the  theater;  and  every 
half  year  hia  lawyers  trananiitted  him  eix  hundred  pounds, 
tbs  bi-annual  rental  of  those  hapless  tuortala  who  had 
been  severally  trapped  into  becoanng  leasee.  The  good 
lessor  drew  i-he  tnouey,  but  always  ignored  the  source, 
and  spoke  vaguely  thereof  to  his  agents  as  "  my  late 
father's  properties  in  tbc  west  end  of  town." 

1  have  heard  also  that  the  defunet  contractor  left  him 
two  gin-palaces;  but  of  this  I  am  not  stire:  at  any  rate, 
this  reverend  person  had  &o  many  thousands  a  jear,  ia 
addition  to  bis  piety,  tluit  his  bishop  presented  him  with 
B.  living  of  very  high  vaUic-j  feeling  it  apostolically  incum- 
bent U|fOii  himself  to  obey  tlie  precept  of  "  to  those  who 
have  muL-h  shull  much  be  given." 

The  firet  )et>see  of  the  Coronet  had  been  a  man  in  the 
G Lardy.,  whom  it  had  ruined  in  one  winter  season.  It  had 
brought  hull  no  dct-ply  into  the  Jews'  haiidw  that  be  had 
to  sell  at.  a  lidiciilotiB  loss. 

The  perBon  who  succeeded  him,  being  an  actor  himself 
with  some  capital,  should  have  known  something  of  what 
he  was  about.  He  was  fool  enough,  however,  to  attempt 
high  art,  and  was  smashed  utterly  in  a  twelveraontb  ; 
exquisite  scenery  for  which  he  had  paid  eeveu  buadred 
pounds  ^oing  at  auction  for  twenty  pounds,  and  genuine 
buhl  cabinets,  purchased  in  Paris  for  two  hundred  apiece, 
baing  knocked  do  ^n  for  a  five-pound  note.     I  believe  he 
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died  very  miserably  in  a  wretched  estamiaet  in  tLi  north 
of  Franco ;  as  a  man  deaerved  to  da  who  insulted  the 
London  public  by  offering  to  improve  Us  uste, 

\%  would  fill  pa^^ea  to  recniiiit  the  Vfirious  adventures 
of  the  vai'ioufl  prLiprietors  of  the  thoiUer,  wbich  I  heard 
by  degrees  Trom  the  onmiscient  Httle  Fanfreluche.  F<jw 
escaped  with  only  a  acorch  from  its  furnace  that  Hinelted 
their  g^old  eo  fast:  none  escaped  with  entire  impunity; 
many  cursed  !t  loudly  and  deeply.  One  pretty  Ijoy  (al- 
though BO  jouQg^  already  In  your  Parlinment,  and  of  groat 
promise  there),  the  younger  son  of  a  great  peer,  took  it 
for  an  actress  whom  lie  adored — a  beautiful,  brown,  foreign 
singer,  for  whom  on  hia  little  stage  he  brought  out  the 
delicate,  delicious,  Yenetian  boujfa  opera,  that  was  caviare 
to  the  Eoglisb  musical  world.  In  two  short  seasons  the 
l)oy-politiciao  spent  so  njuch  over  thia  mitilature  opera 
and  over  her,  and  plung;ed  so  hopelessly  into  the  abysa 
which  money-leuders  di^  for  the  young  and  the  rash, 
that  on  a  stilly  June  midnight,  Just  at  the  hour  the  house 
was  closing  to  the  puljUc  and  opening  to  it3  privileged 
^ew,  a  shot  was  heard  ift  bis  own  little  brilliant  supi>er- 
cliamber,  and  when  the  people  flocked  thither  they  found 
him  stretched  across  its  threshold — dead, 

Some  said  that  a  scene  be  had  by  chance  witne-ssed^ 
between  hii*  darU  lady  and  one  of  his  own  eomradea  in  her 
retiring-room,  had  more  to  do  with  it  than  even  bis  loesea 
in  money:  it  mijrht  be  bo;  at  any  rate,  the  laraeliteB  put 
In  elaiuis  for  thirty  thousand  pounda  speut  in  tho.'^e  two 
seasons  when  ho  had  kept  the  Coronet  open,  They  said, 
also,  that  when  the  licautiful  brunette  found  hira  lifelef^s, 
wilh  his  own  bullet  throwg-h  a  heart,  that  had  scarcely 
beaten  three-aud-lwenly  years,  she  ahrieked  and  we[>t,  and 
tore  lier  hair  in  agoniziu^^  S^ii^f; — but  all  the  eame  f^ho 
drew  the  big  onyx  ring  off  bis  left  hand,  and  unhooked 
from  his  watch-chain  the  Jeweled  locket  that  held  ber 
portrait. 

AH  these  thingi^,  uf  course,  I  heard  later :  at  tlje  mo- 
ment we  drove  up  to  the  stage-door  the  Coronet  waa 
teased  hy  our  friend,  Yere  Essendine,  Yiacount  Beltran, 
who  had  owned  it  for  the  last  two  years  or  so,  and  who 
(aa  it  was  whispered)  b»d  lost  as  much  as  any  of  his  pre- 
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decessora  even  iu  'Jiat  brief  space,  only  that  he  would  prob- 
•ably  choose  to  show  [ou^er  (iglit,  aod  would  not  so  quickly 
jjrevail  ou  himseirto  relinquisL,  a  favorite  nmusement, 

"Keep  close  to  me,"  wbirfpered  FaufreJuebe,  '*  Close  I— 
or  else  you'll  get  stolea." 

As  we  descended,  the  glow  of  the  countless  gEa-lamps^ 
the  presiiure  of  tlie  waiting  ci-owds,  the  huge  letters  on 
Iho  g-larinjf  posters,  the  noise  and  tba  confusion,  and  tho 
glitter  of  tho  crcis^-llifbts,  so  dnzed  aod  temfied  me  that 
1  wa8  iu  dan^^er  of  for/jetting  her  injunction,  and  being 
trampled  to  death  in  the  etreet.  However,  by  some  miracle 
I  escaped  destruction,  and  followed  my  patroness  throngh 
what  appeared  to  me  the  most  hideous  dark  passages  I 
had  ever  beheld. 

"  She  gfoea  to  dreea  I  will  show  you  over  the  hrmse," 
Bflid  Fanfreluche,  !n  ber  pertest  manner,  as  she  trotted 
along  thmugh  this  seemingly  interminable  maze. 

I  heard  loud  gay  bnrsu  of  music;  I  was  blinded  by 
alternations  of  ^oi.>\j  darkness  and  of  blazing'  light;  luige 
walls  of  canvas  trembled  like  the  shaking  walls  of  an  un- 
dermined house;  vast  barriers  of  timber  and  of  iron  loomed 
above  bead  and  around;  loud  ebotka  of  sound  reverber- 
ated  through  the  melody-Blled  ajr,  aa  men  m  paper  capa 
pushed  to  and  fro,  in  grooves,  enormons  masses  of  wood 
aud  m^tal. 

I  was  surrounded  by  devils,  imps,  fairies,  butterflies, 
peaaanta  in  white  muslin,  shepherds  with  ribboned  crooks  j 
woolly  lambs  aiaudJiig  ou  two  legs  and  sucking  their 
tbutubs ;  green  and  white  water-lilicB,  with  iheir  arnia 
akimbo,  and  tbeir  longiioa  tlirust  in  their  checks  at  a  joke; 
A  wiiigeil  sylph  drinking  frum  a  pot  of  porter,  and  agolden- 
buired  \vooil-*^]f  sniukju;^'  a  i;igarettc ; — in  a  word,  I  wag 
ill  that  niyyiic  region  commonly  known  as  "behind  the 
eceneiJ." 

My  first  imprtra^ion  was  that  it  was  a  pandcmuniuin 
Biniddt  ail  earthquake  of  canvas  aad  timlwr ;  my  second, 
that  it  was  extraorc'inarily  comniouplace  with  all  its 
bizarrerie,  and  iatensely  vulgar  and  dreary  with  all  ita 
gUtt*r, 

The  time  was  an  entr'acte;  tbe  previous  piece  waa 
«Die<i,  the  burlesque  not  begun.     From  the  body  of  tho 
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house,  of  which  I  caugtt  an  oblique  glimpae,  there  camfl 
bt  iot^rTulg  abov^e  the  music  hideous  ebrieks,  hiasea,  aad 
Blampiag^  Qoisea. 

*'  The  goils  are  impatient  for  a  brcBk-dowHj"  said  Faa- 
frelucha  to  me:  thougb  why  goda  were  there  at  all,  and 
why  they  desired  any  one  to  break  down  in  tboii*  p$[*- 
formaDC5es,  was  not  within  my  coiaprohension. 

She  harried  me  hitber  aod  tbirher  with  breathless 
rapidity.  I  could  only  catch  ftying  speeches  and  pasalDg- 
glimpseg, 

"My  old  inan'a  in  front.  Hell  be  good  for  a  necklace 
when  ho  sees  nie  in  this  here,"  said  (i  Water-lily,  twistitjg 
her^elfrauud  in  the  shartest  and  most  trattsparent  of  y;auze 
tuiijcs. 

"A  necklace  of  brass  farthin's,  then  !"  sneered  the  gold- 
balred  Wond-elf.  "A  ug-Iy  old  cove  like  that,  as  is  a  Gilthy 
Jew  pawnbroker  by  the  looks  oq  him  I " 

"  He  aio't  1"  screeched  the  Lily.  "■  He's  a  real  live  lord, 
Bad  yoa  knovv8  it.  He'a  Lord  Algernon  Vereker — 'he  is  ! 
It's  only  ycf  epite,  'eaufit^  tlie  staHg  don't  care  a  daniQ  for 
yer  cellar-flip-flap  I  Did  et^er  you  get  a  boo-kay,  miss^  in 
ftli  yer  born  days  ?  Leastways,  since  y^r  mother  aent  yer 
ijiit  to  sell  yer  penn'orths  o'  tripe  and  greens?" 

What  the  injured  Wood-elf  might  reply,  and  what  fear- 
ful and  veiled  sarcasm,  migfht  lie  in  the  tripe  and  greens 
ullnsiun,  I  never  knew,  for  i  was  hurried  away  to  a  little, 
dirty,  bare  room,  where  three  fairy  Princes  were  eating 
hot  kidneys  and  drinking  bottled  porter. 

The  three  l''airy  Princea  were  gorgeous  inbrif^bt  sating 
and  gold  lace ;  a»d  showed  elegant  legs  in  white  silk  stock- 
ings ;  OLid  would  have  been  aH  three  really  very  pretty 
yit;ls,  but  for  the  terrible  red  paint  round  the  mouth,  and 
black  paint  under  the  eyes,  and  greased  white  powder  on 
Ihnir  foreheads  and  arms. 

"  Who's  in  front  ?*'  asked  Prince  Azof,  with  her  mouth 
full  of  kidney, 

"OhjallTier  swells,"  said  Prince  SilFcrtongue, savagely, 
"  and  all  the  Press  Lot.  First  nights  is  always  just  alike* 
Packed !" 

•'I  see  your  little  chap  in  the  stalls,  Mary  Ann,"  said 
Prince  Charming.     "  Tou  oughter  do  buainew  with  him. 
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tJDcommon  soft;  goi>d  for  a  TaceSet  a  night,  if  you  keep 
hlni  weli  in  hand " 

"  Better  nor  thalP'  Baiil  PriDCo  Silirerton^ae,  acomfully 
and  mysteriously.  "  Aio't  there  no  hysters?  I  hate  kid- 
neys, leastwnya  unless  I'm  at  Evftaa's." 

"A  cursed  bud  piece  this  here,"  grumbled  Prince  Charm- 
!ng,  *^No.  There  ain't  no  hjsters,  A  cursed  bad  piGCf. 
Tbc  MouBo  have  spiled  it  out  and  out,  just  to  glv^e  her 
her  daucea  and  attiLudes.  He's  awful  spoons  on  her,  I've 
a  good  mind  to  pay  furfeit,  and  g'o  to  Albanibra  " 

"  Oh,  lawk!  Do  take  care,  vou  stupid.  You've  upset 
all  the  rou^e,  and  it's  a  roonin^  among  the  gravy!" 

"Stupid  yourself]"  retorted  Prince  Azor,  who  was  the 
one  apostrophized.  "  You've  addled  your  head  along  of 
that  gin  sling.  YouVe  only  got  two  lines  to  aay,  and  I'll 
BWear  you'll  say  'cm  upside-down " 

The  call-boy's  febrill  treble  was  at  this  instant  shout- 
ing "Miss  Delaay,  Miss  Visconti,  Miss  Villieral" — and, 
answering' to  these  patrician  names,  away  the  Fairy  Princes 
rushed,  leaving  the  rouge  to  fratei'uize  with  the  kidneys 
and  tbeir  quarrel  to  wait  o?er  till  the  next  pause  in  the 
performances. 

"Curtain's  up  I"^  said  Panfreluche,  curtly;  as  a  atorm 
of  applause  greeted  the  appearance  of  the  three  Princes, 
who  ajipeared  to  be  prime  favorites  with  the  eudiencOr 
and  who  were  smiling  with  radiant  sweetness  before  the 
*' floats," 

The  shrill  treble  vociferated  afresh; 

"Madame  de  Kohan! — Miss  Plaotagenet-Courcey  1" 

I  gazed,  breathless,  to  behold  tiio  representatives  of 
those  historic  and  time-honored  races,  so  dear  to  me 
through  my  favorite  French  Memoirs.  The  two  who 
responded  to  the  call  were  my  friends  Water-lily  and 
Wood-elfj  as  they  in  their  turo  sprang  on  with  light 
pirouettes  and  fond  embraces,  before  tho  footlights. 

Away  after  them  went  pell-mell  the  imps,  and  the 
lamha.  and  the  shepherds,  in  what  appeared  to  me  inei- 
(ricablo  confusion,  though  they  kept  perfect  step  to  the 
uiusic,  and  soon  formed  figure-dances  out  of  the  chaos, 

"  What  in  the  world  is  this  ?"'  I  asked,  ia  a  very  apiony 
of  anirKL-incut, 
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FftflfrelucLe  turned  her  little  nose  in  the  air: 

"The  merest  business^  my  dear  I  The  sort  of  senselead 
whirligig  all  these  things  open  with.  Give  tho  publw 
twenty  pair  of  good  legs  a  side,  ami  you  may  treat  it  to 
just  what  hash  of  puns  and  balderdash  of  vei'SB  you  like. 
Bat  we  do  do  t,he  ihing  blotter  than  most  houses.  Qeltruu 
has  all  the  dre&ses  from  Paris  \  and  he  sent  over  the  iaips 
ihemHtilves  fi'otu  the  Folies-Marignj.  English  children 
always  bave  too  much  flesh  tu  luake  into  sprightly  demona 
— and  u  heary  glum  devil's  n  dreadful  thing." 

With  that  she  rudhed  under  a  white-bearded,  ruby- 
robed  king's  lu^E*,  and,  darling  lound  at  the  back  of  tLe 
Bcenes,  brought  me  out  on  tho  other  Bide  of  the  stuge ; 

"  Look  at  him  1''  said  iny  chaperoii,  "  He  ouly  eomca 
early  first  nights.  How  indltTLTent  he  iai  Andyetthere^ 
over  a  thousand  gone  clean  in  this  ble3Red  burlesque  to- 
night, not  to  speak  of  all  Llie  expenses  afterward  I" 

She  referred  to  BeUran,  who  leaned  with  his  back  against 
an  iron  gh'der,  aud  li  ei^^^ar  in  his  mouth,  talking  to  two 
other  men;  with  a  look  <if  that  utter  indifference,  and  of 
that  curious  quietude,  with  which  i^uch  meD  as  be  are 
pleased  to  eovei-  the  natural  re^tlessmjsii  and  recideasnesa 
of  their  gamester's  tem|K!i'anieut. 

"  Nearly  a  thousand  pounds  gone  to-night,"  I  cried 
aghast,  "and  be  can  look  like  that !" 

"Pooh,  my  dearP'  scoffed  Fanfreluche.  "  Last  Beasocj 
when  I  beloaged  to  him,  he  lost  ihree  thousand  one  night 
at  a  certain  club  where  they  don't  play  money  down — ■ 
more'iB  the  pity! — aiad  lie  walked  out  of  it  just  as  calm  ae 
he  is  now,  and  smoked,  and  read  a  new  stoi-y  of  Derrj 
Denzil's  through  before  he  went  to  bed." 

"  He  must  be  enormously  rich  ?" 

Fanfreluche  grinned. 

"  My  dear,  I've  seen  a  millionaire  bemoan  himself  for 
days  over  a  flve-pound  Dote  left  iu  a  railway-caiTiage; 
but  i  f  a  maa  bear  tro  ubles  and  losses  easily,  w  by — 1  kno  w 
he's  a  gentleman  and  a  bej^gar  1" 

"  But  hnw  ean  a  beggar  have  thousanda  to  lose  ?" 

"Don't  take  one  so  literally  !  You  literal  people  are 
the  bores  of  society,  and  ibe  murderers  of  wit.  Look 
there — that  tall  big  fair  man  with  him  is  ouc  of  hk  pat 
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friends,  Pagpt  Deamond,  of  the  Fti'ftt  Life ;  ftad  that  other 
uiie,  with  the  dLoop  in  the  shouldei'tt,  anrf  the  red  beard,  ia 
the  great  cennor  moritm,  Dudley  Moore,  proprietor  and 
editor  of  the  Midas.  A\[  sjcial  eina  Bhriuk  uuder  hia 
Bcourju;^e; — what  a  pily  they  havL'u't  that  allitei'ation  iu 
the  burlesi|ael — and  all  social  siniidrs  are  lUerciltiiSly 
exposed  undev  hia  searchinf^  lantern.  There  la  no  otio 
coiiipafii.bl43  to  bira  fur  stoniag  a  man  of  [penlas,  in  hia 
v^irluous  fury;  there  ia  no  une  touches  him  for  moral 
lessons,  conveyed  with  a  scholarly  asceticism  that  utterly 
ruiua  the  transgres-^or  wh^im  it  rcbtikea " 

"An(\  yet  he  i^  burc  to-ni^ht?" 

*'0b,  yes,  to  see  the  forty  pair  of  ]Q'^sI  And  has  in 
town  a  meek-eyed  mistress  to  whom  he  13  moderately 
faithful  because  sho  'stands  being  sworn  -at'  so  well; 
and  kee[>5  down  in  the  souih  a  charming  Httle  abode  that 
beava  tbo  clojiest  family  likeness  to  the  Pare  aux  Ceifa. 
His  FirLuts  aru  nobly  [irinted  on  fair  white  paper ;  hia 
vices  are  only  written  on  tiio  dusky  rags  of  farokuo  honor." 

"  Ho  must  ba  a  very  bad  man?" 

"  Pooh  !  He  ia  a  great  iuan  ;  and  wi9lds  a  e;reat  power 
— in  ita  way.  Why,  my  dear,  if  the  Midas  condeacenda 
(wfaich  ^s  doubtful,  fui'  it  19  (esthetic  and  highly  intol- 
lectual)  to  say  that  our  forty  pm'  uf  legs  have  placed  ua 
at  the  very  tip-top  of  high  art  and  of  moral  excellence, — > 
why,  the  public  will  Bay  so  after  it.  Other  a^^es  gabbled 
their  patcrnodtera  bccanse  they  were  priest-riddeu  ;  ours 
gabbles  it&  platitudes  because  it  is  press-ridden." 

Bui  I  was  tired  of  hearing  her  chatter,  aud  looked 
around  me. 

Close  by  wag  a  door  that  stood  a  little  open  ;  beyond 
it  was  a  very  comfortleaa  sort  of  dressing-room, — not  much 
better  tt'.au  that  in  u'bieb  the  fairy  pi-Jnces  had  eaten  theif 
kldaeya;  and  out  of  it,  as  a  butterfly  from  ita  dingy 
chrysalis,  emerged,  ut  tbaL  moment,  Laura  Pearl. 

She  was  exquissitoly  arrayed  in  goldon  tissues,  that 
floated  about  her  like  suulit  air^  and  showed  all  thecnrvea 
of  her  form,  all  the  grace  of  her  luubs,  while  a  girdle  uf 
real  sapphire.^  Hashed  fire  bciieatli  her  breast,  and  a  coro- 
nal of  tlie  wundfons  blue  lilies  uf  tho  Western  world 
glowi;d  above  her  brow. 
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"  She's  about  aa  much  aa  thcj'll  staad,"  muttered  Dud- 
ley Moore. 

I  surmise  that  he  ftlluded  to  /,he  trauepareacj  of  ber 
dr  apiaries, 

Bbltran  nodded  to  her,  without  removing  his.  cip;^ar. 

"  Knew  those  blue  lilies  would  tell,"  he  murmured. 
"You  look  very  well,  Laura  " 

"Thank  you  Tor  nothing  I"  she  responded  ^raciausly, 
with  much  scorn.     "  I  g-o  on  now,  don't  I  ?*' 

"  Iq  a  minute,  Littio  Cuurcey  is  encored  in  that  forests 
Bong-." 

The  Pearl's  brow  lowered  and  darkeoed  :  the  first  sfiene 
had  taken  about  ten  aiinutes;  the  audience  had  not  yet 
beheld  herself;  and  yet  they  were  stopping  to  encore  the 
Wood-elf  (who  was  certainly  cbarining-ly  pretty)  in  a  little 
Bnatch  of  a  ballad  of  ton  bara  !! 

"  What  a  fright  that  Coureey  girl  alwaya  makefl  of  her- 
self I"  she  muttered  "Who  sawherdresg? — she's  liko  a 
bundJe  of  green  twigs  and  grass  !" 

"  I  should  be  very  hiippy  to  see  her  dreas,"  responded 
Beltrau.     "  Unlu(;ktly,  shii  locks  her  doorl" 

The  Pearl  flashed  a  savasje  glatjco  at  him, 

''  Well,  if  Paris  uyuldn'E  g^iv'o  you  better  nor  that  in 
coatuuiea/^sho  lauj^ht^d  viciously,  "  you  might  just  aa  well 
have  gone  to  a  tally  shop.  What  do  you  say,  Mr. 
Moore  ?" 

*'  My  dear  lady  I  I  buy  30  many  second-hand  articles 
when  1  pay  my  staff  for  their  written  opinioDB,  that  of 
course  I  stand  up  fuc  tally'shops  with  alt  my  heart  oad 
soul  I" 

Beltfan  laughed^  and  Laura  Pearl  glanced  rapidly  yet 
stupidly  from  one  to  another,  as  thouL^'h  suspocting  them 
of  making  fun  of  ber. 

At  that  juncture  the  Mouse  rushed  in  from  the  back  ; 
tremulous,  agitated,  finished,  eager. 

"  You  should  be  on  I  j'ou  should  be  on  I"  he  rried  to  her. 
•For  merey's  sake  ilon'^t  keep  them  waiting  I" 

"  Oh,  gammon  1  They'll  wait  as  long  aa  I  ehooae  I"  ahe 
retorted  j  hut,  however,  she  thought  better  of  it,  and  aa 
the  elves  and  the  lambs  and  the  imps  and  the  devila 
fiieihed  oiT  the  hoards  in  two  upposite  armies,  she  fctided, 
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tersnlf,  oa  to  the  stajre,  in  her  character  of  an  enebsnted 
water-queen,  witb  whom  the  three  Fairy  Princes  were 
destineci  to  become  wUdly  enaiUiTcfl. 

Ffora  w'jera  we  stood,  an  oblique  view  of  the  stage, 
aod  of  a  fittle  piece  of  the  stalls,  and  of  the  ata^e-box  on 
the  opposite  side  of  Lbu  house  was  ohtamable.  The  fury 
of  apptauae  was  great;  even  the  stalls  clapped  their 
delicatcdy-gloved  banda ;  aad  she  waa  received  wtLh 
luuiultuouB  welcoms. 

To  me  slie  loisked  only  ft  very  scantily-dressed  wotdaq, 
going  throuffh  strang-e  aaties  in  a  labyrinth  of  woodea 
beams,  and  flapping  ^flil^^  of  painted  cuavaa — but  I  Bup* 
potjo  she  looked  very  dilTerent  from  the  '^ front." 

Thai  is  ju3t  the  difference  that  make*  overything  po 
curiously  altered  to  dilforent  spoctators.  And  your  slail- 
loung^t^f  Jilwayathinbg  your  stajj^e-carpcntfr  audi  aprosaio 
doU>  »nd  your  fit  age-ear  pen  ter  always  ihinkd  your  stall- 
Ioun,!^er  such  a  consuuimate  fool;  and  w!l!  so  think,  no 
doubt,  until  the  ond  of  time  :  at  least  so  long  as  stalls  and 
fliffl  ahall  fiave  their  being-. 

All  that  foUowt^d  only  b^^wlldet'ed  me  more  utterly  than 
ever. 

It  seemed  oue  endless  succeasioo  of  wHd  rushes  hither 
ondlhilbertip  the  parts  of  the  elfs,  and  lambSj  and  sbepherd^, 
anddevlla;  and  of  the  most  unn-ccouutable  conduct  in  the 
fairy  princes,  who  combined  the  nao-st  medlxval  of  dresaea 
and  the  most;  chivalrous  of  heroics,  with  the  broadest  of 
Btreet-.slang-  and  thu  wildest  of  casino  dances. 

There  was  a  romantic  minstrel,  lovedorn  and  desolate, 
with  curia  that  hung  to  his  waist,  who  yet  bore  a  banjo 
Bud  snng  a  yelling  ne^ro  inelody.  There  were  river-gods, 
With  a  nohle  old  Neptune  and  a  beauteous  young  Aqua- 
rioa,  who  yet  at  a  certain  point  discarded  all  dignity  and 
ahandimcd  themselves  to  the  Cancan  in  a  manner  worthy 
of  students  of  Paris.  There  were  charming  delieato 
Dyraphs  who  at  a  signal  became  living  aisles  of  roaes,  or 
blossomed  severally  into  ^lowin^  azjika  slirubs,  yet 
who,  after  reaHzlng'  nil  the  Greek  di-eama  of  Dryads  and 
Hamadryfids,  burst  all  at  once  into  a  comic  cborna 
that  made  the  delighted  house  literally  shriek  aioad  with 
U  lighter. 
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Finnlly,  lliere  was  tlio  encbant-pd  priiicegg  herself,  wlio 
looked  like  a  poem  and  moved  like  ft  pictiU'e,  with  the 
bi'i^ht  azure  lilies,  and  the  IjIug  flaahin;;^  sapphJrea;  yet 
wbOf  at  ibe  rery  rijonient  in  which  aha  wa9  rescued  from 
her  captivity  nnd  botrothGd  to  Prince  Silvertoni^uft,  broke 
forth  Into  a  tl oj^'-j^'orel  deulanrntion,  nod  danced  with  all  the 
vigor  of  a  ssiilor,  pnd  all  tlie  liceuRO  of  a  dehanleiir,  first 
the  bornpipe  aod  t  heo  a  break-down  I  Aad — 0  shade  of 
oulfagei)  Tlialiu ! — what  api>lause  she  got  1 

"I  tbirik  it"3  a  success  ?'*  Sfiid  BeUran  quietly,  when, 
the  piece  having  coma  to  an  end,  the  bouse  shouted  for 
her,  and  for  the  Princes,  and  for  the  Wood-elf. 

*'  Not  It  doubt  of  it,"  Riiswcretl  Dudloy  Moore. 

"  I'm  glad  little  Coureey'.^  got  a  call,"  said  Paget  Des- 
mond,    "She's  a  jolly  little  girl  " 

"  She's  the  hrst  lot  amonj^st  Vni/^  assented  Derry 
Denzil.     "That  little  rnt'^a  as  honest  as  the  day." 

"They  seem  Xn  take  to  3t,  don't  theyP''  asked  Lea 
Tiaoee,  pale  and  breathless. 

"Yes;  I  think  you're  pretty  eaf«  this  time,  Mouse," 
assented  Bellran.  "  But,  for  Heaven's  sake,  doa't  make 
them  talk  such  awful  nonsonsc,  nei:t  thing  you  do." 

"Nonsense  ?"  echoed  the  Mdusg.  "  Why  I  that's  jiist 
what  makes  it  Ewinij;  smooth.  If  there'd  hcen  ten  onncea 
of  sense  in  it  you^d  have  heard  nothing  hut  hisses! — — " 

"  He's  quite  right,"  said  Dudley  Moore  gravely.  "The 
happy  knack  of  combining  the  most  perfect  scenic  effect 
with  the  most  utterly  unredeemed  vulgarity  in  speech  and 
geglore  la  the  great  e.?sential  of  dratoatie  succeaa,  Ilei'e 
he  has  very  fittingly  wedded  Undine  and  the  Bt^lle  an 
Bois  Dormanie  in  his  story  ;  two  of  the  most  delicately 
poetic  legenda,  in  their  different  niannera,  that  we  possess; 
— and  be  ha.s  mixed  with  them  break-downs,  balderdaBh, 
I'asitio  dancing,  street  jargon,  countless  esecrabie  pi^ns, 
and  occasioniil  indcccot  allusions.  The  result  is  sacceas. 
The  barharism  and  hizarrerie  of  the  whole  thing  is  un- 
duuhtedly  rather  funny,  and  precisely  hits  the  popular 
tastes  and  desires.  I  congratulate  Mr.  Lance  immensely 
myself.  The  wisest  man  possible  is  the  man  that  koowi 
his  own  age." 

Tbu  poor  Mouge  looked  dieaatjstied  and  ehagriiaed  at 
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this  quei5tionable  form  of  felicitation  ;  but  he  did  Qot  dare 
to  complain  of  the  almighty  Censor's  sarcasm. 

Beltran  laugbed,  a  little  impatiently. 

"  What  a  patriotic  task,  tlien,"  he  said  with  a  dash  of 
Belf-eontempt,  "to  supply  the  sinews  of  war  to  tbose  bar- 
bariana  1" 

Dudley  Moore  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  My  dear  Beltraa,  you  must  be  patriotic,  for  you  amxi^e 
the  people  at  a  losa,  I  believe,  of  some  fifty  pounds  a  night 
erery  Reason  ?  Bot  that  isn't  your  fault.  You  supply 
lliem  with  what  they  like  best.  Ouf  ancestors  peiformed 
their  mysteries  and  their  mummeries  at  different  eeasona 
and  on  difiTerent  stages ;  but  wo,  who  don't  beiiere  ia  the 
one  and  are  fearfully  bored  by  the  other,  mix  them  both 
together,  aad  lake  the  decoction,  indiffereEitly,  both  in 
Lent  and  at  Ohristniasr' 

"  But  are  we  so  bad,  after  all  ?"  eaid  Denzil.  "  I  sus- 
pect that  sort  of  cry  has  been  raised  iri  each  fienturj. 
Look  at  those  g-ospel  parodies,  thoiiie  religious  plays,  you 
speak  of,  ia  the  middle  ages.  Were  they  rwdly  aiiyihin^ 
&o  very  much  better  in  taBte,  do  you  think,  than  tbeee 
burlesques  aud  pantomimes  of  ours?" 

'*  Perhaps  not  better.  But  I  say  they  were  duly  dia- 
tinct  from  tho  fooling;  aud  the  fooling,  too,  was  more 
genuine  than  ours,  1  am  cnnvintied-  Pantomime  was 
once  the  gontns  of  g'esticulation :  the  Seararaoucbt  the 
Puleinella.  the  Steutertllo,  the  Arlcichiao,  required  talent 
of  no  slight  sort  iu  the  miniiew  trVlio  represented  thera. 
To  tell  a  whole  tale  solely  by  the  means  of  gesture  and 
of  facial  expression — that  wag  in^^'-enioas  at  the  least. 
But  what  ing^enuity  is  Ibyre  exhibiied  by  a  man's  lopiag 
about  ifl  womatt^s  clothes,  spoatin^  bad  puna;  or  ia  a 
g-irl's  casting  herself  into  the  violent  and  ungraceful  poa- 
turea  ef  the  Cancan  ?  It  is  simply  vulgar, — unredeeni- 
ahly  vulj^ar." 

"Well — the  modem  public  likes  it?"  hinted  the  dis* 
comlited  Mouse. 

"  Of  course.  You  know  the  Roman  story  of  the  peO' 
pie  rating  the  pantomime  plays  ft  thousand  tinrea  higher 
than  those  performed  by  '  only'  the  living-  personatigi. 
Well — your  publie,  Mr,  lianee,  ia  mueh  like  the  Italian 
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populace.  Thej  will  Lave  the  scene-painter,  tbe  sens* 
tional  renUaoi,  the  Lancashire  clog-dance,  tho  pot-house 
jig^ — the  wooden  puppets,  in  point  of  fact,  bobbing  upon 
wires, — sooner  than  they  will  have  tho  living  Qeab  and 
blood;  pQthoB,  and  passion,  and  ^^''onius  " 

Celtrau  threw  his  cigar  away,  right  into  a  heap  of  tin- 
foil and  rauslin. 

"  Yuii're  quite  ri^ht:  U'a  awful  gtnff,"  he  muTmured. 
"  But  TrVhefi  1  tried  classic  art  with  that  wonderful  French- 
woman— you  i'eracml>er? — the  gallery  was  eramuaed  fall, 
but  the  stalls  yawned  awfully  the  first  nig'bt,  and  never 
catoe  afterward.  JCow  look  at  the  stalls;  we've  bad  to 
add  three  rowa  to  Uietn.  And  what's  done  it?  Nothing 
but  Laura's  break-downs.'' 

Dudley  Moore  took  sniilT  ont  of  a  tiny  box. 

'^  My  dear  fellow, — i>eoplo  don't  want  to  think  after 
dinners  of  a  dozen  services.  High  feeding,  and  comet 
winea,  induce  a  frame  of  mind  in  which  good  ankles  and 
bad  puna  are  far  preferable  to  anything  ibat  displays  in- 
telllgenc'e  in  the  ftclor;?,  and  roqulrea  intoUin^ence  in  itg 
anditord.  Pray  don't  attempt  to  return  to  High  Art, 
while  you've  those  forty  pair  of  hno  legs  and  the  Pearl's 
cellar-ftnp-dancing." 

"  Hang  you  cynical"  aaid  Beltran.  "  Come  and  hava 
some  supper." 

At  that  moment  Laura  Pearl  came  off  the  boards;  she 
and  Prince  Silvertonyue  literally  covered  with  bouquets; 
.ne  little  Wood-elf  had  only  one,  a  mere  cheap  knot  of 
early  roses,  defiiy  tied  with  a  blue  ribbon,  probably  the 
gift  of  some  boy-artist  or  young  niusiciaa. 

"You  did  that  amazingly  well,  Laura,"  said  her  lover, 
going  lip  to  her    '■  Pm  really  very  much  obliged  to  you," 

"Ob,  bother  1"  ah^j  responded  giacioualy.  "It's  a  wretch 
of  a  plote,  little  Mouse  ;  you  **hould  have  given  me  all  tbe 
break-downs,  and  Pvg  only  that  beggarly  one  at  the  end. 
V'ere — do  send  me  sumething  to  drink  into  my  room.  Pm 
dead-tired,  and  as  thirsty  as  pigs  ou  a  market=dayl'^ 

"  So  you  bad  a  cull  at  last?"  said  Beltran  kindly  to  thA 
little  Courcey,  Ji3  the  Pearl  disappeared  in  her  dreaainy 
room.     "  And  some  iluwers  tuo,  I  see  ?" 

The  Wo  K^-elfs  blue  eyes  sparkled. 
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*'  It  wcis  that  little  song,  my  lord,  aa  Mr  Deuzil  put  in 
for  me.      Mayn't  1  sing  it  cveiy  uitj^ht  ?     Do  lut  meP' 

"  or  course  you  may.     It  is  in  your  part." 

"  But— but-^-"  whimpered  the  Wood-elT,  who  seemed 
sbyer  than  any  other  of  this  astonishingly  voluble  and 
dare-devil  siaterhoodf  '*  if  you  won't  be  augry^  e?i€  said  aa 
how  sho'd  have  it  cut  oat.  She  couldn^t  abide  me  bciug 
called  aloug  of  her ;  aad  if  I  don't  have  the  eong  they'll 
hisa  me  1" 

"Confound  her  I"  muttered  Beltran,  as  the  poor  little 
Wood-elf  turned  hot  and  cold  B,t  Ler  own  temerity  in  ad- 
venturing a  romoustranto  against  tlio  person  who  waa 
omnipotent  with  the  lordly  owner  of  the  Coronet.  "  Yon 
shall  have  the  songj,  never  fear,  I'll  speak  to  Wynch 
myself  about  it," 

Wynch  waa  the  acting  and  ostensible  maaagcr;  and 
the  Wood-elfs  aoul  waa  comforted. 

•*  What  he  say8  he'll  do,  he'll  do^^she  murmured,  cher- 
ishing fondly  her  kuot  of  roacSj  while  the  costly  bouquets 
ghowered  at  Pearl  were  tirj=t  stripped  of  any  bracelet, 
note,  or  othei:'  article  they  might  contain,  and  were  then 
cast  aside  to  wiihL-r  as  best  they  might. 

At  this  iutitaut  Prince  Silvertou^^ue,  passing  me  hastily 
to  (^et  across  to  the  room  on  the  other  side  where  tho 
porters  and  kidueya  had  been  indulged  iu,  kkked  me 
sharply  with  her  eearlct  bootj  and  tore  some  of  my  hair 
out  with  her  gilt  spur.  Naturally,  I  Bhrieked  loudly  with 
the  pain,  which  for  the  time  waa  very  severe- 

Beltrau  hcnrd,  and  took  lue  up  under  h\s  arm  aa  he  went^ 
followed  by  Fianfrtluche,  to  hia  own  aupper-room;  a  very 
pretty  apartment,  hung  with  amber,  and  uniting  in  it  the 
elegance  of  a  boudoir,  the  luxiiriousnesa  of  a  siuokiiig- 
room,  and  the  artistic  disorder  of  a  studio.  I'be  same 
room,  I  heard  afterwards,  where  the  boy-polilidan  bad 
shot  himself  six  years  before 

"Why  will  you  bring  tbeee  dogs  here,  Laura?  They 
are  always  getting  kicked^  or  snubbed,  or  stamped  on  by 
some  one  or  other,"  lie  aeked  her  impatiently,  as  she  ap- 
peared in  this  chamber,  having  changed  her  attire  with 
marvelous  celerity  to  the  velvet  and  lace  of  her  homa 
diuner-di'eBa. 
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"  I  bring  'em  because  I  cboose  to  britig*  'em,"  slie  an* 
dwered  him  sullenly.  "  Tbat  big-  brute  of  Deozil'a  U 
often  enough  in  the  place  1" 

Now,  ebo  had  not  known  that  we  had  been  with  her; 
Aod,  a3  Faafreluche  had  avei'red,  might  have  kicked  ua 
oat  of  her  bronghaiu  hud  she  done  ho.  What  then  could 
be  her  motive  for  thia  speech  ?  Simply,  1  imagine,  to  dia- 
a^vca  with  him,  which  wag  a  form  of  amaacraont  that 
Heemcil  fo  afford  her  ncver-fjiiling  refreshment. 

"Dyiusil's  do^  can  take  care  of  himself.  These  Itttle 
thiaga  can't,"  he  answered  her.  "  By  the  way,  Derry, 
that's  n  charming  little  son^  you  put  in  for  that  Courcey 
girl.     Lance  ia  awfully  in  your  debt  for  it,  and  eo  am  I." 

Lanrii  Pearl's  arclied  eyebrows  lowered^  and  her  eyes 
beneath  them  grew  full  of  flame  and  gloani. 

"  Little  Courc-ey  has  a  pretty  voice,"  Denzil  answered. 
"If  &ha  were  wt^Il  tauj^^ht,  she^l  come  out  wonderfully. 
The  girl's  a  gamo  little  thiugj  too  j — keeps  straighter  than 
ftuy  one  of  them  " 

Thia  last  phrase  ho  muttered  soUo  voce. 

"She  squeaka  like  a  penny  trumpet^"  the  Pearl  ob- 
served witb  savage  scorn  "Aud  what  you  atuck  ia 
them  ten  bars  for,  Deiizil,  beats  me  I  I'll  have  'em  out 
to-morrow." 

"  No,  you  won't,"  said  Beltrau  quietly. 

"  WoQ^t  I  f"  she  cried  furiously.  "  Then  all  I  saya  is, 
BeiiraUj  you  may  find  who  yuu  can  for  my  part,  for  I'll 
never  go  on  your  stage  no  more,  to  Imve  calls,  and  bou- 
quets, and  tbing-umbobs  flung  at  that  little  inins  aside 
of  me !" 

"  Very  well,"  said  Beltran  carelessly.  "  There  are  lota 
of  people,  can  do  the  break-downs,  and  you  kuow  tbat^s 
all  you  d<y  do,  Laura." 

"  1*11  write  a  song-  for  you,  too,"  addod  Denzil,  witb 
wicked  intent.  "  That's  easy  enough ;  and  the  Mouse  caa 
niiike  room,  I  dare  say *' 

"  When  you  know  1  caa't  sing  I"  she  shrieked,  in  a  guat 
of  passiou,  "And  as  for  you,  Lord  Beltran,  if  you  could 
g^t  people  so  easy  out  of  casinos  to  fill  your  bole  o!  a 
theater,  why  wasn't  you  success Tal  witb  'em  before  I 
come  ?     Answer  me  that  I    Atid  as  to  inaulticg  of  me  foB 
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that  wretched  little  tond  of  a  Coutcoj,  VW  see  bar  and 
you " 

But  I  had  better  not  record  the  foul  laogiiag-e  wjth  which 
ehe  polluted  her  hundsouio,  quivering-  IJpa,  and  traosformed 
oae  of  the  most  beautiful  women  Nalare  ever  created  iato 
B  biasing,  mOLithing,  furious  virajjo. 

Btjltran  Hot  quite  unmoved  undei*  the  tempest,  employ- 
iu^  hini-self  in  coticoi^tin^  a  eominental  drink  with  ite, 
f<ii-ced  strawberries,  and  a  iiiLle  Chambertiu  wine.  Ind^jcd, 
fur  aught  any  one  CQuld  have  told,  he  might  have  been  as 
deaf  a&  a  stone. 

"  I  wouldn't  ag^itate  myself,  if  I  were  jou,"  ho  eaid  very 
quietly,  when  thti  burrioane  of  her  words  was  eshaueted. 
"  Tbure'a  your  favorite  ria  de  veau  en  derai-deuil ;  hadn't 
you  better  eat  it  ?" 

And  she  did  eat  it  1 — The  men  ronnd  the  table,  of  whom 
there  were  soiue  eight  or  ten,  could  not  help  smiliug  at 
Ibii)  aatt-oliiuas, 

Beltran  still  de^'oted  [jim?eif  to  bis  ice.  with  the  grave&t 
fftCe  posijible.  But  1  fancied  that  Luura  Pearl  knew,  aome- 
liuvv  or  other,  that  she  would  not  be  permitted  to  carry 
her  point  about  the  Wood-elPs  ten  hars  of  soi)^, 

"  lie  cared  nothing'  about  little  Courcey,  ray  dear,*'  Fan- 
freluehc  explained  to  me  undi;r  tlie  table.  "  But  he  cares 
a  deal  about  keepiug  hiH  vvoi'd.  Won^t  she  make  bim  pay 
a  ytH-M  fur  ii,— just  I" 

AppureiUly  hi:r  good-humor  \va9  restored  by  the  ria  de 
veau ;  at  FLVty  ratc^  her  inuriiuire  were  drowned  by  Derry 
Denzil,  who  had  ono  of  the  mellowest  and  most  liesile  of 
voitres,  aud  who,  sitting  dowii  to  the  piano  that  occupied 
a  uook  in  this  pretty  Bupper-rooiii,  chuuted,  with  gay 
music  of  hia  own,  some  caiiip-souga  of  the  Austriau  army, 
in  which  he  once  had  eorved. 

The  Mouse  came  in, radiant  because  the  earriagfes  were 
standing  thick  in  two  ratika  down  the  street,  and  because 
the  door-keeper  had  averred  that  every  one  had  gone  away 
ilelighted  with  the  enteitainmeot,  He  was  geauiuely 
huQjrry  also,  from  anxiety  and  suspense ;  and  could  iu 
verity  eat  the  dainty  things  pro^fided,  which  the  other 
men,  who  bad  hurriedly  left  ibeir  dinaer-tables  to  be  pres- 
ent, were  not.    In  consequf  ucej  they  had  only  trifled  witn 
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claret,  or  dmnk  braudy  and  seltzer,  whereas  he  really  wa^i 
tborougbly  ready  for  the  Uided  game,  and  the  niayon- 
uai&e,  mid  tbe  oysters;  and  he  muna^ed  to  devour  very 
nearly  jia  much  aa  Laum  Pearl  her^lf,  chattering  with 
voluble  mirth  all  the  time,  and  bring-jng  an  element  into 
the  society  which  was  very  mach  wauling  there;  biqco 
the  conversation,  having  commenced  in  diupiiteB,  had  de- 
clined  Juto  ennui. 

After  a  little  time  they  all  began  to  smoke,  the  Pearl 
JDcludod,  though  aha  threw  away  niacin  more  of  her  cigar 
than  shs  consumed.  While  the  Cnronet'a  lights  were  out 
in  every  other  part  of  the  bouse,  the  players  gone  home, 
and  the  ^reat  doors  shut  to  the  street  and  locked,  laughter 
reigned  in  the  bright  ainljer-hutig  room;  and  the  chimcR 
of  A  Deighboring  elocli  were  tolling  two  iu  the  morning 
when  they  all  sauntei'tid  forth  by  tbe  stage-exit  aod  weDt 
into  the  cool  white  moonlight  lo  (htli*  v^-aitiog  cabs. 

"  It's  a  succe^53^ — an  out-and-out  sueceaa?"  I  beard  the 
Mousse  mutter  to  Denzil,  aa  they  lounged  out  to  the  air. 

"  For  yuu. — yea!" 

^'Wcli:     Why  not  for  him?" 

^' Why  F"  replied  Douzil  slowly,  with  a  big  cheroot  \q 
his  t'Ceth,  that  resisted  ad  attempts  to  Uglit  it.  "WLy'? 
Oh,  because  it  nevur  makes  any  differeuce  to  bim  whetfieF 
tbe  Coronet  pays  or  lostta.  Old  Wyucli  will  tot  up  yowr 
half  of  the  prolita  correctly,  because  you've  very  bright 
eyes,  my  dear  Mouse;  but  Beltran — well,  Beltran  maybe 
permitted  to  see  that  bla  gallery  briugs  him  in  a  sorplas 
of  somethiQg  like  eighteenpeuce  half-penny  a  week.  That 
Will  he  about  It,  I  fancy." 

"  He's  a  confounded  asa  I"  muttered  the  Mouse. 

"  Yes,  he  is,     He  trusts.  Wynch  and  youP* 

And  Denzil,  with  a  short  guod-uighi  to  them  all,  strode 
away  in  the  moonlight  alone,  while  Leo  Lance  waited  to 
iuurmur  farewell  to  the  Pearl,  and  to  cloae  the  door  of  her 
brougham. 

"  Are  you  coming,  Vere  ?"  she  asked  sharply  of  Beltrati. 

"No,  thanks.  Til  go  aad  see  what  they're  doing  at  the 
Cocodea.'^ 

And  he  turned  away  to  get  into  a  hansom,  and  drive 
rapidly  to  that  fashionable  night-club,  where  the  highest 
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of  high  plfly  was  to  be  ubtamed  all  through  the  earlj  houra 
of  the  dftwn. 

The  Mouse  had  his  rejected  seat  in  the  broug-ham. 

"A  lift"  was  the  least  eho  could  give,  I  suppose,  in 
'etura  for  niy  ear-ring's  aud  me. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 
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Im  attempting-  to  jump  into  the  broagham,  ray  feet 
slipped,  and  I  fell  heavily  to  the  ground.  No  one  per- 
ceived my  accident,  and  the  carriag^e  moved  on  quickly, 
while  a  shrill  little  yell  from  witbin  it  told  me  that  my 
faiibfui  little  chaperon  aod  ciceroue  alone  had  witnessed, 
End  was  powerleas  to  help,  my  misfortune.  I  was  stunoed 
for  a  moment  or  two  by  the  fiharp  concussion,  and  lay 
panting  and  scarcely  sensible  on  tbc  hard  Btones  of  the 
deserted  street. 

A  good  Samaritan,  who  was  the  only  passenger  past 
the  loneliness  of  tbe  darkened  and  melancholy  theater, 
saw  my  plij,'^ht,  and  paused  by  me:  ho  was  a  rather  large, 
rouph,  brown  dog;  hia  coat  wa&  very  Bhabby,  and  tangled, 
as  if  worn  by  wind  and  weather ;  and  he  had  a  very  sad, 
tender  face,  that  made  me  think  of  old  Trusfa, 

He  stopped,  and  sniffed  me,  and  drew  toe  gently  out 
of  the  roadway  with  his  teeth ;  I  was,  or  fancied  myself, 
too  much  hurt  to  move,  and  lay  right  in  the  way  of  all 
pa&airig  carriages,  indifferent  to  all  danger  from  their 
wheels. 

"  You  are  a  poor  tiny  thing  to  be  *1I  alone  at  this  time 
of  night,"  he  said  to  me,  kindly.  "  What  are  you  doing  1 
Have  you  lost  yourself?" 

I  told  him  my  mivcntures. 

He  waB  Dot  a  dog  of  the  world,  evldeatly,  for  he  kooff 
14 
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nothing  of  Pearl,  or  Paufreluclie,  or  even  the  name  o1  the 
theater  under  whose  porch  he  had  drawn  mo;  conse- 
qaently  it  was  not  in  Lia  power  to  Imad  mu  aright,  of 
iudeed  to  help  nie  in  any  way,  save  to  shelter  me  with 
his  bigger  body  from  the  wind,  which  he  did  with  mucit 
cftre  and  tendei-Qess. 

"Will  you  take  me  home  with  you  ?"  I  ventured  *o 
ftsk,  emboldened  by  his  honest  kind  eyes. 

"I  have  no  home,"  he  said  mournfully,  *^  otherwise  I 
would.  1  sleep  under  bridge^archca,  or  doorways,  or  any- 
where I  can;  where  I  am  not  hunted  ^vsiii^ " 

"But  that  must  be  very  miserable?" 

'■■  Yes,  it  is  miserable.  But  there  are  tena  of  thousands 
of  human  creatures  that  do  the  same,  1  mast  not  com- 
plain. Sometimes  I  am  allowed  to  lie  in  an  empty  basket^ 
in  that  great  market  where  they  sell  vegetables  and 
flowers;  there  it  is  very  warm  and  safe,  aud  tive  sweet 
ecenta  of  the  thyme  and  the  laveuder,  and  all  the  cool 
wet  leaves,  make  mo  dream  1  am  in  the  eouotry  once 
more." 

"  You  came  from  the  country  ?" 

"  Yes,". — bis  eyes  grew  uunUerably  sad, 

"  Why  did  you  leave  it  ?" 

"Well — r  followed  uiy  master.  He  was  but  a  lad, 
barely  twenty;  hm  people  were  poor,  and  he  was  restless 
at  home,  and  he  had  dreams  of  wondrous  things  that  he 
could  do  iu  the  grent  world,  if  only  his  stepa  should  once 
wt'nd  thither.  It  was  a  sweet,  happy,  fragrant  place, ^ 
that  little  farm  where  we  lived ;  all  in  the  heart  of  the 
green  fresh  pasture-laud,  and  the  apple-orchards,  and  tbo 
blossomioo;  hiijfii  hedg'es,  with  the  little  brooks  sio^in^ 
beneath  them.  But  ilarold  was  ill  content  there.  Ua 
had  music  in  his  eye.s,  and  fever  in  his  voice :  do  you 
know  what  it  is  that  I  mean?  Well,  he  would  leove 
xbcm, — the  father,  and  the  mother,  and  the  !ittlo  girl 
Gladys, — and  would  go  forth  oq  his  own  path  to  some 
IfTeatuesa.  I  do  not  think  be  ever  knew  what;  hut 
dreamt  of  all  impoi=iBible  beautiful  things.  They  wept 
sorely  ;  but  he — he  came  smiling  awny.  I  followed  him, 
1  had  been  Lis  in  his  childhood  ;  and  he  had  always  been 
good  and  gentle  to  me:  my  heart  nearly  broke  at  quittiog 
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ibat  fair  green  place  of  my  birth,  but  what  could  I  do  ?  1 
ijijiald  not  let  hiru  wander  alone." 

He  paused :  there  waa  no  sound  sare  of  the  nig^ht 
winds  stealing  siuilj'  through  the  emptj^  portico  of  the 
deserted  theater 

"  Well,  he  came  straight  hither;  eame  ont  of  the  pure 
free  cotiotry,  and  from  the  sight  of  the  sua,  into  this 
furnaes,  where  men's  soula  are  forever  consuQung,  and 
the  smoke  of  their  passions  and  woea  is  spread,  like  a  reil 
of  darkoess,  between  theut  aud  Leaven's  light.  The  lad 
had  dreamed  divino  dreams,  that  I  know ;  I  have  seen 
the  look  on  his  faue  wb«n  he  walked  under  the  summer 
StarSj  or  saw  the  moon  burn  through  a  night  of  frost. 
And  he  came  here, — here  1 — to  squalor,  and  vice,  and 
manifold  miseries,  and  ceaseless  greed,  aod  a  fathomlesa 
gulf  of  unmeasured  iniquity  1 

'*  What  be  really  strove  to  do,  I  cannot  tell.  He  strove 
bard,  whatsoev^er  it  was,  He  wrote  all  the  day  long  in 
that  little,  du:?ky,  bluekeoed  attic,  in  the  roof  undeir  the 
Biuokc-cliiud^  which  ht;  had  choseo  instead  of  ihe  bright^ 
broad,  woodiin  chamber.  Linder  tlie  greiit  oak-bougbs,  w[tli 
the  biriid  sinking  against  the  lattice,  that  had  been  his  at 
his  home,  lie  vvroLe^wrote^— wrote,  all  day  and  all 
night  too,  till  all  the  color  died  out  of  his  face,  aud  all 
»,he  light  out  of  bis  eye^. 

"  At  timca  he  would  go  abroad,  and  wander  amongst 
strange  crooked  streets^  and  enter  first  one  house  and 
then  another.  And  in  one  he  was  met  with  deriRlon; 
and  in  a  second  with  coldness;  and  in  a  third  with  a 
rebuEf;  and  so  on  in  every  one  of  them,  so  that  he  left 
each  with  his  bundle  of  papers  cliiiehed  in  his  hand,  and 
iho  brokiui  bout  look  of  an  old  man  on  his  lithe  young 
form.  Yet  ho  never  seemed  wk«lly  to  lose  courage.  He 
would  write,  aud  write,  and  write  again  ;  and  go  again  to 
thtise  houses,  or  to  fi'osh  ones,  witli  his  eyes  all  aglow 
with  hope ;  aud  again  come  forth  from  them  with  the 
glow  quunched,  and  hia  steps  dragging  slowly  over  the 
Btones,  And  all  this  time  he  had  hut  little  money;  and 
it  gi'ew  let>3  and  less;  and  soon  we  all-hut  starved. 

"  Many  tender  letters  came  to  him  from  the  little  farm 
ia  the  orchard-country;  but  I  do  not  fauey  be  ever  aa 
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BWered  them.  If  he  did,  be  was  too  proud  to  tell  tLom 
that  all  their  fears  were  true  and  all  his  dreams  were 
defl4.  For  if  be  had  onlj  once  hinted  to  them  of  bis 
want,  I  know  that  ihuy  would  have  stripped  theinselvea 
to  the  last  coiu  to  send  bicn  help,  aud  the  child  Gladys 
would  have  worked  iu  the  fields  aa  a  reaper  raLher  than 
ever  have  let  him  need  unaided. 

"  Wellj — each  day  j,^rew  worse  tbar\  tbe  last;  and  his 
cheeks  grew  hollow,  and  his  eyea  wild,  aud  hia  hand, 
whea  it  touched  ma,  burned  like  flame.  He  ^till  wrote — 
oh,  yes, — but  he  wrote  at  nig^ht  only,  and  all  the  other 
hours  throujjh  he  vvaniJered  to  and  fi'o,  to  and  fro,  ia  the 
endless  mnio  of  streets  It  is  aad  to  be  young^,  and  alone, 
and  utterly  miserable  in  a  great  city  that  has  no  time  to 
thiztk  of  you,  no  g^lance  to  give  yon,  no  car  to  lend  to 
your  sighs  I 

"And  at  last  one  eveaiDj^  he  would  go  out  alono  ;  he 
would  not  bave  me  with  biiu.  He  stooped  and  kissed 
me  on  the  furehead,  and  I  felt  great  hot  tenrs  fall  oq  ma 
ag  he  did  so ;  but,  though  I  begged,  and  prayed,  and 
nioaned^and  entt'oated  all  I  could  to  go  with  him,  bo  put 
me  hack  into  the  roonij  and  dosed  the  door  on  me,  and  I 
hoard  his  Btejis  g'oin^ij;  swiftly  down  the  staircase,  and  out 
into  the  street.  Well, — fraui  that  hour  he  has  never 
leturned." 

"He  is  dead,  then?"  I  aaked,  awe-stricken. 

'^  Ah  I  that  I  tjatinot.  tell.  I  am  looking  for  biin  always^ 
dead  oi*  alive.  After  a  little  while  the  people  of  the  bonso 
drove  me  away  with  blows,  when  they  found  that  be  did 
not  come  back.  I  used  to  lie  in  the  street  before  the  door 
day  after  day,  nig^ht  after  nig^ht  j  they  would  throw  wood 
and  stones  at  me  ;  they  wounded  mo  sorely  often,  but  they 
could  not  make  nle  leave  the  spot  while  there  was  a  ehance 
of  hig  coming  there.  It  if?  80  horrible,-— to  lose  a  ereuturo 
you  love  into  darkness  tike  that.  Men  can  speak,  and 
explain,  and  other  meu  pity  and  aid  them,  But  we — 
we  can  ooly  suffer,  and  w under,  ami  bo  wretched,  and 
dumhi" 

J  listened,  awed  and  full  of  sorrow — this  loyal,  faithful, 
tonder-souled  creature  Humanity  in  its  besotted  arroganca 
callfNl  a  lower  beast  tbau  Laura  Pearl  I 
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*  Have  you  oerer  seen  him  a^ain  ?^'  I  asked  softly  at 

"  Never  again.  But  I  look  for  him  still.  I  must  Qnd 
liim  at  W^i.  One  maa  was  good  to  mo,  aad  would  bav^a 
givtsii  mo  a  horue,  and  fed  and  caressed  me;  but  I  could 
not  stay  with  hiiu ;  I  could  Qot  go  to  L-omfort  and  rest 
whilst  tbe  boy  was  mifound.  I  seek  him  everywhere 
Sooner  or  later  I  s)iall  know  wbore  he  is " 

"  But  you  must  suffer  greatly  ?" 

"Suffer?  Yes.  Batao  did  be.  I  have  hunger  and 
thu'St  coQtiuiially ;  b-  drop  of  imiddy  water,  a  scrap  of  offal, 
is  all  I  can  get  witbout  ^leiUin^;  and  1  never  will  steal. 
The  peu[jlo  heat  me  and  kick  ^le,  and  the  boys  aLuJue  and 
hoot  lue^yoa  see,  I  am  nothing  bat  a  atupid  stray  dog 
'o  them.     And  they  aro  cru*;]." 

"  But  could  you  not  Gad  your  way  hooiG  to  that  country 
place  that  you  lovo  ?" 

"  Oh,  yv^.  Il  ia  liftj  or  siity  miles  from  t.hia  city;  but 
T  could  Bad  my  way  well ;  I  should  kunw  tho  road,  and 
1  t'>LiId  wjilk  it  in  leas  than  a  week.  But  bow  eati  I  go 
hoinu  wbilat  I  Icavo  him  liere?  How  can  I  &ec  tbem  all 
again  without  him?  If  I  knew  be  were  dead  indeed,  I 
might  go;  tbt'y  love  me,  and  perhaps  in  sonic  sense  I 
could  comfort  tbeni ;  but  uDtil  I  do, — ^whilst  there  BtOl  ia 
a  chance  that  he  livea  and  may  want  me,^-I  have  no 
right  to  turn  my  fitce  homcwai'd.  If  I  went  and  forsook 
him,  do  you  think  I  could  sleep  out;  taoment  in  peaoe, 
though  I  were  to  lie  m  my  own  nest,  among  the  sweet 
bay,  ini  Ihe  appledoft  under  tbe  oak-bougha?" 

i  waj*  Hik'ut:  tho  groaUioss  of  thia  unselfish  elevation 
ajjpidlod  me.  This  l■o^,^■Jl  country  dog  could  feol  such 
liildity  and  nobility  afj  the^e,  wbildt  the  men  and  womea 
I  had  quittad!- 

"  Forgive  nie,  little  one,"  he  said  kindly,  imagining  that 
he  had  wearied  me.  "in  babbling  of  myself  I  have  for- 
gotten your  troubles.  What  caa  I  do  for  you?  I  base 
Qothing  in  the  world  ;  and  not  even  a  kennel  to  share  with 
you-" 

"  What  was  your  master  called  ?"  I  asked,  still  haunted 
by  the  stoiy,  to  the  exclusion  of  my  own  woes. 

^*  Harold'  His  people's  name  was  Gerant ;  but  wa 
I,  U* 
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fllwaya  called  hioi  aad  his  little  Bister  Harold  and  GJadyn. 
But  do  HGt  let  ua  sp6iik  more  oT  them.  I  want  to  aid  yau 
if  I  (laQ." 

I  could  not  tell  hiia  how,  for  I  saw  no  possible  iasn** 
to  ttie  dilemma;  but  I  begged  and  prayed  of  bira  not  to 
leav'o  mc,  I  had  such  a  dread  of  Bill  Jacobs  iindiD^  aud 
Beiziu^  me. 

"Ah,  you  are  afraid  of  the  thievea?"  he  said  ^eutly. 
"^  They  never  touch  me.  See  what  a  protection  it  id  lo  he 
worth  nothing  I  A  valuable  dog-,  aud  a  rich  man,  have 
no  true  liberty  in  their  lives,  for  they  are  forever  Utjiu^ 
hunted  and  trapped  by  the  spoilers.  I  will  not  leave  you ; 
and  I  can  still  keep  a  rubble  at  bay,  though  I  am  old  And. 
my  teeth  are  not  strong.  We  are  as  well  here  aa  any- 
where ;  the  portico  keepa  the  wind  off  a  little  P' 

So  we  eat  there  while  the  quiii'ters  and  houra  were  ser- 
eral  times  tolled  from  the  neighboriag  church;  and  he 
warmed  me  with  his  rough,  curly  body,  and  tried  to  hia 
uttermost  to  Bhelter  me  from  the  unaccustomed  exposure 
of  the  night.  Carriages  Qasbed  past ;  now  and  then  a 
foot-passenger  went  by  ;  but  no  one  took  any  notice  of  ua. 

Now  and  then  there  came  by  ua  a  man  of  diatiag-uiahed 
appearaace,  walkio^  slowly,  with  his  hat  o^er  bis  eye- 
brows and  hia  face  very  pale,  When  I  saw  such  a  one 
I  guessed  that  he  had  been  playing  at  the  Cocodca,  or  at 
some  other  of  the  night  card  cluba  of  thia  fashionable 
quarter,  and  had  loat.  Now  and  then  such  a  one  would 
be  acyoated  and  pestered,  and  cursed  horribly  when  be 
put  hci"  iiside,  by  some  wretched.  ha,i^gard,  jmintod  jjhan- 
tom  of  a  woman  that  made  one^si  blood  run  cold  by  even 
a  look  at  her  woltis^h,  leering,  hungry  eyes. 

"Poor  creature  1"  I  said  involuiititnly,  aa  one  of  ibosB 
— the  worst  of  any  I  had  ever  seen — came  by  us, 

'*Poor  indeed  I"  said  my  good  Samaritan.  "And  yet, 
after  all,  this  is  rather  a  sham  sentiment  that  w«  are  guilty 
of  when  we  pity  these  women  bo  profoundly.  For  thej 
call  our  brothers,  the  lions,  hea&ta  of  prey ;  but  how  holy 
are  their  ways,  how  continent,  bow  innocent,  how  merci- 
ful even,  the  worat  that  they  do,  besidca  these  women  I 
These  women  murder  the  young  of  their  own  kind;  what 
lion,  what  animal,  ever  did  that  ?" 
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"  But  they  have  been  tempted  ?- 


"Well — yes,"  hesaid  tbourjhtfullj.  "Andhdw?  Look 
you  here.  A  Few  niglits  ago,  aa  I  was  seeking  Harold  in 
all  likely  nnd  unlikely  places,  1  strayed  into  a  casioo  not 
very  far  from  here.  It  woa  one  where  gay,  rich,  foolish 
youQgatera  go  to  see  daucing  women;  aud  specially  to 
Bee  one  now  who  is  a  sort  of  einpresa  there — they  call 
her  Lillian  Lee.  She  'shows  herself  nightly  to  the  popu- 
lace fur  gold — *  that  was  a  line  I  heard  Harold  quote  so 
often. 

**  1  took  a  long  look  at  this  Lillian  of  theirs  before  they 
saw,  an<i  turned  lue  out :  I  knew  her  then.  The  last  time 
1  had  aeon  her  she  h  ad  been  hop-picking;  in  oar  fields  some 
five  years  ago  at  htiryreat-time. 

"  That  girl  had  as  good  a  mother  as  ever  breathed ;  a 
widow-womnn,  hut  full  of  thrift,  ntid  cheerfulness,  and 
virtue.  They  lived  3a  »  pretty  little  cottoge,  hard  by 
the  water-mill  5  the  mother  bred  poultry,  and  took  the 
fowls  and  dnckd  to  market  with  herba  and  a  few  vegeta- 
bles that  she  "Tow,  anti  she  washed  linen  for  the  old 
vicar  and  two  or  three  Dth<?r  people;  she  was  always  a 
contented  woman,  and  loved  her  daiig-hter — well,  aa 
only  motliera  can  love.  If  the  girl  had  been  but  like  her, 
they  might  have  been  very  happy.  But  you  know  it  ia 
of  no  use  to  sow  wheat  upon  stone  and  sand. 

"  Letty — that  waa  her  name — Letty  had  nothing  of 
Lcr  mother's  temper  in  her.  She  waa  forever  sulking,  and 
fretting,  and  refusing  to  work,  aud  sqnaiuiering  hor  ponce 
on  finely,  and  nioonmg  away  her  daya  in  the  sun.  The 
only  thing  eho  would  do  wag  a  little  hop  picking  in  the 
eeaaon  ;  bocftu^iy  there  were  many  men  about,  and  idle 
|jlay,  and  liccnae  that  was  worse  thita  play,  in  the  bojv 
grounds  where  alt  the  wild  Irish,  and  the  labort^ra  ou 
tramp,  came  and  wasted  far  more  than  they  worked  for 
most  of  ihe  time  they  were  there.  One  day  at  the  middle 
of  the  Lup-getting,  when  Gerant  came  in  to  the  noonday 
dracer,  his  face  was  very  grave;  he  was  a  quiet.  God- 
fearing man,  and  U  wfis  but  seldotu  that  he  allowed  angeir 
to  stir  in  him.  'Lettice  Dean  must  never  darken  these 
doors  again,'  he  said  to  his  wife,-^the  chUdren  were  not 
as  yot  in  from  the  Eelds,     '  She  ia  vicious  and  vile  ;  &li9 


164 


puas. 


tarns  to  Bin  as  bees  to  nu^ar.  Have  a  care  that  she  comeii 
no  more  Dij^b  to  Glativa,' 

"  The  mistress  aakcid  trembling;  wbftt  the  g-irl  had  done: 
and  he  ansiwcrcd  her  that  Leity  had  wanton  wajs,  and 
be  had  surprised  her  love-making  with  one  oi"  ihe  dranlien 
Iriihiiien,  where  ihey  stood  under  a  hedge.  A  little  while 
after  that  the  poor  woman  Dean  came  weeping  sorelj  to. 
Ucraut  and  his  wife,  and  told  them  how  the  child  had 
loft  her  without  a  word,  taking  eH  she  owned  with  hor. 
iSho  bful  stoles  ev^en  her  dead  fii.tber'0  old  pitichheek  watch 
from  under  her  mother's  pillow  whilst  the  oM  woman 
slept,  aad  had  carried  off  even  the  few  little  bits  of  silver 
spoons,  and  ealt-pots,  and  suth  like,  that  bad  belonged  to 
her  grea ['grandparents  and  were  the  pride  and  treasure 
of  the  cottago-  Well,  tbof  traced  h^r  to  London,  I  be- 
lieve, and  there  tbey  altogether  lost  her.  1  onlyfouiid  her 
the  other  night,— as  Lillian  Lee  at  this  casino." 

"  And  you  think  her  temptations  were  ?         " 

"  Greedj  and  vanity,  and  diacootetit.  No  others.  She 
loved  wickednosa  and  pleasure.  She  robhed  her  mother 
whilst  sleeping;  and  she  went  to  viee  beeauae  she  desired 
its  wages. 

"  By  the  way,  the  old  woman  died ;  lost  all  heart  and 
Btreugtii,  ftnd  could  no  longer  labor  for  her  own  support, 
ttud  would  havo  gone  to  the  workhouse  but  for  Harold's 
father  anil  mother,  who,  in  the  press  of  their  own  poverty, 
tended  and  suctored  her  to  the  end—which  indeed  was 
uot  lung  iu  coming.  Now,  wherefore  should  we  pity  this 
creaiuref— Letty  Pean,  or  Lillian  Lee? 

"The  flowery  hang  in  the  sunshine  and  blow  in  the 
broeae,  free  to  the  wasp  aa  tu  the  bee ; — the  bee  choosea 
(o  mako  his  store  of  honey,  that  ia  aweet  and  fragrant  and 
life-giviug;  the  wasp  chooses  to  make  his  from  the  samy 
bloasoms,  but  of  a  matter  bard  and  bitter  and  uselesH. 
Shall  we  pity  the  wasp  because,  of  his  aelfieh  passiooa,  bo 
eeleelb  the  portion  that  shall  be  luscious  only  to  hia  uwa 
lipfi,  and  spends  his  houra  only  in  the  thruaiing-in  of  hiu 
etiug?  la  not  such  pity — wasted  upon  the  wasp — an 
insult  to  the  bee  who  toils  so  wearily  to  gather  in  for 
others,  and  who,  because  be  stings  not  maa,  is  by  man 
maltreated  ?     Now,  it  weiaa  to  me,  if  I  read  tbem  aright* 
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thaC  TtdoQS  women,  aod  womea  that  are  of  hanett  j  and 
honor,  are  mueb  akin  to  the  wagp  and  to  the  bee." 

I  was  sileot:  his  grave,  genUe  speech  recalied  to  me 
my  old  familiar  friend  Trusty  aud  seemed  so  atrauge — and 
yet  so  Bim]fly-wiae — afler  Ibe  satiric  sliarpoeaa  aod  the 
aciduLated  worldliness  of  Faufrelucbe.  The  one  was  so 
tenderly  thoughtful,  probing  to  the  core  of  all  tbings;  the 
other  was  so  couteQiptuoualy  indifferent^  Bkimiuin^  tbe 
Buiface  of  ali  trutha  And  yet,  when  all  was  said,  the 
Samaritao  and  tbe  Satirist  alike  pointed  to  the  same  de- 
ductiou  1  Theae  words  of  his,  moreover,  recalled  to  me 
the  raguG  fancy  that  had  moved  me  as  to  the  pa^t  of  Laura 
Pearl. 

Ah  i  these  wohieQ  may  well  be  roug^h  to  ua,  and  ahriok 
from  our  eyea,  when  we  remembej*  ao  many  things  that 
tbey  have  consigned  to  the  grave  of  oblivion,  and  whieh 
they  believe  they  have  sealed  down  forever,  because  they 
have  rolled  to  the  door  of  the  sepulcber  a  burial-stone  of 
gold  I 

*'  It  is  very  eoJd  for  you,"  said  Bronze  tindly,  waking 
nie  froai  ray  half-aleepy  reverie.  "  Bitterly  cold  for  spring-. 
1  do  not  mind  it;  1  bave  been  bousdess  all  tbe  winter, 
which  waa  a  hundred  times  worse  than  this;  but  you^ 
how  you  sbiver  1" 

"It  ia  nothing,"  I  tried  to  say  valoroaaly.  *'  Yoa  have 
lost  Harold  long, then?" 

"All  tbe  winter,  and  all  the  autumn;  and  he  lived  in 
wretchednesa  here — about  a  quarter  of  a  year — rather 
more.  That  makes  eight  or  ten  months.  Giadya  will 
eouti  he  getting  into  womanhood," 

"Is  she  a  pretty  ^irl  ?"  1  asked  him,  wondering  if  sbe 
also  would  ever  he  transformed  into  a  Pearl  or  a  Lillian 
Lee. 

"  More  than  pretty.  Letty  Dean  was  pretty.  Giadya 
has  a  beautiful  little  face,  like  a  white  erouus  of  the  spring;. 
She  was  a  Blrang'e  child,  too,^^so  siSenl,  bo  gentle,  so 
dreamy,  and  some  said  not  very  wi&e.  But  her  eyes 
would  blaze  like  stars  when  Harold  read  poetry  to  her, 
and  1  fftU'Cy  myaelf  that  she  thought  over-much  for  her 
years;  that  she  bud — what  do  they  call  it? — genius:  and 
that,  it  waa  only  because  she  wa%  aileut  that  people  Tau* 
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cied  her  simple.  Tt  was  odd :  those  two  children  k:d  such 
Bimple,  ordinarj  lives:  rising  vtith  llio  sun;  eating  food 
of  the  plainest;  always  in  the  open  air;  rained  on  by 
Bummer  showers;  bloivn  on  by  autumn  winds;  seeing 
nothing  except  the  animals  and  the  birds  on  the  farms, 
and  baling  do  books  except  their  Bible  and  thetr  'Pil- 
grim's ProgrefiH,'  and  the  p5ajs  of  a  man  tbey  called 
Shakspearer — and  yet  there  waa  something  noble  and 
uncoDinion  about  them;  and  they  seemed  always  to  be 
hearing  such  wonderful  things,  when  they  lay  oa  the 
g-rass,  or  wandered  ander  the  trees." 

I  understood  what  he  meant:  I  had  seen  something  of 
the  game  thing  in  poo?  Ben. 

But  by  this  time  I  waa  so  tired  that  I  ceased  to  hear 
him  speak,  and  I  fell  sound  asleep,  and  forgot  that  ray 
cu^shion  was  only  the  stone  step  of  the  Coronet  theater. 
The  wind  and  tlje  rain  did  not  uonie  upon  me,  for  Bronzi? 
lay  down  by  me  in  sucb  fusbion  that  his  brown,  curly 
body  waa  a  firm  barrier  between  myself  and  tbe  elements 
There  is  a  wondrous  deal  of  kindness  in  men  and  in 
dogs: — women  I  do  not  think  have  m!ieh  of  it. 

**  Oh  vfiimafl  !  iXx  (mr  houra  oE  ease 
8y  AioUiugr  fi'uftf  UDd  glutl  to  please, 
And  EltciuiriL^t'riJdttid  as  the  ouk, 
And  pnti'^i^Dt-tcDjpv^Fe'l  a.a  the  mulEe, 
Let  tta\j  CQfih  and  etiiF  be  fdiliiig;, 
An  Oiwfii]  Lungufi  bust  thiiu  Uix  ruiHog!'^ 

This  elegant  parody  had  been  sung  by  the  three  fairy 
princes  in  the  Mouse's  burlesque,  and  had  been  received 
with  exeeediiii^  applause;  and  it  was  wandering  still 
through  tny  brain  as  I  sank  to  sleep  under  tbe  portico  of 
the  Coronet. 

When  I  awoke  it  was  dawn;  one  of  those  chee-lea* 
gray  dawns  that  early  spring  brings  in  cities. 

In  the  Peak  these  mornings  had  been  beautiful;  by 
tcason  of  the  eeaa  of  white  cloud-like  mist;  the  aweet, 
damp,  dewy  scents;  the  water-drops  that  glistened  on 
every  leaf  and  blade  ;  the  purple  glimpses  of  the  half-bid- 
den hillsi  the  soft,  unearthly  hush  that  reigned  over  all 
things,  till  the  low  twittering  of  the  little  nest  birds  broke 
its  bileiice.     But  here — here  it  was  only  cold,  ugly,  inei 
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pretajljly  dreary  aad  dispiriLlag.  I  woke  in  cooaequencB 
sorely  frtg:bt,ene(1  and  sorrowful ;  and  tb6  teQder-bearted 
BroQifi.'  Lad  aiiicb  adu  to  console  nm. 

"  I  am  60  cukl !''  I  moaned.     "  And  so  hungry,  too  I'' 

"  Ilow  lon^  is  it  sinra  you  had  food?"  he  askiid. 

"  Ever  Btute  six  last  ui^Lt !" 

"  jib  1 — And  I  ha?e  been  two  days  without  picking  w\t 
anj  thing,  Eave  a  piece  of  mouldy  bread,  that  lay  cnt-sido 
AD  area-^ate]  But  then  I  am  old  and  vei^y  hardy,  and 
you  are  hatplesa  and  young;  that  niiLkea  a  ^^reat  differ- 
ence. Well,  I  suppose  if  we  wait  !ong  enough  the 
theater  people  will  come,  and  thev  will  kuow  you, — will 
they  not?" 

At  that  moment,  thruug-b  the  dim  light  iu  whicb  tho 
day  and  tha  lU'as  feebly  ytrugg-1  yd  for  douiinance,  there  ap- 
jirnacbed  tho  furiu  of  a  man,  looraltig'  lar^e  tbrouj^b  tbu 
tlui^ky  aud  vijllow  steam  of  the  fog. 

It  was  Lord  Keltran. 

He  was  walkinj;  slowly,  with  his  g^reat-coat  thrown 
back  a^  though  be  soua;ht  the  chilly  air;  bis  head  waa 
bent,  bis  face  was  pale,  aud  the  stephaaotia  in  his  buttoa- 
hole  drooped — dead 

I  »prAn<^  out  ou  bim,  aud  aianaged  to  arrest  him.  He 
paused,  aud  raised  mo. 

■'Is  it  you,  yuu  little  atom?"  he  said  kindly.  "  Eaa 
ehe  left  you  here  on  purpose  ?  Not  likely,  tboug^L,  aa 
you're  of  value  I" 

Aud  with  that  be  took  me,  thrust  me  kindly  and  care- 
lessly into  his  pocket,  and  moved  onward :  1  struggled, 
and  w-hiuedjftnd  contrived  to  draw  hisatteatioa  to  Bronati, 
who  was  looking  ou  with  wistful  aad  patieat  euduranca 
of  oblivion. 

He  whistled  Bronze  to  him. 

"  You  look  stray  aud  starved,  my  friend.  Come  along, 
too,  if  you  like." 

Bronze  undtrstood ;  and  came  timidly  near,  and 
touched  hia  hand  with  a  grateful  motion  of  his  owe 
rough  tongue ;  but  he  did  not  more  after  us,  and  the  last 
thing  1  83,w  of  bim  were  his  two,  ead.  kiud  eyes,  gleam- 
ing with  their  soft  baxel  light  from  out  of  the  iri:ntie* 
darkness 
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Jdy  heart  was  full  at  leaving  bim  thufl: — bQt  wbM 
could  1  do  ? 

I  waa  boffibly  cold  and  h*ing:rj  ;  and  this  is  a  combi- 
nation  whjeh  kills  aentimeat  in  bigger  people  than  myself. 
The  cmotioriB,  likr  a  hot-houae  flower,  or  tbe  Bea-di&Dthus, 
wither  curiouBly  wLeu  aired  in  an  eaat  wlad,  or  kept  soma 
hours  waiting  for  dinner 
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In  ten  minuteg  or  less  I  was  comfortably  inatftlled  m 
Brltmn's  chaniberaj  which  wuro.  but  at  two  or  tbree 
fltrirta'  distance  from  the  theater  They  were  the  two 
prettiest  roonm  I  have  ever  seen  in  my  iife,  connected 
with  ail  archway,  aud  riecorated  with  imperial  blue  ;  they 
were  the  abode  of  a  refined  g-entlemaa,  of  a  coonoisseur^ 
too,  moreover  ;  filings  of  "jreat  antiquity  and  much  beauty 
were scatteved  about;  irory,  bronze,  marble,  china,  enamel, 
metal-work,  gleamed  out  of  the  prevailing  hue  of  deep 
aaure  ;  and  here  and  there  neatled  a  mirror,  and  here  and 
there  hung  a  picture. 

Beltian  set  me  down  oo  the  hearth-rug,  acd  cast  hiun- 
eelf  ioto  an  easy-ebair,  having  changed  his  dress  for  a 
velvet  smoking  garb  that  his  tnan  brought  to  him. 

"Give  the  little  be^ar  soniLthing  to  eat,  Ferrors,"  he 
Baid  of  me  to  his  servant;  and  then  composed  himself  1a 
read  and  to  smoke. 

1  liked  his  face  better  than  I  had  hitherto  done.  It  was 
very  delicate  aud  tboroo^h-bred,  with  that  handsome  pro- 
file which  seems  to  mark  like  a  brotherhood  your  En^liah 
aristocrats.  It  was  cotd  and  eontemptnLiUiJ  indeed  in 
expression;  but,  by  the  kindliness  that  came,  when  ho 
BmJied,  into  his  calm  languid  eyes,  I  thou;;ht  that  much 
of  this  cynical  indifferentism  was  only  surfaceKleep,  and 
luucb  of  this  serene  insolence  was  only  a  trick  of  maua«r. 
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When  I  came  to  kaow  Lim  well,  I  found,  iudjeed,  tbat 
Vere  Esseudine,  Lord  BeltraD,  was  one  of  those  persona 
vei'j  hard  for  men,  and  very  easy  for  doj;;9,  to  read. 
There  were,  to  mialoaii  his  own  kind,  the  slighting  loQ- 
piior  of  habit,  the  contemptuous  serenity  of  manner,  thu 
listlesa  fatigue  of  tone,  the  eontinual  supjiressioa  of  all 
feeJin^^  beneath  phrases  of  half-sardonic  and  half-ridiculing 
lirevity,  tbat  are  common  amongst  those  of  his  order. 
He  was  not  a  little  reckless,  moreover  ;  was  ^iveD  to  seek- 
iag:  his  owu  amuaemient,  without  reckoning  itacost  either 
to  himself  or  others  ;  and,  although  no  one  ever  remem- 
bered to  have  seea  him  out  of  temper,  he  could  be  very 
inerciJess  with  bis  quiet  indolent  speech  ou  occasion. 

But  dogs  saw  much  more  than  these  :  dogs  noticed 
that  he  was  never  ungentle  to  them,  that  be  tiever  forgot 
them;  that  be  smiled  with  his  ef ea  as  well  as  with  bia 
mouth  ;  aud  that  he,  like  therasclveSi  took  punishment 
without  complaint,  not  from  insensibility,  but  from  the 
courag-e  of  breed  and  the  endurance  of  training-.  And 
the  stray  ones  of  our  kiud  would  know  this  by  that  pecu- 
liar prescience  of  our  own  which  you  are  pleased  to  call 
"inatinct" because  you  cannot  in  tbeleast  comprehend  it; 
and  they  would  follow  him  home,  and  trust  theinselvca  to 
his  pity  at} d  shelter: — will  you  have  anywhere  a  surer 
witness  to  character? 

I  imag-iaed  that  he  had  some  punishment  to  bear  just 
now;  the  novel  dropped  on  his  knee  as  he  sat,  and  hia 
eyes  Were  fastened  on  the  fire  that  buraed  brightly  within 
his  pretty  porcelain -pane  led  stove. 

Oace  he  took  from  big  waistcoat-pocket  an  old  letter, 
with  some  fijurea  jotted  ou  U  in  pencil ;  studied  them, 
BQd  thrust  them  haek  with  a  muttered  word  that  sounded 
]jke  a  cursCi 

The  tigures,  I  doubt  not,  were  those  of  his  play-lossea 
that  night  at  the  Coeod^s, 

Soon  after  tbat  he  drank  some  soda-water,  and  went  to 
bed  :  1  did  so  too,  and,  I  shame  to  confess,  slept  soundly, 
uii haunted  by  so  much  as  a  dream  of  the  poor  patient 
BroHLe,  whom  we  had  left  in  the  chilly  bleak  dawn,  alona 
with  hia  hunger  and  sorrow. 

We  hoai'  a  very  great  chatter  of  ^'Bympatby"  in  thia 
16 
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worid  i  18  there  auy;'ht  of  it,  I  wonder,  that  is  aajthiiig 
neyond  fuUow-reulUig  ? 

When  I  fairly  awoke  on  tlie  morrow,  it  was  ooon;  aad 
there  were  four  or  Gve  men  in  the  iiiuer  room,  where  a 
table  was  laid  out  with  brenkfast. 

It  Wfts  Sunday,  I  knew,  by  the  clanging  of  the  diaso 
Baat  bells  with  which  you  berald  your  periodical  fits  of 
ievotion ;  and  Sunday  broakfaata,  as  I  learued  later,  are 
a  favorite  form  of  distractiau  with  such  men  bb  tbeae 
amonggt  whom  I  had  I'alleD. 

The  g-uesta  were  waiting  fur  their  host;  ftud  the  silver 
dishes  wore  stili  covered. 

They  were  talking  of  the  prerioua  ni/j^ht  at  the  Coronet. 

"Safe  to  run,"  said  one,  iu  whom  I  recognized  Paget 
Desmond.     "  Oiiffhl  to  malte  money  by  it  F" 

"  Humph  I"  said  Derry  Denzil,  who  was  there  without 
his  bijc;-  do":. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that.  Derry  ?"  asked  another, 
HBleDdyrriiirlanfftild  maa,  whom  lUey  all  called  Ned,  an  J 
who  I  found  was  in  rank.  Earl  of  GuilUadeue. 

"  Paper  I"  returned  Denzil,  briefly,  with  much  scorn. 

"  Paper  ?  Oh,  bang-  it,  no  I  Stalls  were  full  of  fel- 
lows, one  knowij ;  aud  the  private-box  women  were  all  in 
good  form." 

Denzil  laughed  grimly. 

"  Well — don't  yoii  know  how  ebe  does  it,  Ned  ?" 

"  She  ?    Not  an  idea  1^'  replied  the  Earl. 

"I'll  teil  you,  then.  Nine-tentha  of  those  men  get  hei 
pass, — get  it  all  through  the  season, — and,  whea  she  takes 
her  benefit,  wbat  charminj;  big  checks  the  lovdy  Laura 
receives  as  a  quid  pro  quu  I  Ilouse  is  full:  she  explaiQ9 
to  her  friend  that  it's  all  orders;  he  believea  her;  so  it  is 
in  a  sense;  only  the  money  that  should  have  gone  in  at 
his  bos-offlce  goes  instead  at  the  end  of  the  season  to  hor. 
Thing-  is  perfectly  simple.     You  see?" 

"  I  can't  say  I  do,  exactly,"  muttered  the  fair  earl 
'•  Old  Wynch  must  knnw  ?" 

"Of  coui'&e  old  Wyoch  knows.  But  when  it  suits  hia 
own  book  to  net  gains  in  like  manner,  of  course  it  don't 
pay  him  to  check  hers.  Besides,  tbey  understand  one 
another;  and  Wynch  \s  a  wise  tuan  in  his  j^ieratiou 
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lie  knowp  that  rIm^'11  be  worth  her  ten  thousiDd  a  year 
foi-  a  very  liiuuh  loiiyer  epdl  tlian  IJelti-au  will." 

"Sbe  don't  d<>  aiiytbiiig  ext-ept  those  hreak-downg," 
muttered  Lord  Guilliadone.  *"  I'd  get  a  score  just  aa  good 
B3  i?be  out  of  the  Ilolborn  Casino,  uuy  ni^'ht." 

"that's  nonsense,"  said  Denzil  calndy.  "She's  the 
handsomest  creature  about  the  town,  I  hate  her,  but.  I 
iMUBt  adiuit  thaL  Busidtis,  you  know  old  George  made 
111"!'  the  luMhion." 

"  Oh,  she'a  chics  if  the  Cluhs  Eajing  so  can  make  her 
80 *' 

"  As  of  course  they  can,"  cried  Paget  Desmond.  "No 
woman  can  hold  her  own  against  the  Clubs  for  any  leog^th 
iftinio.  You  rememlior  Mrs.  D'Eyncourt?  Well,  that 
wuiuau  wns  supeib,  and  a  wondeiTuUy  fuie  actress  too  ; 
but  you  know  she  was  eo[ifoundcdly  houcat,  &nd  had 
ftwrully  queer  notions;  and  wbtMJ  old  EcnujolQia  ineloaed 
her  a  set  of  diamonds  she  sent  them  back — sent  thenn 
back,  by  Jove  I  as  if  he^d  been  a  pot-boy  offering  her  a 
pennyworth  of  periwijikles  Beau,  you  know,  nev^er  for- 
gave it,  and  he  got  ber  lallced  (Juivn  iu  the  Clubs  and  other 
places  till  she  hadn't  a  ghost  of  a  chance.  She  wub  a 
very  plucky  woman,  fearfully  plucky  woman  ;  and  thought 
she  was  strmjy  enougli  to  beat  him.  But  of  course  she 
waeti't;  of  eotirse  she  went  to  the  wail  IShe  wag  fairly 
driveti  off  the  London  stai^ej  you  remember?" 

"Yes,"  added  Mark  Mountmonis,  a  man  in  ihe  9th 
Lantera,  *"  and  I  saw  her  stitching  ehirtg  aa  hard  as  ever 
Bhe  could  Bew,  in  a  liule  garret-window,  lq  a  be^i^arly 
German  town.  That's  always  the  way  women  come  to 
grief  if  they  defy  clubs " 

"And  diamondsl"  concluded  Derry  Denzil,  with  that 
Iflujicb  which  was  too  grim  for  his  handsome  sun-browQed 
I'eaiures. 

"  Well — Pearl  will  never  Eia  that  way,"  said  the  nar- 
rator of  Mrs.  D'Eyneourt's  misfortunes  and  mistJikes. 
"  Day  before  yesterday  she  came  to  muffin-worry  ii»  Fi'ed 
Orford'8  fouius — yon  know  ha  always  ha.%  a  lot  of  women 
in  at  five  o'clock^^^well,  he'd  just  been  g;etting'  thing's  at 
the  ilrialnioLt  sale;  china  rhiefly,  and  somo  qucf^r  olj 
Mi»yi:n-Ag:e  jewelry )  and  it  bad  $11  come  in  from  Ciina tie 'tj, 
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end  was  lying  about  tliere  loose.  He  didn't  offer  her  a 
thing',  on  \nj  soul  be  didn't,  for  I  was  there  and  heard 
every  word  he  said;  but — the  deuce  I — if  slae  didn't  ask 
for  all  the  Sase  and  S&vrea  tbat  took  her  fancy,  aud  car- 
ried the  best  of  'em  off  with  her  before  Fred  had  got  a 
word  ia  edgeways  I  He  wus  awfully  savage  j  the  best 
of  it  was,  too,  thiit  he'd  promised  all  the  S&xe  cups  and 
Baucers  to  the  Duchesa  de  Yletaherilla,  and  he  has  had  to 
write  Lord  knows  what  lies  to  account  to  her  for  'em  aa 
broken  I" 

"I  wish  sbo'd  come  to  my  rooms  and  ask  me  for  my 
bronzes,"  said  Denail,  with  a  curt  Biguificance  that  sug- 
gested the  reception  which  t!ie  fi'eebooter  wouM  receive 
anion^  his  Antiques  and  Barbedieoiies,  "Don't  you 
Ibink  you  were  dreumiug,  Mount,  when  you  fancied  you 
saw  Mi's.  D'Eyncourt  in  Germany?  Gerntany,  tool 
Such  au  iudefmito  word  I  you  forget  we've  left  one  Tcu- 
touic  Empire  behind,  and  haven't  yet  c<^me  up  with 
another." 

"I  did  pee  her,''  said  Mountmorris  decidedly,  ''^Saw 
her  in  a  beastly  little  place  off  Homburg.  Oae  knows 
thai  womatJ  in  a  second  just  by  the  way  her  head's  set  on 
her  shoulders.  If  gbe  hadn't  been  a  fool  and  sent  back 
old  Beau's  diamonds,  she'd  have  been " 

"  When  was  it  you  saw  her  V^ 

"Deucel  I  don't  remember,"  answered  Lord  Mart 
"Tea — stop — last  autumn,  surely.  I  recollect  now,  be- 
cause  I'd  lo5t  over  a  monkey  at  Uomburg,  and  was  dead 
lame  for  want  of  remittaoeea,  and  had  nothing  to  do 
except;  go  mooniug  about.  I  wonder  you  don't  kttow 
wbat'a  become  of  her.  Tou  admired  her  nwfuliy  when 
whe  6re,t  ea:pe  out.     Always  were  about  with  her,  too." 

"She  waa  a  very  good  actress,"  said  Denzil  briefly; 
and  said  no  more. 

"Yes,  she  was,"  said  Beltran,  at  that  moment  entering 
from  his  bedroom.  "What  did  that  woman  disappear 
for,  Derry  ?     It  was  a  mystery  to  me  at  the  time." 

"  No  mystery  at  all.  Beaujolais  had  her  run  down,  I 
believe." 

"Oh,  nonsense  I  That  wasn't  it  all.  Beau  can  do  a 
food  deal,  and  kill  an  actress  with  a  sneer  as  well  aa  any- 
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body;  but  he  couldn't  drire  a  woman  awaj  out  of  tlie 
world,  and  make  her  vanish  into  space  as  sbe  vanished. 
I  always  thought  you  were  at  tbe  bottom  of  that," 

''  Did  you  ?  It's  four  years  at  least  since  Gertrude 
D^Ejueourt  left  the  stnga:  how  should  oue  remciniber 
uuytbing  about  ber?  It's  time  enough  to  welcome  and 
bury  twuDty  Racbcls  ;  and  she  wasn't  a  Rachel  by  a  very 
!ou^  way." 

"Perhaps  not.  But  she  was  in  tuorough-bred  forui 
always ;  and  a  very  good  actress  too.  Where's  that 
brute,  by  the  way?" 

"  Her  husband  ?    I  don't  kn-ow." 

"  You  uaed  to  know  all  about  them,  Derry?" 

"  Of  course  I  did.  But  I've  lost  tight  of  them  both 
long  ago.  You  hear  what  Mount  says:  he  saw  her  stitcli- 
!ng  sb'rta  near  Frjiukfort.  That's  later  newa  than  auy  of 
mine." 

He  spoke  indifferently,  bnt  bis  face  grew  a  little  paler 
uiider  itg  bronzed  tiotiQi^,  and  be  dashed  a  good  atoap  of 
braudy  iuio  hia  hreakfast-gkss  of  aellzer. 

'"She  was  a  very  good  aetrpss.  I  wish  the  Coronet 
had  her,"  said  Beltraii  uieditativ^ely,  tossing  me  a  ploFer'a 
wiuf.  The  attention  drew  all  eyes  on  ine;  and  they 
recofl-niaed  me  with  one  voice. 

"Yea,  \Va  Laura'8  dog,"  he  atiswered  them.  "I  picked 
him  up  ia  the  street  last  aigbt.  IVe  balf  a  fancy  to  keep 
him.'' 

"  SheUl  weep  her  eyes  out  for  hira,"  said  Denzil  yurtly, 
"  UnlesB  yuu  find  him  worth  thirty  guineas  !" 

"Oh,  we'll  square  it,  of  cuurae,"  said  Beltrnn,  with  a 
touch  of  annoyance.  "  I'll  send  her  that  pink  Dresden 
If a-set  thi;ri3  that  she's  longing  for;  it's  worth  twice  a4 
much  as  the  do^;.  I  don't  thtak  sbeUl  mlud  the  exchange  ; 
it'll  be  a  good  one  for  her,  as  the  little  beggar  only  coat 
her  a  snveTeipi." 

"  How  did  Jacobs  let  him  go  for  that  ?" 

"  She  didn't  get  him  of  Jacobs." 

"  Oh,  didn't  ehe  ?  Well,  I  saw  the  very  moral  of  bim 
there  a  montb  ago,  only  with  a  sooty  coat  instead  of  ■ 
inowy  one." 
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Buh  Bollran  was  not  attecKiiQ^,  and  missed  tho  bini 
coQvejed  to  blm^ 

For  myself,  I  nearly  wagged  my  tail  oiF  with  gladness 
at  the  prospect  of  escape  ffom  tbo  Pearl's  brodeqiiiu-kiiiba 
and  parafiol-blowa. 

EiuutLUQs  are  qaite  as  d^ti'imcQt&I  to  a  dog's  taH  &^  they 
arc  to  a  lady's  comjilesion,  Joseph  Bonaparte's  Anicrittsu 
wife  said  to  au  American  geuttemaD,  vrbom  I  heart]  quote 
hyr  words,  that  gbe  "never  Taughed,  hecauao  it  made 
wriukled:"  thiori;  is  a  good  deal  of  wisdom  in  that  caehin- 
DaLory  ab:*ti[ieuce.  There  ia  uotbiug  in  the  world  that 
wears  people  (or  degs}  so  mueh  aa  feeliug  of  any  kind, 
tender,  bitter,  bumoriatic,  or  ecuotionaK 

HiJW  ofieo  you  commend  a  fresli-cuJored  matron  wkh 
her  dauy:bi.Bi's,  acid  a  roey-ohceked  hunting  sqnire  ia  hid 
saddle,  who,  with  their  half-c-eutiny  of  yeara,  yet  look  so 
comely,  ao  blooiningH  so  el  ear- browed,  and  so  smooth- 
ski  a  ned  I  llow  often  you  distrust  the  weary  delicate 
creature,  with  the  hectic  flush  of  her  fou^^e,  in  society ; 
aad  the  worn,  tirod,  colorless  face  nf  the  niari  of  the  world 
ivbo  takes  her  down  to  dinner!  Well^to  my  fancy,  you 
may  be  utterly  wroog,  An  easy  egotism,  a  couteoted 
Bensualisni,  have  carried  the  first  comfortably  and  serenely 
thnmgb  their  bank-note-lined  .paradise  of  commonplace 
exiafence.  How  shall  you  know  what  heart-sickness  ia 
their  youth,  what  nching  desires  far  joys  never  found, 
what  Borrowfui  power  of  sympathy,  what  fatal  keennesa 
of  virion,  have  blanched  the  faded  cheek,  and  lined  the 
weary  mouth,  of  tbo  other  twain? 

Tho  breakfast  was  a  louf^  but  by  tio  means  tedious 
aifair.  There  were  curious  old  wines  and  quite  now 
didhea  to  be  tried ;  and  with  the  due  leisure  taken  over 
these,  aud  Boine  pau.sea  betwi:Lt  thcjji  (illed  up  by  music 
from  Denzil  and  u.  igag-uilicerit  bufl'o  finger  of  Ibe  Binej?, 
who  amn^ied  their  minds  with  trying  over  a  new  score  oj 
an  unpublished  comic-opera  lent  them  by  its  French  com- 
poser, the  houra  from  noon  till  four  o'clock  sped  away 
wiih  sufficient  rapidity  j  in  a  dusky  atmosphere  of  aro- 
matic smoke,  through  which  the  siugers'  clear  full  notea 
Citoie  oddly,  like  a  cariHoa  ringing  through  a  miaty  rieui- 
ish  dawn 
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"That's  a  capital  opera,"  aairl  Beltran  muaifl^ly,  aa 
Deitzirs  hand  crashed  out  a  lusty  riotoua  chorus  from  the 
hi^  Kirkmann.     *'  Who'll  do  it  ?" 

'•  Oh,  it's  written  for  Schentach^  of  course,"  said  thu 
player,  naming'  a  fatuous  Freoch  socgatress.  "  They  are 
beeping-  it  for  next  New  Year." 

"  What  if  one  bud  it  at  the  Coronet? — bringiug  Sehea- 
tach  over  of  courso  ?" 

"  Good  gracious  I  Aren't  you  near  enough  ruio  already  T 
Schentacii  refused  half  a  million  fraoca  a  moatb  from  the 
Sultan  last  week " 

"And  she's  an  ugly  woman,"  said  Beltraa^  coQtentedlly 
reaigniag  hia  idea  in  its  birth.  "  But  we  must  do  some- 
thing; aaeverlastingf  break-down,  and  aueteraity  of  negro 
melodies,  is  not  a  very  lively  prospect^ " 

'*  Pays,"  flaid  Denzil  curtl7,  with  a  crash  of  the  chorda. 

"  Does  it  ?     Ask  old  Wyncb." 

"Ask  an  auditor  at  the  year's  end,"  responded  the 
jthor,  with  brief  signiEcance. 

Beitrau  blew  away  a  ring  of  smoke. 

"Couldn't  do  that.  Wynch  wonld  think  one  suspected 
him " 

"  The  best  thin^  be  could  think." 

"I  doQ't  fancy  so.    Trust  people  wholly  or  not  at  all" 

"An  excellent  rule.  But  why  do  you  never  practicn 
but  the  first  half  of  it?" 

"  Go  on  playing,  Berry :  that  chorua  i&  charming, — but 
it  seems  to  nio  that  IVe  heard  sometbing  very  like  it  be- 
fore.    It's  the  same  measure  as  the  old  liataplan."*^ 

"  Of  course  it  is.  It'a  borrowed^  body  and  soul.  The 
origiriJility  of  men  and  monkeya  in  only  variationa  upon 
iuiitJiiiuns " 

*'  Don't  get  epigrammatic  in  the  daytime.  There's  a 
Bcasoa  for  all  things  :;  and  you're  not  writing  musLcal 
critiques  for  the  Mouse.'^ 

''By  the  way,  did  you  see  that  poem  in  this  week's 
number  ?     It'a  out  of  the  Mouse's  line — utterly." 

"  A  poem  I     Never  read  one." 

"  Well,  read  that.  It  has  a  kind  of  grandeur  in  it,  and 
IB  worth  something  " 

"  Do  you  mean  '  Demtter^  ?  " 
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"  Yes.     It's  only  ft  fragment." 

Eeltraii  atretcbed  bie  band  for  tbe  paper,  and  gianceil 
throuf^b  it  white  Deiring  and  tJJe  guardsmari  recommenced 
tbeir  duo  from  tho  eparkliu^  Fronciinian'H  Hcore. 

Beltran  beg-an  to  read  indiffereDtly,  but  with  mora 
gravity  and  iatereat  as  he  proceeded,  'fbe  verse  occupied 
about  a  coluuiu  aud  a  balf  of  tbc  Mouae's  tbick-toaed 
jiaper.  Jle  threw  it  aaide  a  ILtLlc  wearily  wbca  hv  bad 
ended. 

"Is  your  aispenny  sheet  gwing-  to  mQk<^  ua  think  ?  1 
claim  batk  my  subscriptioa." 

"Don't  you  ]ik«  tbe  tbiog?" 

"  LiJiiti  it?  Foob  t  Ouc  likes  a  burlesque,  a  pigeon- 
match,  au  Americun  oystei',  a  Qumber  of  the  Mouae.:  one 
don't  like  Savtson  Agonialea  or  Prometheus  Unhottad" 

"  Tou  clttsa  that  bit  with  the  iuttcr  ?" 

-'  Pretty  nearly.  It  is  crude,  indeed,  and  overwrong'ht; 
but  it  has  the  coofliet  of  streug^th  and  sufl'criug  in  it  that 
they  have.  The  idea  of  putting  Buch  a  poem  as  that  pell- 
mell  in  your  pot-pourri  oftioneenae  versew,  club-jicandalst 
wblpped-creara  wit,  sublime  Belf-aufficieacy,  aad  faahiauar 
ble  phUistinism  £  It  i&  to  place  a  chained  g'od  lu  a  smoking''- 
rooni ;  a  fallen  Titan  at  an  Arlington  whist-lable.  Pop 
Heaven's  sake,  since  you  must  be  court-jesters,  don't  fet- 
ter a  desert-chief  beside  yon  to  make  youi"  motley  fouler. 
Be  consistent^ — even  in  jour  foolery." 

Donzil  laugbedp  leaning  over  the  piano, 

"  Come,  the  poeni^s  dojie  something.  It's  made  you 
say  a^ituaHy  what  you  think  for  ouee  I  Don't  you  want 
to  know  who  wrote  it?" 

"No,  indeed.  When  I  waa  a  hoy — atron^  on  such  matr 
terts — 1  traced  bo  many  pbiloBophers  into  snufl'y  back 
pariora,  and  diacovered  so  many  philoraels  in  curl*jmpera, 
that  I  never  feel  tbe  faintest  tinge  of  curiosity  in  literary 
peraonalttiea." 

"  Who  did  write  it,  Derry  ?"  asked  the  Guardsfuaa, 
looking  over  the  verse  with  a  mixture  of  good-oatured 
wonder  and  contempt,  just  touched  into  a  vagae  admira- 
tioa. 

"  Well,"  answered  Deozil  slowly,  striking  some  wistful, 
Boi«mn,  maoF  chorde  with  hie  left  band  as  be  spoke, 
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"  you  see  the  namo  there, — naro]d  Gurant.  It's  not  Vk 
feigued  name,  as  jou're  tliinkiii;^.  The  manttaeript  came 
lo  little  Lance  just  twelve  months  ago  ;  was  put  aside  and 
forgottieQ,  A  week  or  two  since  I  lit  on  it;  in  loijkitjg' 
over  old  copy  that  was  to  be  burnt  Ithoug^ht  I  saw  stutf 
m  it ;  and  told  him  to  put  it  ia  type-  Tbe  address  on  tbo 
paf^e  was  a  street  in  Wbiiefriars.  I  wrote  there,  and  had 
no  Buawer.  I  asked  some  puhlirihars  if  they  knew  the 
name  :  ooe  of  them  toid  me  it  belODg-ed  (o  d  boy  wfcio  was 
always  |)estering  them  to  accept  his  rubbish.  They  had 
t  consummate  s<::orn  for  him  i  he  aelced  them  for  no  money ; 
only  begjjed  they  would  priiit  what  he  wrote,  I  found 
out  the  place  yesterday,  quite  by  chance.  The  pco]iIe  of 
the  house  aaid  a  lad  of  that,  name  had  lived  with  theia 
three  or  four  mouths;  but  bad  gone  out  one  day,  ami  had 
never  returned.  Some  dozen  days  a,iter  his  disappear- 
ODCe  a  body  had  been  found  ia  the  Thames,  at  low  water^ 
just  beneath  Westminster  bridge.  They  had  gone  to  see 
it;  and  had  recog-nized  it  by  (he  loiijf  fair  ending  hair. 
The  features  had  beea  dit^figured  beyond  all  fcnowlcdg'e  by 
Striking  on  the  piles  of  the  bridge.  That  is  tbo  history 
of  the  poet  of  Demeter.  He  will  not  make  us  think  any 
more." 

There  was  &  long  sileoce  as  the  deep  soft  tones  of  bis 
Foicc  died  down :— not  outi  of  those  present  spoke. 

At  last  Bujltran  raisod  himself,  and  looked  at  the  Dre^ 
den  clock. 

"Five,  as  I  live!  Stay  here  as  long  as  you  like.  I 
must  go  and  see  half  a  dozen  women  over  their  tea. 
Renaeiuber,  we  dine  at  Richmond.  I  will  call  for  you, 
Derry,  at  your  rooms,  before  I  drive  round  to  take  tip 
Laura." 

And  he  went  to  change  his  velvet  attiro,  that  he  might 
carry  no  odoeof  Turkisli  tobacco  into  the  daiuty  patrician 
boudoirft,  where  they  were  never  at  home  on  the  seventh 
day  to  anything  over  a  dozen. 

I  thought  how  heartless  he  wa.?. 

Diiozil  remained  alone,  after  the  rest  of  the  Sunday 
breakfaat-party  had  departed. 

He  dill  hut  rise  from  the  deep-seated  chair  in  which  he 
bad  sat  as  had  played  through  the  last  bare  of  ihe  operap 
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be  did  not  relight  bis  eigar,  which  hod  graduallj  died 
oiii  from  bis  inattention;  hia  face  waa  pei'y  grave,  very 
dark,  vei'y  melaacholj,  now  that  he  deemed  hiraself  m 
solitude. 

"  Working — starving,  perhaps — in  a  foreig-n  land.  Mj 
God  I"  he  muUercd  ota-e.  uoconf^ciously  abud.  And  tben 
he  started  up,  nutl  paced  to  nnd  fro  the  two  ohanibers  with 
Bwilt  uneven  etepa,  auti  with  hia  head  bout  on  his  che&l  in 
dapth  of  thonght. 

Once  he  went  to  a  portfolio  of  photographs  that  leaned 
against  the  wall,  and  drew  one  of  the  great  sheets  out, 
aad  placed  it  upright,  and  gaeed  at  it;  his  eyes  shaded 
with  his  hand. 

It  was  only  the  bead  of  a  woman ;  a  rerj  noble  head^ 
Btanding  out  like  a  (iameo  from  a  bbck  backg:roimd  of 
Bhadow. 

Ho  looked  at  it  long-;  so  long  that  in  the  waveTin^Kg-ht 
of  a  London  sunset,  that  glowed  thrauf^h  the  misty  close 
of  the  day.  the  great  soft  eyes  seemed  to  gleam  and 
change,  and  the  curling  proud  lips  to  move  and  bi'eathe. 
It  seemed  a  living  thing  to  me ;  and  I  think  it  did  so  to 
him  also. 

Then  he  fluan"  it  back  witli  nervous  force  auiongfifc  the 
rest  in  the  portfolio,  and  throwing  himself  again  into  the 
chair,  buried  bis  face  in  hia  hands,  and  sat  immovable; 
while  the  quarters  chimed  again  and  apaiu  from  the  clock 
on  the  mantle-piQce^  and  the  church  chimes  in  the  streets 
without. 

Tbe  opening  of  the  inner  door,  aa  the  eervants,  sop- 
posing  all  the  jrentlemen  had  left,  entered  to  clear  away 
the  breakfast  service,  aronaed  him  ;  and  he  rose  and  went; 
— if  bis  eyes  )iad  not  been  wet  with  tears  I  never  saw 
human  tears  on  earth.  And,  having  lived  but  a  short  life, 
I  yet  have  seen  them  often. 

An  liour  or  two  later,  wlien  Beltran  had  again  entered 
and  again  gone  forth,  as  I  Jooktid  from  ooe  of  iho  windows 
to  divert  my  lonoliness,  I  saw  him  dash  past  in  his  mail 
phaeton  driving  two  sorrels  tandem,  with  two  grooms 
riding  after  him.  Beside  him  sat  Laura  Pearl,  in  all  the 
splendor  that  gold  broidered  cashmeres  and  genuine  er- 
pioe  could  give;   and  behind  tbenn,  leaning  over  and 
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Iftugliing,  with  a  cigar  in  his   mouth,  was  Deringham 
Pencil. 

I  began  to  suspect  that  men  were  very  different  in 
fiOiiiftj  aod  privacy. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


tHE    ABrSrOOHAOT. 


The  transfer  of  the  pink  Presdea  for  myself  was,  I 
believe,  satiafauton]y  effected,  for  that  particular  set  of 
china  disa[>pcafud>  and  I  reiaainod  nndistiirbed  la  Bel« 
tran's  poaseasioQ,  and  speedily  became  a  favorite  with  him, 

I  had  a  very  agreeable  life.  His  two  aervanta  bein^ 
devoted  to  him,  were  very  good  to  mo.  There  waa  nooae 
to  tease  me  ;  andastliere  were  a  great  many  people  always 
coming  and  going  in  bla  rooms,  I  seldom  was  without 
amusement.  There  were  men-breakfasta,  and  men-dinners, 
often  in  these  pretty  costly  chambers  of  his,  that  had  aa 
inany  treasures  in  them  as  Christie's  itself  on  a  view-day. 

In  the  moruinga,  artists  arid  authors,  and  guardsmen, 
and  diplomatists,  and  pretty  actresses,  and  witty  drafnatiu 
adapters,  and  all  surts  and  kinds  of  people,  would  get 
together  in  the  rooms,  whether  Bellran  were  there  or 
not;  some  looking  in  for  two  minutes,  some  slaying  two 
hours.  In  the  late  afternoon  not  rarely  there  would  come 
some  fair  friends,  or  reJatives,  of  his  own  caste.  Dainty 
haughty  women  wlio  would  have  their  five  o'clock  tea  out 
of  his  egg-sheil  cbina,  and  talk  aeandal  with  the  most 
eharming  ail*  in  the  world,  and  feast  me  on  muEus  and 
eugar  j  his  servant  being  always  at.  the  doorway  on  guard, 
HO  that  no  member  of  the  Pearl  order,  or  female  aspirant 
to  the  boards  of  the  Coronet,  should  be  admitted,  whilst 
tbese  noble  dames  and  delicate  damsels  drauk  their  orau^^e- 
peboe,  glaucod  over  the  elzevirSj  und  talked  the  last  news 
of  the  day 
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He  very  often,  also,  aa  I  say,  ^are  dinners  io  bis  roomp, 
for  tiiey  were  larg-B,  and  the  <'oolc  down-stairs  was  one  of 
the  finest  in  London  ;  and  whenever  men  did  dine  with  him 
there  wus  sure  to  follow  gold'crown  whist,  with  heavy 
betting  oi»  the  triclis,  or  more  geoefally  still  Bome  y'nuio  of 
quitk  hot-hazard. 

Taken  as  a  whnle,  the  mode  of  life  was  bewilderinf^lj 
IjrTlliuntto  nic  ;  and  with  a  week  or  two  of  it,  bcin^  su^ar- 
plummed  by  the  aciresseSj  i>rflTj»ed  and  patted  by  tho 
great  Indies,  and  highly  favored  by  my  Doble  owner,  1 
iitterly  forg^ot  the  epifiode  of  poor  Bronze,  and  had—alas! 
I  ahtLQie  to  write  It — very  ucAi'ly  ceased  to  regret  Keubeu 
Dare. 

1  soon,  indeed,  became  really  attached  to  my  now  master 
and  all  his  friends.  They  were  "  thorouyh-bred"  to  tho 
core. 

You  object  to  that  word?  Too  think  I  am  wedded  Id 
to  aa  Order?  Fi  done!— how  youalvYajsciisappreciate 
your  greatest  instructors  1 

Have  I  not  shown  you  how  I  conld  love  and  honor  a 
simple,  unlettered,  Novtb-ctiuutry  quarry-man? 

He  was  a  g-eutlcman  in  his  own  way,  my  poor  gentle- 
bearted  Ben,  for  he  was  luyiii  and  ineapaljle  of  a  lie,  and 
tender  of  soul  to  woman,  and  withont  one  shadow  of 
falsehood,  or  of  pretension  on  his  honest  life,  And  he  had 
In  a  manner  a  right  to  be  so,  by  race  as  well ;  for  Trust 
(who'was  an  antic]uary  in  his  fashion)  used  often  to  tell 
me  that  in  the  oh]  timefl^  wheti  thei:e  were  yeomen  in  Eng- 
land, and  the  stout  hand-how  was  the  terror  of  all  her 
foreign  foes,  the  DarcH  were  stalwart  and  sturdy  norlh- 
men,  who  rade  out  with  the  Poverilla,  and  with  the  Ver- 
DOBS  after  iheni,  and  struck  many  a  fair  blow,  and  sped 
many  a  straight  arrow,  and  tilled  many  a  broad  acre  ia 
that  old  dim  time;  though,  during  the  long  passage  of 
the  centuries,  their  sons'  sons  had  fallen  to  a  low  estate, 
and  become  one  with  the  hinds  who  sowed  far  other  men's 
reaping,  end  garneiud  for  other  men's  feasts. 

In  truth,  too,  despite  all  the  fine  chances  that  you  cer- 
tainly give  your  peasaata  to  make  thorough  beaata  of 
themaelFGs,  they  and  your  real  aristocrats  have  the  only 
really  good  manners  la  your  country,     Iii  aa  old  North- 
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country  damo  who  livns  on  five  shilliusa  a  week,  in  a  cot- 
tage liku  a  di'L'tm]  of  TcliIei'S'  yi'  Yaft  Tol's,  I  have  seen  a 
fine  courtesy,  a  simple  dc*iro  to  lay  her  Ijcat  at  her  gueatti' 
disposal,  a  perfect  compusure,  and  a  tVt:cdorn  from  all 
fffortj  that  were  in  their  way  the  perfection  of  breeding. 
3  havft  seen  tliesa  often  in  the  peasantry;  in  the  poor.  It 
ia  your  middle  clashes,  with  their  inceasaiit  flutter,  and 
bluster,  and  twitter,  and  twaddle;  wilh  their  perpetuftl 
alTalti  after  effect;  vvUh  their  deathless  desire  to  ^et  0ii6 
rung  of  the  ladder  hi^lier  than  they  ever  can  get ;  witb 
tlieir  preposterous  ftlTtJOtiitions.  their  pedantic  unrealities, 
laeir  morbid  dread  of  retuark,  their  everlasting  imitations, 
their  superficial  edkicaiion,  their  monotonous  common- 
plates,  and  their  nervuio  deference  to  opinion  ; — it  is  youi 
[niddle  classes  ihat  have  utterly  destroyed  good  mannerg, 
rind  ha,ve  made  the  prevalent  mode  of  the  day  a  union  of 
bo oriishn ftp's  and  servility,  of  effervescence  and  of  apathy, 
a  cDiu't  anit,  aa  it  were,  worn  with  muddy  boots  Bmd  a 
hempen  shirE. 

And  I  am  teiTibly  afraid  that  this  will  only  get  Worse 
and  worse.  The  elegance  of  the  aristocracy,  and  the  sim- 
plicity of  the  peasantry,  are  alike  being  sivept  away  ;  aod 
there  loom.^  in  the  distance  uf  jqvlV  future  only  one  awful 
mass  of  hurry,  ignorance,  ostentation,  frivolity,  and  bar- 
barous rudoueas  which,  atyliug-  itself  society^ahall  only 
be — a  Diob. 

If  I  am  too  discursive,  pardon  me ;  1  have  lived  a  good 
deal  ujnoni^st  women,  and  may  have  caught  up  their  habit 
of  leading  a  discussion  on  the  Neo-Platonics  round  to 
Valenciennes  eilging,  and  branching  off  from  the  New 
Coratist  doctrines  to  the  crack  io  their  old  Worcestei  card 
bowl. 

All  women  talk  di^^cursively  :  in  your  stupid  oaea  it  la 
nn  awful  bore,  but  in  your  really  clever  women  it  is  ebarm- 
ing;— that  bird-like  flitting  over  the  deepest  of  waters 
may  be  dune  with  an  infinite  grace,  and  BOmetimea  your 
bird  will  bring  you  a  pearl  that  all  the  deep  divers  have 
miafied.  Tbe  *'  felicitona  surprise"  is,  I  believe,  one  of  the 
greatest  chariua  in  your  lawa  of  rhetoric ;  and  no  one  deala 
iu  this  more  than  does  the  woiaau  of  quick  talent  and  ol 
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facile  loiLfrue,  id  bet  giiy  vag-aries  which  will  in  their  most 
efiatic  njunieuta  sLill  keep  Hoiue  method  in  theii'  mfldnesa, 

I  lik(id  inj  riGvv  ownor,  as  I  have  said,  very"  qiiiukly  ; 
and  I  liktid  iiU  his  friGuda  aud  compau^anja  the  "swiills'* 
as  your  snob:^  wdL  cull  them  ;  the  men  with  the  pale^  hand- 
Biime  fai:es,  borno  by  uruaadei's  and  cavaliera  before  ihem; 
the  men  with  ihe  ^eutle,  quiet  ways,  And  the  contempt- 
uoiia  ring  iu  their  voices,  aad  the  ea:iy  indolent  msolence 
to  ail  forms  of  pristeniijyn  ;  and  thfi  frank,  kindly,  generous 
hearts  for  those  ibat  kmiw  them  well ;  and  the  nianncir 
that  is  so  natural  to  theia,  yet  which  do  outsider  caa  imi- 
tate, the  mautier  that  varied  so  little  in  love  or  Id  fury,  in 
pleasure  or  pain. 

It  is  the  fashion  to  rail  at  them  Dowadaya;  but  that 
invective  has  a  good  deal  of  cant,  and  a  g-ovd  deal  of  envy 
in  it,— ay  !  even  envy  of  such  slight  things  as  the  accent 
of  their  voices  I — and^  like  all  cant  and  all  envy,  it  ia  a 
true  child  of  ibo  Father  of  Lies. 

I  who  write  have  I  not  been  purchased  by  their  money 
and  made  captive  to  their  power?  And  la  there  any  cru- 
cjal  test  to  tell  you  a  man  uf  breeding  like  the  manner  in 
which  he  will  treat  a  tfaiog-  that  Ilea  In  his  power  ?  Well— 
I,  who  thus  have  opportnnitj  of  examination  and  judg- 
ment pasBiii^  the  conunun  rule,  do  aflSrm  tbat  in  all  whith 
makes  a  man  loyal,  brave,  patient,  and  of  high  lioaor, 
frank  of  speech,  honest  of  tbouifht,  faithful  in  word  to 
frieud  or  foe,  without  self-consciousness  in  distiDclion,  and 
without  complaint  or  self-pity  iu  adversity,  1  have  never 
known  the  equal  of  your  Engiisii  gentlemen. 

And  I  have  been  with  tiiem  in  their  dark  hours  and 
their  gay  hours;  I  have  seen  ibenj  in  their  weal  and  their 
woe.  Ah  I — those  men  amoug'st  you  whom  you  only 
behold  staking  their  money  on  their  cards,  lounging  dowo 
tbnir  club  steps,  smukiog  their  cigars  in  all  the  capitals, 
fltid  swearing-  good-humoredly  iu  all  the  laug-nagea  of 
Furope  ;  those  men  with  their  dainty  blossimia  in  their 
hutton-holea,  and  their  careless,  faahionablejargoo  on  their 
lips,  aud  their  pleasant,  indifferent  laugh  at  all  created 
iliinys,  and  their  easy,  languid  philosophy,  tltat  holds  as 
its  tir^t  thesis  that  nothing  on  earth  ever  matters,  I  kaow 
iliem  belter  thaa  you  : — 1  know  what  tempests  of  tragcdj 
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have  brnfcen  ovor  their  heads  ;  what  denthbeda  they  have 
walcheil  with  agooy  la  their  souls,  what  whirlwiudu  of 
paasioD  have  ahakon  Lkeni  for  wcimea  fair  and  ftilse,  what 
capacities  of  quick  and  true  sympathy  lie  iu  them  to  start 
to  life  aC  the  tonu  of  a  voice  that  tijey  hite. 

I  kuow  ; — you  do  not.  But  yt>u  ma.y  believe  me ; — the 
kui^^LiIy  Boiil  Is  ao  more  dead  than  in  the  old  days  of  Holy 
Grail;  tho  wild  reiver  atill  grows  rererent  to  true  inno- 
cence as  in  the  yeai'd  of  Aatolut;  the  |yrallunt  h^art  still 
beats  to  pasaioti  aod  reiaorse,  still  thrills  with  pity  aud 
with  pardon,  even  as  ia  tha  time  of  Laaacelot  and  of 
Arthur. 

Yoa  judge  these  men  fuom  the  e:?teTnals  of  their  lives  j 
they  in  the  fashion  of  the  day  like  well  that  you  should 
deeni  the  worst  of  them  ;  they  weiir  the  habit  of  a  negli- 
gent indiffiirence,  as  their  fathers  wore  the  helm  and  the 
hauherk  of  stee! :  what  do  you  know  of  tbem  in  thyir  be,at 
hours?  In  the  moiiients  whcti  their  tulee  treoiblea  on 
a  woman's  em'  with  a  woi'd,  spoken  amid.^t  a  crowd,  tbat 
ia  forever  a  farewell;  when  their  heads  are  low  bent  to 
take  a  dying-  mother's  hlessing^;  when  their  eyelids  are 
wet  as  they  look  at  the  greeu  gi'ave  of  ati  old  dead  com- 
rade; when  their  very  sould  are  riven,  as  tho  oak  in  storm, 
S3  they  sit  in  the  still  gray  dawn,  and  think — and  think — 
and  think  —  of  the  womati  whom  they  have  learned  to 
speak  of  as  ajest,  jet  who  liay  for  awhile  in  their  bosom., 
only  to  fioG  from  theui  in  cruel,  craveti  treachery,  and  leate 
as  leg'acy  in  her  stead  bitter  despair  and  utter  uuhellef. 

Ailons  1  You  will  say  I  caiJiiot  ha  a  dog  of  the  world 
if  1  allow  serious  thouf^'ht,  or  ead  mumorien,  to  steal  over 
me.  Let  mo  hark  hatik  to  my  reeollectioii  of  the  happy 
time  that  followed  my  discovery  by  Vero  Esieudine  under 
tlie  portico  of  his  theater. 

BeUiau  was  not  a  very  good  man,  aa  the  world  counts 
goodness.  Ue  was  Judolent ;  he  waa  eontemptuona  ;  he 
had  very  little  respect  for  women,  which  indeed  was,  I 
think,  their  own  fault;  he  had  the  half-sad,  haU'^sIightiug 
nikeplieiSEu  of  his  period  ;  and  he  held  that  there  was  no- 
tluiig'  oil  earth  In  the  least  worth  making  a  fims  about. 
But  be  was  always  kind  of  heart;  sincere  in  an  unusual 
degree;  juat  in  actioi  whenever  he  troubled  himself  lo 
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act;  aud  of  a  *^ery  ^reat  delicacy  ami  g-eQeraaity  towardi 
those  wilt?  needbd  hx^  atiaiatance.  In  ti'ulb.  he  gnve  away 
far  moro  than  must  ostentatious  bciiefactoi'a  uf  their 
Bpecios  ospend,  only  that  be  did  nil  \\\a  ^eutler  and  bolter 
dced:^  in  darknoss,  and  was  moro  irritAted  if  a  charity  vtras 
traced  to  him  than  if  a  hundred  vices  were  kid  at  his 
doors. 

And  the  world  did  iadeed  abuse  him  very  badly.  To 
he  BQre,  he  had  been  rich  when  ho  had  succeeded  to  hia 
title,  JLiid  had  maaa^{:d  by  iliia  time  to  throw  awav  almost 
fi7iirytbin<^  he  had  ever  possesaed :  and  tbia  is  a  sia  of 
which  sotiiety  id  always  very  intoierant.  To  jeopardize 
jour  povk'er  to  give  it  good  diuuera  is  always  au  eighth 
cardinal  sin  itj  its  sight. 

Be^iicJe^s,  Eultran  was  &  raaa  whom  the  world  feminine 
bad  alwaja  found  It  impossible  to  marry  ;  and  there  wero 
many  bitter  things  said  of  him  in  the  boudoir  and  draw- 
ing room.  For  this  he  cared  very  little  j  ho  wont  his 
own  ways;  speat  m,iji:h  time  in  travclinjp  and  yachting; 
preferriid  the  demi-munde  to  any  other  fomalo  world j 
sad  having  suiutt  half  dozen  frlenda  passionately  devoted 
to  him,  was  didllised,  though  deferred  to,  by  mu^t  others 
who  buuw  him. 

"  Loi'd  ! — if  that's  a  lord,  \  wish  the  land  was  chuck 
fall  of  lords  T'  said  a  brute  of  a  Imrgeman  once,  on  a  dark 
miaty  night.  Thuro  bad  been  Jii  eollisioD  ou  the  Thaniea, 
between  hid  coal-barge  and  a  uaphtha-Iadeo  brig,  audooe 
man,  coming  down  from  a  yacht  laying  at  anchor  in 
safety,  bud  plunged  amongst  the  OfasJjiiig  liiiabera  and 
the  blazing  watet'd,  and  fought  with  the  hidouudnesa  trf 
thai  doublo  death,  until  he  brought  out  from  the  crushed 
and  smoking  e^ibin  of  the  barge  two  little  di'owning  chil- 
dren whuiu  the  river  was  chobing,  and  the  flamea  were 
atrtiining  to  devour,  in  their  sleep; — brought  them  un- 
imrt,  golden  and  white  and  rosy,  amidst  all  that  wreck 
and  deluge. 

Their  father,  the  coal-bargee,  had  been  a  virulent  agi- 
tator anioagdt  hia  own  kind;  a  fierce  sallea  demago^ne 
nf  pot-houses  and  eoannir-»tations,  inveighing  against  the 
cui't^ed  ariritocrata  with  Bava;^e  fui'V-  liut  wheu  he  saw 
ihjsf:  two  little  L'urly-headii  raised  in  safety  through  the 
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bliodiug  water,  and  ths  bis3iD<r  Qrcs,  bo  shook  like  a  shot- 
Btruck  elepbaut,  aud  groaned  aloud. 

AiS  for  BeiUaii,  he  ualy  laughed  a  little,  very  quietlj, 
they  say,  thuuj,'-L  bU  loius  wi^i'e  scori^hed  and  blaykutied 
by  the  sniokoj  and  bia  left  arm  had  been  dialocated  by  a 
blow  from  the  shiveriug  timbers. 

"That  sort  of  thing's  easy  eiioug-h,"  waa  all  he  an- 
BwereJ  to  the  wild  plaudits  around  him.  "  Dua't  worrv, 
please.     Nolbmg'a  worth  a  fusa." 

The  bargee  from  that  hoiu'  adored  bira:  and  narrated 
the  tale  iii  all  thoae  places  wherein  he  had  been  previously 
wont  to  thaudtir  forth  hia  foul  invecitive  against  the 
"aablea."  The  history  bridged  class  hatred  as  tbat  pol- 
Boaous  gulf  could  uot  have  been  bridged  by  seutimeatal 
Bociaiism  cast  as  a  sap  to  Cerberus. 

Belti'an  bad  dooe  betlDF  for  his  order  in  this  dema- 
gogue's aiglit  tbnfl  if  he  had  gone  tip  on  the  wiugs  of  a 
bribed-for,  lied-tar,  and  truekled-fjr  "people'^  coufidence," 
into  the  lath  and  plaidter  temples  of  "office." 

Itogs  never  have  any  dilSuLilty  in  rememhering^  the 
Blightest  event  or  the  iigbte.'Jt  word  tbat  has  ever  occurred 
or  was  ever  spoken  in  their  presence.  Oui*  power  of 
memory  is  something  iniirvelQii>5.  It  is  to  tUe  human 
miad  as  the  inacrijitiunaoii  the  Pyramids,  that  never  wear 
out,  are  to  the  iined  in  your  modern  tombstones,  that  a 
few  years  eftaee. 

No  doubt.  Che  shortness  of  your  memories  is  a  very 
convenient  thing  for  you;  for  witbout  it  I  really  doa*t 
know  iiow  you  could  have  the  conscience  to  repudiate 
your  debts,  swear  in  yoar  witness  boxes,  take  your 
marriage  vows,  traverye  your  divorce  petitions,  or  do  half 
the  things  that  you  do  do. 

But,  owing  to  the  perfection  of  our  remembi-ance,  I  can 
recall  every  criHc  of  the  life  that  I  then  enjoyed  with  him, 
He  geuernlly  took  me  with  blm  in  his  pocket,  and  1  saw 
a  great  deal  of  life  in  that  manaer.  You  think  a  pocket 
is  a  circuujserlbed  sphere  of  observation  ? — nay,  not  more 
80  than  a  club  window. 

Be&idea,  we  get  out  of  the  pockety  and  ma  about  hither 
and  thither;  but  yuu^ — bow  few  of  you  ever  move  out 
of  the  circle  of  thought  m  your  club  1 
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Tl  wa3  ft  pleasant,  idle,  artiPlii,',  amusiog  seaeoii  tbat 
had  CDiumencfd  with  me  in  Beltran's  owDersbip.  NooDft 
spent  at  Cbristie^s,  or  PhllipB',  whore  one  could  hear  a 
prime  miuister  set  his  soul  on  a  small  bit  of  old  Chelsea, 
and  see  &  cdblnetof  Marie  Aatoinette's  knocked  down  to 
EL  Jew  appraiser;  could  behold  the  colleetioos  of  a  life- 
time aeiiteuced  to  the  hammer  by  a  thaukless  heir,  and  a 
courtesau's  prlcelesa  jewels  be  receiv^ed  bj  and  bought  id 
for  duobesses,  iu  as  coujpleto  and  caustic  a  satire  upon 
Life  as  one  can  want  to  enjojon  b,  stmnj  spring  morning 

Ualf  hours  parsed  in  the  odoroua  cedar-lined  studios 
of  fashioaable  artists,  with  the  smoke  of  choice  cigars 
curling-  round  aatiquea  and  bric-iVbrac,  and  the  aherrj 
ftndsuUaer  Ui;iiing  in  long;  fairy-Mke  gfassea  of  Venice; 
wku-aart  critfcd  fondly  conceited  that  the  luxury  of  a 
EubcDs  must  moan  the  g'enius  of  a  Rubens  likewise,  and 
ga7e  hid  iil-acjmbled  aad  over-glaacd  portrait  of  sonae 
patrician  beauty  credit  with  them  for  a"deptb,"ttnd  a 
"  tone,"  diat  existed  alone  in  the  hue.  and  the  taste,  of  the 
ckrels  tbat  he  offered  them  in  hlg  sumptuous  aud  velreb- 
huDg  work-room. 

Sunday  afternoons  klled  a^eeably  away  under  the 
limes  and  4i*:acias  oq  the  amooLh  sunny  Imvii  of  some  fair 
singer's  or  actress's  toy  villa  by  the  Thunies,  with  chit- 
chat and  ices,  pretty  women  and  tea,  the  newest  of  flowers^ 
Bad  the  flower  of  news.  Sunday  diiiuers  at  some  dame's 
of  the  high  world,  with  six  or  ei^f-ht  !j;ue&LBi  at  the  lilniostj 
of  people  perfectly  suited',  and  with  the  c/irab^e  liffhtty 
followed  by  some  few  bits  of  music  or  song,  of  an  ex- 
quisite choice  and  of  a  faultless  esccution,  some  exhumed 
glee  of  Arne,  some  unknown  morsel  of  Schubert,  some 
plaintive  passionate  love-la^y  of  Grounod. 

Mornings  passing*  to  and  fro  in  the  Ride  with  a  cigar 
iu  bia  tuouth>  atid  a  rosebud  iu  his  coat,  and  a  glossy 
borrel  ueefc  curved  delicB-tely  under  the  light  caress  of  his 
whip.  Minutea  ohecbiug  the  hack  under  the  trees,  and 
castiug  the  cigar  to  the  winda  of  heaven,  to  hold  in  soft 
murmured  conv^er.^e  some  patrician  coquette  with  proud 
blue  Flantftgervot  eyes,  or  some  witching  head  of  a  foreiga 
legation  mth  a  name  out  of  the  Libro  d'Oro  of  medi»7al 
Europe. 


Himi'B,  still  ttn'nu'rt  "  moniiiic;"  thougb  at  suuset,  taking 
his  drag  down  ihw  Mile,  with  his  wild  chestnut  team  fret- 
tiDg  and  flinginj^  as  tliouf,'la  curb  bud  never  galled  cor 
ribbon  ever  controlled  theni',  while  aloft  upun  the  box 
Bome  duchess  of  denii-moade  avenged  with  reckless reigu 
tbe  lese-majeatc  to  her  order  of  the  noontide  intrigue  in 
Rotten  Row. 

Suppers  where  nothing  WfiS  eaten,  but  five  pounda  a 
head  was  paid  for  looking  at  soQie  flowers,  and  heariug 
Bome  tliampngne-corka  drawn,  nnii  taating  some  half  a 
dtpzeu  grapes  or  a  slice  of  watermelon  : — suppers  where, 
after  opera  or  theater,  great  ladies  in  ^heir  point  and  pearls 
would  insist  on  bein^  taken  into  grated  galleries  in  for- 
bidden plaees,  to  make  a  fast  of  feasting  on  stout  and 
cUeese  and  piekleg  ;  or  suppers  wheve,  after  opera  or  thea- 
ter, casino  iielebrities,  late  maids-of-all-work,  would  insist 
on  being  taken  into  gilded  ehaiubers  in  grand  hotels,  to 
make  a  farce  of  Bcorning  comet  wines  and  hot-house  pine- 
apples. 

In  all  these  I  wos  often  bis  corapanion,  going  into  a 
very  small  cocipasa,  being  swift  of  foot  after  his  hoTse 
though  so  small,  and  being  a  favorite  with  all  women  save 
one.  for  tiiy  beauty^  ray  curls,  and  my  tricks 

Nay — ho  being  iiiQueiitial  and  I  iuGuiteaimal,  I  even 
went  into  Ihe  clubs  with  biiii ;  nnd  I  learned  to  look  out  of 
the  windows  in  Fall  Mail  and  S<.  Jumes^a  Street  with  quite 
asi  fc;a[)iet]t  and  supercilious,  ai)  air  as  any  club  habitue  could 
desire.  I  wa.^  very  quirk  to  hear,  and  observe,  too,  the 
rn^tiiarks  thjit  thery  mndo  there,  and  the  contempt  or  interest, 
as  it  might  bap,  with  which  they  lifted  their  eye-glasses  fit 
the  women  jiasshig  without. 

Indeed,  I  became  so  accomplished  in  discernment  that 
I  turned  up  my  uose  at  a  hired  brougham  and  job  horse, 
tliougb  ihtjpi'sttiestcreatnreeat  beblod  the  sbabbypanels; 
and  cocked  myeara  and  wagged  niytail  at  a  well-appointed 
equipage,  tliongh  rouged  aod  braien  audacity  lolled  on  its 
cushions;  doing  ihese  with  apower  of  selection  that  proved 
uie  to  have  become,  in  a  month  or  two,  a  consummate  dojE 
of  the  world. 

As  for  ray  Brst  initiator,  Fanfrelnche,  1  aoon  began  to 
Seel  the  polite  dbdaiu  for  her  as  "only  a  woman,"  that 
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yDuryocnj^ster,  wbo  has  been  three  niotit>.s  in  tlieGuardB, 
feeis  forihe  kindly  coquette  and  *'  frisky  matroir' who  took 
hmi  up  on  biy  fii'st  introduction  into  eoeifty,  and  put  bim 
in  the  rig-bt  set,  and  pot  bim  into  ibe  ri}?ht  cfubs,  aodgave 
him  a  nook  in  her  opera-box,  and  a  word  at  her  parties, 
■when  nobody  else  noticed  the  fletlgling. 

My  days  and  nigbts  passed  in  a  perpetual  raund  oT 
sweotiut^ats,  aniius,  ladies'  kisses,  misebief,  mirtb,  oud 
dainty  disbea.  Wbeu  I  theugbt  of  poor  Ben'a  cotiajure, 
and  old  Tru&t's  dinner  of  crusts  and  oatmeal,  I  shame  lo 
Bay  I  tbou^bt  of  them  with  wondering  scorn.  Tbtre  were 
people  and  do^s  who  lived  like  tbat,  and  never  knew  the 
taste  of  a  truffle  or  tbe  look  of  a  whitebait  I  Of  course  I 
entirely  forgot  that  the  time  bad  been — a  few  weekB  be- 
fore ! — when  to  myself  also  truffles  and  wLJtebaft  bad  been 
names  unknown ;  but  persuaded  myself,  till  I  ended  la 
>*elieving,  that  ]  bad  fed  on  uoihing  else  all  the  days  of 
my  life. 

Wbat  hypocrites  yon  call  them,  those  pretty  "  ootsiders," 
who,  brouj^-ht  from  obscurity  into  riches  and  pleasure,  will 
talk  aa  if  tbey  had  been  great  ladies  all  their  Hvert  loug-t 

N^ow,  judging-  tliem  by  myself,  1  have  little  doubt  they 
are  partially  sincere.  When  we  like  a  climate  we  p;et  ac- 
climatized very  Boon,  and  when  we  detest  our  birthplace 
we  cannot  have  any  pane's  of  nostalpa.  NoWf  they  di> 
both  of  these ;  and  when  Ibey  try  to  talk  you  mto  the  idea 
tliat  ibey  were  born  in  the  purples,  believe  me  tbey  have 
first,  induced  tlieniselvcB  to  believe  the  thing  tbey  wisL 

"  And  yesball  walk  in  silken  tire,"  aeenis  to  every  woman 
BO  inevitable  a  law  of  her  bein^^  tbat  she  will  forget  tbat 
ibe  time  ever  eii:*ted  when  she  tranj^gressed  it  in  homespun 

Fanfreluebe  I  isaw  occasionally,  meeting  her  in  a  walk, 
or  at  such  times  aa  Bcltran  look  me  with  him  to  the  Pearl'H 
bouse.  But  there  was  acoolness  between  us,  owing  to  her 
aiippoamg  that  I  had  falJeu  out  of  tbe  brougham  on  pur- 
pose, and  planned  to  be  picked  up  as  I  bad  beeu ;  a  meaa 
imag-ination,  conaequeot  on  the  intrigues  and  deceptiona 
that  were  her  daily  atmosphere,  wliicb  1  resented  toomacb 
10  explain  away. 

Bigger  creatures  than  I  have  sulked  a  true  iriendBhip 
into  its  death  by  torpor,  from  being  too  obstinate  and  full 
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or  pride  to  clear  aside  awroDj^ful  supposition.  Ah,  good 
people,  lab*}  my  advice:  be  aa  careful  iu  choasiuj  voaf 
frieudsbip  as  in  choosiiin;  new  blood  for  your  houud  keo- 
dgIs  ;  but  when  once  your  choEcG  has  Iiggu  mads^  siny  tbe 
hydra  of  your  amour-propre  sevculy  timt^s  aevea  oviir^ 
ralher  thau  let  it  live  aud  grow  and  stand  like  a  monster 
ol'  darkness,  but  ween  you  aud  your  chosen  friend. 

The  filct  was,  too,  thai  Fanfreluche  loved  Ueltraii  with 
«il  iliiii  eurious  force  which  your  cynical,  woi'ldjy-wise  eo- 
quettey  tau  sotnetiiues  tbrow  into  an  att&chnient;  and  the 
poorlittlesattrist  was  jealous  or  my  plaL';e  in  those  pleasant 
chambers.  I  saw  this,  but  I  did  nut  pity  it.  It  was  veiy 
Bweet  to  my  feeliugs  that  I,  the  baby  and  little  fool  aasbe 
called  me,  should  have  thus  pi'ospeied  and  distinguished 
myself  at  a  bouud  while  this  Rochefoucauld  on  four  legs, 
this  female  Juveoal  in  a  blue  Jacket,  hud  been  left  to  tlie 
caprieeg  of  a  dancer  of  break-downs,  This  feeling-  was  a 
email  oue;  1  koow  it:  but  I  think  1  have  seen  somethiag 
like  it  in  humaaity. 

She  laughed  grimly  when  she  heard  the  tale : 

"  So  Bcltran  purchases  a  burlesque  iu  good  faith  for 
two-fifty  J  and  the  Mouse  6[>eiid3  the  money  in  tryin^^  to 
divert  Laura's  fealty;  and  Ueltran  gives  a  thirty-pound 
bit  of  china  for  a  puppy  his  iraitoi*  bought  for  a  soog; 
aud  the  Mouse  darcn^t  say  anything,  because  he  knows 
he  was  guilty;  and  Laura  nets  shoer  profits  from  both 
Bides  and  cheats  them  both  in  the  long  run  I  Well,  it  ig 
neat,  cortaicily," 

iJut,  though  she  thus  grimaced  and  jeered  at  it,  it  was, 
evidently,  very  bitter  and  unwelcome  to  her  that  this  sin- 
gular turn  of  good  fortune  should  have  befallen  myself  and 
not  her;  and  that  the  pink  toa-set  should  have  bought  me 
back  in  lier  place. 

On  Mrs.  D'Eyncoart  accordingly  she  would  at  Brat 
TQUchaafe  me  no  information  ;  *■*  theD'Eyncourt  was  before 
her  time,"  she  averred^  though  I  believe  on  my  soul  ahe 
kaevv  all  about  the  aUair,  whatever  it  might  have  beeD. 

"  She  wad  an  actress,  wasn't  she  ?"  I  asked. 

"Ob,  yes:  an  actress,  of  genius, — I  bi**^e  beard." 

*'And  has  disappeared  I" 

*'  My  de-ir— everybody  has  '  disappeared '  who  isu'tfttap- 
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ring  and  staring  beFofe  the  world's  Footligble.  We  are 
uncommonly  fond  of  our  celebrities, — q\  yea, — ^we  buy 
their  pholograptis  and  slftal  their  characters  with  tba 
ETtJ&test  ardor  iniag;inablB,  We  are  alwnys  fljinginj^^flowpra 
before  them,  and  throwing  Btones  after  theia,  with  the 
mOiSt  Affectionate  energy  possible.  But  it*a  only  while 
they're  in  the  range  of  our  eyesight.  If  they  retire,  or 
pause,  or  oaly  get  sick  for  a  little,  weVe  done  with  thein. 
Your  Btatesmaa  may  have  overworked  Ins  brain  in  your 
eery  ice ;  your  painter  may  have  paralysis;  your  author 
Diay  have  gone  to  his  '  otium  cum  dignitate/ and  your 
actress  may  have  married  or  bo  a  dying; — it's  all  tbe 
same;  tboy  have  (disappeared;  and  tha  world  thinksi  no 
more  about  them." 

"  But  thia  woman " 

"  Tbia  woman  was  a  jEfreat  fool,  I  believe.  She  bad  no 
money;  sho  had  a  blackguarii  for  a  husband;  she  had 
nothing  but  her  talents;  and  she  gave  herself  the  aira  of  » 
duohess." 

"  She  was  a  gentlewoman,  perhaps  ?" 

"What  haa  that  to  do  with  it?  She  had  no  meney,  I 
tell  you.  Birth  without  gold  is  a  Gne-featbered  bird,  with 
both  his  pinions  cropped  off  close  at  the  point.  Much 
use  his  plumage  ia  I— and  £n8  fat  worms  ho'll  pick  up  in 
the  morning  I" 

"  But  she  was  surely  right  to  send  back  that  old  aoble- 
man's  diamonds?" 

"  Oh,  ye3 — and  so  wise,  my  dear  I  Tou  gee ;  here  la 
Laura  with  one  littla  green  beetle  for  her  hair  worth  its 
two  thousand  guineas,  and  this  D'Eyncourtwomaq  stituh- 
iug  shirts  in  an  attic  in  Germany  as  you  tell  me," 

"  A  woman  should  not  sell  her  soul  for  a " 

*'  Beetle?  As  good  as  anything  else  if  it's  in  fashion- 
A  Bcaraheus  at  two  thousand  guineas,  and  a  shirt  at 
seven  brass  farthings, — Fm  much  obliged  to  you  for  that 
pat  illustration." 

And  I  could  not  get  any  more  oat  of  her,  for  she  trotted 
off,  with  her  nose  in  the  air,  to  whore  Laura  Pearl's  pony 
carriage  stood  by  the  rftils  in  the  bright  nooa  of  the  now 
budding  spring  sea&oa. 
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1  wasoDly  bemg  aired  by  the  valet  wbilst  BeJlran  h.\at* 
e«ir  was  attrnding  a  private  vlevr  of  some  foreign  pic- 
tures, 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


lANFRELDCHE  S    M^MORlEft. 


One  of  my  greatest  pleasuroa  was  these  mornings  ia 
the  RoWj  especially  when  Beltrao  used  to  walk  there  in 
lieu  of  hia  usual  noootida  canter.  At  euch  times  I  would 
moaut  the  chair  beside  him  ;  aad,  sittiu^  upright  on  tbat 
green  iron  tbroue,  X  passed  the  peripatetics  \n  review  with 
a  couiitenaoce  that  I  was  satisfied  presented  the  moi^t 
complete  copy  of  the  supereiliousnesf?,  serenity,  and  sar- 
casia  whifb  I  ftaw  on  tlie  fates  of  those  aroond  me. 

If  tbere  be  a  Republic  on  earth,  it  ia  the  Rido  from 
twelve  to  two  on  a  Msy  morning. 

Oh,  I  know  it  is  the  most  fashionable  lounge  you  have ; 
but  it  ia  a  Republic  for  alJ  that.  There  could  liill  Jacobs 
lean  against  a  rail,  with  a  clay  pipe  in  hta  iiiouLh,  and  a 
terrier  under  his  arm,  cJose  beside  tlie  Eai'l  of  Guiiliadene, 
with  his  cigarette  and  bla  eye-glass,  and  hia  Poole-cut 
habiliments.  There  could  Laura  Pearl,  or  any  other  of 
her  order,  sit  with  their  prieoless.  old  laces,  and  their  skirtg 
of  satin  or  velvet,  sweeping  against  the  soft,  white,  filmy 
dres.s;  of  a  duke's  ebilil-IIke  daughter  in  her  sereuteenth 
year  and  her  very  tirst  season. 

There  Marmion  Ba^le,  the  handsDme  painter,  who  was 
the  Waj^ULT  of  Art,  aud  bad  so  much  genius  tbat  no  one 
dured  to  hang  or  tp  purchase  hia  pictui'fSj,  could  placa 
himself  by  a  penny  uext  to  his  forbidden  love  the  won- 
drous-eyed Lady  GwcDdoline,  aud  for  one  sweet  half  hour 
forget  that  he  was  a  luadman,  aud  she  a  great  noble's 
Iwtrothed.  There  Maude  Delamere,  wearing  her  guld- 
laden  cashmere  as  none  other  did,  could  fiirt  away  ber 
pleasant  morning,  side  by  aide  with  the  great  Dnehea^  of 
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Astolal ;  while  the  duchess,  eyeing  the  ehawl,  wo'jIiI 
Bilenlly  appraise  the  worth  of  the  marveJous  fabric,  and 
laonestly  admire  the  beauty  of  the  wearer,  being-  herself 
the  only  person  m  all  London  who  knew  not  that  both 
cashmere  and  Deiaiuere  were  as  much  the  property  ef 
His  Grace  of  Asiolat  aa  was  his  stud  or  kennpL 

There  could  the  tired  shap-gir],  escaped  for  rd  hour 
from  the  heated  ahow-rooms  on  some  thrice-blessed  Bel- 
pravian-errand,  panse  beueatli  the  treea,  and  reiieive  a 
fFesh  incentive  to  rtsmnin  virtuous  on  ten  shillings  a  week 
l)y  the  sijGi'ht  of  Lillian  Lee,  with  her  g-liglening  chignon, 
and  her  velvet  hal>it,  and  her  jeweled  whip,  leatiicg  down 
from  her  hundred -guinea  hack  to  laugh  with  Lord  Brune 
and  Fri'ddy  Orl'ord. 

There  also  could  the  weary  author,  or  the  geuerouJi  gen- 
tleman, whose  brain  wan  beiujof  maddened  or  whose  heart 
was  being  broken  Ijy  the  curse  of  too  much  honor  and  too 
little  gold,  behold  how  g'i'eat  a  thing;  it  was  to  he  a  cheat^ 
as  Fiodora,  the  g^reat  usurer,  rode  hy  oq  bis  black  Arab^ 
or  the  old  withered  yellow  face  of  the  unwedded  capitalist^ 
Baron  Moresco,  brought  smiles  to  those  fair  patrician  lips 
with  which  they  never  p:reeted  mere  wit  or  talent,  blood 
or  beauly,  ia  the  men  who  passed  beside  their  chairs. 

Tho  Row  surely  Is  a  Republic;  for  iti  it  first  come,  first 
served;  and  a  copper  doin  will  throne  alike  the  ambassa- 
dress and  the  travjata^  the  aristocrat  and  the  cad,  the 
creditor  and  the  debtor.  Bat  all,  still,  are  uot  equal,  jou 
object  ? — ^ah,  bah  1  if  that  be  your  objection  to  a  Republic, 
you  bad  best  remain  a  Conservative  till  the  end  of  time, 

Od  this  commOD  sfou"*!  I  met,  as  I  have  said,  King 
Arthur,  and  Fanfreluche,  and  many  other  doga  of  hi|»-h 
rank  and  breeding  who  were  wont,  like  myealf,  to  sautiter 
their  uiorninjys  away  in  the  Park. 

Once  alsol  saw  Brouze — poor,  patient,  faithful  Bronze. 
He  was  wandering  wearily  iimon,j;  that  gay  butterflj' 
crowd,  searching-,  Beari-'hiug",  aearcliiny;,  everywhere;  oa 
bis  endless  atid  hopeless  errand,  A  grooni  lashed  hitu 
with  hi9  whip;  a  policeman  kiclied  him  away  as  a  stray- 
cur;  XjillJan  Lee  rode  her  horse  viciously  at  him;  Laura 
Pearra  page  drove  hitu  with  a  curse  from  resting  a  mo- 
ment under  her  carriage  ant  of  the  acorch  of  the  Biin. 
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And  I — well  t  I  have  promised  you  to  be  a*  bont+^t  t^s 
Jcftn  Jacques— I,  throned  on  mj^recQ  chair,  affected  dot 
to  &ee  him  \ 

Partlj^  It  waa  becQQse  I  dreailed  jtreatly  to  tell  him  thuii 
the  hoy  Harold  was  deiid*  and  that  his  quest  was  useless. 
ChieHy,  I  kuew  it  was  because  a  cQuatess,  Beltran'a  sis- 
ter, had  spread  ber  gold-broi(iered  burnous  for  ray  throae, 
and  the  Astolat  dog,  the  most  siiperciUoua  of  poodles,  sat 
beRide  me;  fttid  witli  my  snow-white  ttirla,  my  g-^iy  blue 
ribbon,  aud  the  ^rutty  arro^tmt  air  with  which  I  had 
learned  to  coek  my  eye  nnd  lift  my  nose,  I  shrank  from 
reuognition  of  that  dusty,  tired,  Btarviug,  lionitlesa  crea- 
ture. 

It  WAS  shameful.  I  kntiw  ;  our  fftce  iw  ycfti'culy  ev^cr 
tainted  by  such  weakDesses  ;  but,  whilst  you  coiuleniti  ute^ 
think  a  moment,— are  you  tai^cr  to  bow  to  ft  rtiiucd  man 
in  thc!  Row?  WiH  you  cheek  your  horse  by  the  I'ails  to 
flmilo  on  a  poor  relation  ?  Will  you  slinke  Ijuuda  tu  the 
face  of  the  town  with  a  penniless  strolling  artist  in  a 
linen  blouse,  and  with  a  wooden  pipe  in  hla  mouth,  though 
jou  may  know  he  has  the  genius  of  a  Raphael  and  the 
beart  of  a  rranuois  d'AByise  7  No : — uiiiuty-nine  out  of 
a  hundred  of  you  won't ;  my  false  ahame  of  poor  BroiiZa 
has  many  analoij^iea  in  your  humanity. 

Yet  none  thc  le.?3  did  I  feel  remorse  for  it;  we  always 
do  feel  acute  remorse  whenever  we  descend  to  your  lopcl 
by  WQundiny  a  friend,  or  by  fawninj;:  on  ft  foo,  And  I 
would  fain  hare  darted  after  hVi^,  and  made  full  and  lu- 
jitant  amunds  for  iny  wickedness  ;  but,  at  the  first  motion 
that  I  ^^avt,  the  countess's  little  hand  caught  my  collar, 
and  held  mo  motionless  down  on  my  seat. 

It  seemed,  indeed,  as  though  she  had  divined  my  inten- 
lion  ;  and  folt  that  u  display  of  friendship  from  prosperity 
to  popcj'ty  would  bo  an  unseomly  anomaly,  uafit  for  that 
place  of  fair  fashion 

I  confessed  my  sin  that  day  to  Fanfreluche. 

" Elesa  me,  my  dearl"  said  that  cynic.  "YouVe  no 
business  to  have  learned  your  lesson  ao  quick:  you  don't 
live  with  a  woman  I" 

She  had  never  recovered,  nor  was  ever  likely  to  recover, 
the  fiharp  jealousy  which  she  feU  of  my  selection  by  her 
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bero;  but  Hhe  lia*l  an  cicolleiit  heart  in  her  wajj  thoTigb 
EMch  a  bitler  little  tSiinf^,  and  she  was  often  verv  good- 
natured  indeed. 

That  day  I  ooaied  out  €f  her  as  muRh  as  ahe  koeiT  of 
that  Btorj  of  Defry  DeaziVa,  which  ahe  had  once  promised, 
and  alwaja  refused  to  tell  me. 

He  had  just  paased  us  on  hia  black  raare,  with  his  g^lasa 
in  his  eye.  and  hig  cigarette  m  his  mouth,  and  the  auDshine 
fuil  ou  hi3  dark,  haDdsome,  reckless  face. 

"  Story,  my  dear  ?  every  one  of  those  men  has  at  story," 
Ba*d  Mtsa  Volubility,  wbeni  I  reminded  her  of  her  promrso. 
*'  It  makes  me  road  to  hear  that  wretched  Mouse,  when 
he  wants  to  alate  a  very  good  novel*  declare  that  there  is 
DO  romance  in  real  UTd.  Good  gracious  I  Why,  do  novelist 
would  dare  to  write  half  the  thinga  that  I  know  have  hap 
peued — the  coincidences  are  too  marvelous,  the  fates  too 
bizarref  the  anomfl-liee  too  glaring,  the  skeifi  o^f  circum- 
Btanceg  too  eotaiagled,  m  real  life  for  any  novelists  to  dare 
t.0  paint  exactly  all  that  they  eee  or  know.*  Do  all  re- 
viewers live  in  a  nutshell,  and  absorb  thnmselvea  in  an 
eternity  of  knitting-  and  muffins,  and  threepenny  whiat, 
that  they  pereiat  iu  declaring  there  \s  no  romance  in  real 
life?  Heavens  I— the  unutterable  woe,  the  insane  pas- 
eiong,  the  e^straordioary  contradictions,  the  horrible  ruin, 
the  wonderful  accidenU,  forming  tbemselves  like  a  ka^ 
leidoscope  picture,  that  I  have  beheM  in  my  season  of 
existence  !  The  wildest  novel  was  never  one-balf  so  wild 
fts  the  real  fate  of  many  a  human  life  that  to  superficial 
eyes  looks  serene,  and  placid,  and  uneventful  ennugh.  Life 
is  jupt  the  same  now  as  in  the  a^cs  of  the  CEdipus  affony 
and  the  Orestea  crime:  it  is  only  tb at  now^theysbow 
nothing." 

"  But  tell  me  what  happenad  to  bins, "  I  urged,  yawning' 
a  little. 

"Oh,  you  little  idiot!"  she  cried,  dis^uated.  ^' One 
would  certainly  think  yoa  were  a  woman — always  stario;^ 
at  one  little  whelk  on  the  shore,  and  always  ignoring  the 
irhote  great  ocean  and  sky  I    The  wbelk  is  the  on*  narrow 


*  I  lieg  th»rtii9gbl.T  t&  cCrroborute  this  o^inioD  of  Mllfi.  Fud fr«lii(ib«^ 
wbom  I  rapcirt  faithiullj,  but  with  whom  t  do  not  nlTTkys  Agr««-— C>, 
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pc^rsocality;  the  waves  and  horlson  ara  the  fast  expanse 
of  universal  circamataneg. 

"  YoQ  are  almost  as  bad  aa  an  Eog'liah  g'lrl  that  I  lie- 
longed  to  once  for  a  few  months.  She  was  the  wife  of  tho 
gi'eal  Belgiaa  painter,  Philip  Comoro;  she  was  a  pr(?tly 
creature,  with  no  braius.  One  glorious  evening-,  down  by 
the  Biscay  coast, — they  lived  there  at  that  time  in  an 
exquiaUe  villa, — he  waa  painting-  out-ofHdoora;  painting-  a 
great  golden  comet  that  floated  over  a  purple  aby,  above 
a  moonlit  eca. 

"  The  bella  of  a  campanile  rang  eight  and  nine  and  ten  \ 
he  painted  on  and  on  and  on  *,  and  I  sat  quiet  beside  him. 
For  there  waa  a  spell  in  this  marvelons  night,  wit,h  that 
mystical  measG-ng;er  from  the  unknowa  gods  to  niea  wait- 
ing there,  in  the  still  starlit  skies,  above  the  hushed  calm 
waters. 

"  The  gii'l  stole  up  beside  as,  feverbblyj  twice  or  thrice. 
At  leng-th,  aa  the  bells  ranf^  the  tenth  hour,  she  came  a^aia 
swiftly  and  shook  him  by  tho  arm.  lie  sLarted, — thaa 
unwelconiely  rouRcd  from  out  of  his  g-reat  ni3'stiu  dreaniH. 

"'Gome  at  once,  Curnaro,'  she  wbispefed;  'I  have 
waited  so  long — so  longl' 

"  He  roused  httuself  with  a  sigh. 

'"I  cannot  come,'  be  B«id  patiently,  ^&ziug,  with  his 
whole  soul  in  bis  eyes,  at  the  sea  and  the  sky. 

"  '  Cannot  I     And  why?'  she  cried  in  vexed  wonder. 

"'Why!'  he  echoed,  Mook  there,  love, — that  splendor 
will  never  revisit  tho  earth  for  five  centuries.' 

"Bhe  pushed  tbe  brush  from  his  band  with  a  pout  on 
her  ruddy  lips: 

"  'The  comet  I  Who  cares  for  that?  you  must  come  iiL 
The  tf^a  is  getting  coldf'  " 

"  And  then  people  say  that  incompatibility  of  character 
is  not  reason  enough  for  a  divorce  I"  the  duke's  poodle 
added,  as  Fanfreluche  paused  in  her  long  recital. 

"  Ah,  they  say  so.  Poodle,"  that  cynic  respunded.  "  But 
Qobody's  ever  proved  it  yet,  I  thinL" 

"This  is  not  Dcnzil's  etory?"  1  urged,  my  mind  curi- 
ously dwelling  on  Mrs.  D'Eyncourt, 

"  He's  fifty  stories,  my  dear,"  said  Fanfreluche.  "  They 
all  of 'era  have.    Look  thero, — do  you  see  Peel  Vavasour, 
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that  little,  dry,  slender  chip  of  a  man  who  la  hardly  big^'er 
than  his  own  fusi't;?  Well,  he's  the  hardest  riJer  that 
evLT  Bont  a,  borse  at  a  tsis-bar ;  and  tho  boldtiit  trooivor  tliiil 
ever  led  his  men  into  the  jaws  of  hHL  Yet  do  you  know 
lb  fit  for  ten  whole  years  that  man  has  lieen  j^rivea  over, 
hi^art  and  hodj  aad  soul,  to  the  wildest^  Haddest,  direat 
passioQ  tliat  over  posacsaed  a  iife? 

"See  yonder,  too,— oa  that  sorrel  hunter  that  is  plun^in^ 
and  tearinfrat  its  bit,— that  is  Sir  George  Maude  of  Efflnu;- 
hiira.  1m  he  not  yonr  beau-idoal  of  a  fair,  frank,  fearless, 
ennnT-bearted  English  g-entleraan,  with  his  gnldon  board 
blowing  in  the  wind,  and  his  bine  eyes  glancing  in  the 
light,  and  his  manly  laup^h  rinj,nng-  out  so  cheerily  ?  Welt, 
my  dear,  go  home  with  George,  or  rather  go  where  he 
Dtsrer  goes,  to  that  grand  old  Bren^ham  in  the  weaterti 
woods,  by  the  western  Pens,  that  looks  liko  Latincelot's 
ocean-castic ;  and  ynu  will  find  the  picture  of  a  woman 
there  A  woman  with  Titian's  hair  and  Giorpione's  eyeSf 
smiling;  with  a  scarlet  flower  held  ag-ninst  her  lips,  in  a 
pretty  unspoken  symbolic  'hush I'  Well,  that  woman 
was  Georp^e'a  wife. 

"  And  the  picture  is  locked  in  a  darkened  room  that  never 
is  opeaed,  onr  bears  the  fall  of  footsteps,  nor  sees  tiio  ll^j-'ht 
of  day,  She  had  all  his  big,  brave,  kindly  heart,  and  all 
hfa  loyal,  imdouhting  honor.  So,-«^she  broke  the  one,  and 
betrayed  the  other.  To  do  him  the  more  shame,  more- 
ovnr,  she  chose  her  paramour  out  of  his  own  kith  and  kin. 
It  WAS  a  horrible  tale, — of  worse  than  passion,  of  worso 
than  stn.  Gcorf^e  pursued  them  to  Paris,  and  would  hare 
killed  his  CO  us  in^slr  angled  him  by  the  sheer  force  of  his 
hands — if  the  crowd  itt  the  Bois  bad  not  torn  them 
asunder. 

"  He  has  been  freed  by  the  law,  and  the  woman  has 
wedded  her  lover.  But  the  old  halls  of  Effingham  never 
see  their  master's  face ;  the  old  forests  never  hear  the  ring 
of  his  rifle  ;  no  children's  gny  feet  tread  the  grasses  ;  no 
woman^s  glad  '?oice  wakes  the  echoes.  And  that  niaa  is 
haunted  forever  by  a  ghost  that  will  never  be  laid." 

I  answered  nothing;  these  revelations  saddened  me. 

"Loot  there  again,"  pursued  this  pssudo-philosopher; 
"you  see  that  cold,  fair,  sardonic-looking  creature  thore 
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OTj  a  dark  haVj  Wf^aring:  ft  rose  in  liia  coat,  and  riding 
with  Paget  Pnsmond  ?  Well,  tliat  is  Tivyan  Bruee.  He 
b  a  Colonel  of  Qnanls,  and  in  the  Brigades  tliey  alwava 
called  him  Mephisto  ;  while  suuiety  in  genemi  i*  given  tu 
Baying  that  if  Satan  himself  does  ever  walk  abroad  in 
uiDn''3  guise,  he  clothes  himaelf  in  the  fleshly  gai'b  of 
wJiL-bad  Vy  Bruce,  who  Is  the  deadliest  aliot  in  all  Europe,, 
and  the  wildest  gambler  that  ever  shook  a  main.  Well 
— do  you  know  tbat  there  13  a  blind  woman,  still  lovely, 
even  in  her  sightlesaneaa,  dwelling  in  the  daintiest  river- 
botne  by  Cliefden,  who  could  tell  you  that  for  teuderneBS, 
pitifulne^a.  thougbtfolness,  there  is  not  the  equal  of  '  Me- 
phisto'  in  the  world.  It  was  the  old  old  stury^  of  aweet 
forbidden  love  ;  and  lives  that  met  too  lute.  One  terrible 
night  she,  young  and  beautiful,  and  weary  of  heart,  for 
a  love  that  never  could  be  hers,  standing  beside  her  case- 
ment cloJ:ie  by  the  gates  of  Fi'ascati,  was  stricken  by  a 
audden  stroke  uf  lightning,  darting  from  above  Albano, 
and  made  blind  then  and  forever  Her  husband  cursed 
her,  and  abandoned  her;  this  raaa  alone  cleaved  to  ber, 
and  took  hor  in  her  seQsde93UO!3&  and  sightlessnosR,  deem- 
ing her  even  thua  yet  fairer  than  all  fair  women.  The 
world  calls  such  love  sin, — ah^  the  world  is  so  very  wise  I 
Well — many  years  have  drifted  by  since  then;  but  go 
you  and  ask  Beatrice  Silviera  in  her  solitude,  where  to  be 
his  consoles  her  for  the  Josa  of  all  besides,  whether  that 
man  be  indeed  a  devil,  ag  they  say ;  or  whether  big  voice 
be  not  ever  gentlest,  his  care  be  not  ever  surest,  hig 
patience  be  not  ever  perfect,  his  love  be  not  ever  iufinite 
to  her  in  her  darkness  and  her  helplessness,  whose  eyss 
can  never  again  look  once  into  his  own." 

1  was  silent ; — awed  by  ber  unwonted  gravity.  I 
looked  at  bini:  he  had  a  cold,  hard,  careless  face,  I 
thought,  and  he  laughed  idly  where  he  rods  with  other 
men. 

"You  poor  Jittle  brat!"  cried  Faefreluche  contemptu- 
ously. "Are  you,  who  are  a  dog,  as  foolieh  as  those 
poor  scribes  who,  being  nt  their  wits'  ends  for  what  to 
fiay,  declare  romance  is  dead  fn  human  lives!  FahawT 
Po  you  tbink  that  berause  our  friends  there  ride  with 
Auwerg  ia  their  coats,  and  cigars  in  their  mouths  \  and 
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,  call  the  loveliest  Helen  only  'not  bad  lookint^;'  and  show 
their  friendship  to  Patroclua  chiefly  by  '  getting"  up  behmd 
hira;'*  and  loung'e  in  the  amoking-rouni  of  their  cliaba  as 
though  tbey  had  not  one  care  npoii  earth  ;  that  therefore 
they  never  search  for  a  four-leaved  shampock ;  nerer 
challenge  fi^ht  for  a  brazen  shield  they  deem  silver  j 
never  wear  the  sackcloth  under  the  silk,  and  the  iron  fault 
under  the  velvet ;  and  novor  hiinjrer  vainly  fur  the  sight 
of  a  Holy  Sepulcher  that  has  no  place  save  in  thej*- 
dream&?     Chut  I — you  know  nothing  of  men  I" 

I  was  abashed:  to  me  the  riders  of  the  Row  looked 
nothing'  but  a  fashionable  mob  of  woll-dressed,  well- 
mounted,  easy-tempered,  and  somewhat  bored  gentlemen. 
But  I  suppose  she  knew  best;  and  to  be  sure  Denzil, 
gazing  at  the  photqgraph  in  eolitude,  had  been  a  very 
different  person  to  what  he  looked  now,  where  be  had 
checked  his  Lorae  beside  the  rail,  and  leaned  from  hia 
saddle  to  laugh  and  talk  over  the  Epsom  chances  with 
Tred  Orford, 

"Look  at  Derry,"  said  Eanfreluche  sharply^  feniimne- 
lifee^  coming  round  (now  I  had  ceased  to  ask  her)  to  the 
very  point  on  which  she  had  refused  information.  "  Derry 
is  one  of  the  gayest-tempered  and  most  popular  men  on 
the  town.  And  yet  that  man  has  had  a  R-ood  deal  of 
grief  in  hia  life  ;— and  oae  murder.  He  comes  of  a  great 
old  family;  and  be  went  through  Eton  and  Christ  Churchy 
and  into  the  Guards, — and  all  Ihe  rest  of  the  course  ;  and 
till  he  was  Gve-and-twenty  thought  himself  rich  as  CrtBaus. 
At  that  time  his  father  died,  leaving- just  a  hundred  thou- 
band  pounds*  worth  of  debt  behind  him.  Derry  didn't 
Bay  much;  but  he  just  Bold  the  estate — a  g-rand  old 
Cornish  place  that  he  loved  pasaionately,  paid  all  the 
debts,  dowered  his  two  sisters,  left  the  Guards,  and  went 
into  the  Austrian  army. 

"There  he  rose  rapidly  :  he  was  of  the  Tory  stuff  for  a 
ruiraasier  ;  but  when  he  bad  got  hia  majority,  and  had 
been  there  some  nine  years,  and  had  grown  fond  of  tha 


*  Mne.  FBtifretucbe^  UFad  tha  fashiaDable  Rlsng  she  had  oauf;ht  np  kk 
(liQ  Turf,  vr  tbe  Ho-gi  or  the  Baleiyb.  Sbomouis  baakis^  tbeirfriflaili* 
bilJR.— 14d. 
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serricc,  an  unlacky  tbing  happened,  He  was  second  in 
a  dtiel.  It  fell  to  Lis  lot  to  measure  the  paces.  Now, 
you  baow  he  is  a  giant  ia  the  land,  and  his  strides  are 
loDg^er  tlian  tUaat!  of  muat  tueu.  Tbe  other  Hecoad,  who 
was  an  Austrian  of  very  bigli  I'auk,  yntt?reiJ  thereat. 

"'You  seem  determined  to  plat^e  distaaoe  e^uough  be- 
tween jour  principal  and  mine!'  lie  cried  acoffin^ly. 

"  DgdzII  took  no  notice  ;  and  the  duel  was  fought.  It 
coded  harmlessly;  with  a  hullet-gi'aze  on  both  aides. 
When  it  was  over,  Deuzil  weut  up  to  the  other  secoud 
who  had  jeered  him, 

" '  You  complained  a  moment  ago  of  my  putting'  too 
moch  distance  between  the  combatants,'  he  Bald  quietly. 
*  We  will  fight  as  close  as  yon  like  now' 

"Then  out  he  drew  his  handkerchief,  and  tendered  one 
end  to  the  Austrian — »Hig"h]aud  fashion.  So,  breast  to 
brea&t  with  the  width  of  that  bit  of  cambric  hetwixt 
them — as  many  gallant  g-eotleusen  were  wont  to  stand  for 
the  denth-worfl  \i\  the  old  wild  Scolti.^li  days — thc-y  Gred, 
The  shots  were  siinultaiieons,  and  both  fell.  Deiizil  was 
severely  woundeii  in  tho  breast-boue  ;  but.  the  Austrian 
WQ3  shot  throug^h  tbe  heart.* 

"  His  brother  cuirassiers  concealed  our  friend's  place  of 
Sfiuetuary  until  he  had  recovered  suCGciently  for  them  to 
get  him  in  safety  ant  of  the  ooujjtry,  but  his  career  in  the 
army  was  ovoTi  tbe  high  atatiou  of  tbe  dead  Auatriaq 
made  tho  duel  an  offense  beyond  pardon.  Denzil  took  his 
death  ^eatly  to  heart  also  ;  it  was  the  only  duel  ending 
fatally  that  tie  had  ever  fought,  and  he  traveled  in  many 
strange  Eastern  landa  for  some  time.  Half  adozeu  years 
ago  he  came  back  to  the  old  Loudon  life;  a  thou^iand  a 
year  or  so  had  been  left  hira  by  a  relative,  and  on  this, 
with  what  he  makes  by  these  novels  of  his,  that;  are  bo 
gay  and  so  mournful,  so  weary  and  so  witty,  be  lives  well 
enough.     But " 

"Who  is  Mrs.  D'Eyacourt?"  I  asked. 

"Mrs.  D'Eyncourt?     Well — Mrs,  D'Eyocourt  was  * 


•  I  can  bear  ivitneR^  that  Fanfrelucbe  d&scribpB  the  du*I  afl  It  sotunU^ 
took  JiliLCe,  without  iiEiy  exng^erntiim.  So  unuBunt  a  fact  in  a  feniBla 
mBrrutvr,  tbat  I  tbiuk  it  uecessiirj  t<j  testit'F  to  U. — £ti^ 
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very  handsome  wnnian,  who  was  all  llie  ra^  m  Louden, 
Trhen  1  was  just  ofiit  and  belonged  to  the  Household 
Brigades.  She  was  an  actress;  and  Ibey  made  her  the 
feshioQ — for  a  lime.  She  was  an  astoaisbiag-ly  beautiful 
woman,  which  helped  her  wonderfully,  and  ao  astoniah- 
ingfy  proud  womiio,  which  went  dead  against  her.  She 
t-anie  of  an  ()?ii  racCf  th<^y  said  ;  awd  she  was  deeply  read, 
and  hiphly  rultnred.  Her  hu-shand  was  a  great  scoundrel, 
n  sort  of  fjentlemjirv-PWindirr.  who  drove  her  on  to  Ihe 
stage,  and  spent  all  she  g-aincd  there — yes,  and  would 
bavo  bad  no  objection  to  have  takL-n  any  of  her  money, 
howsoever  it  sbmild  have  hcon  ninde  He  would  have 
staked  hia  wife  nt  piqurt  just,  as  aoon  as  he  would  hove 
Btaked  a  sovrrei;!!!!.  Denz'l  was  slwayH  about  with  tbem. 
He  ^-Dt  Mr3.  D'Eynf'uuri,  her  bent  eug'agements.  Re 
wrnitj  the  beet  critiques  that  appeared  on  her  He  waa  in 
the  stalls  or  behind  flie  *^cei}cs  nearly  avery  night  that 
she  pTuyt-d,  H<p  was  very  muL-h  in  love  with  her — that 
evei'vbody  snw.  BuT  then,  su  weio  a  good  many  others. 
She  had  the  bfil]  ot  ber  fei^it  when  she  chose  to  spurn  it 
awtiy.  That  is — when  she  had  been  the  talk  of  the  town 
for  two  aeasoriH,  and  wn^i  really  nioking  soraetbin^  like 
faine,  sbe-disa]ipeared — nobody  knows  where.  Every- 
body thought  Denzit  was  in  the  secret  I  can't  say 
whether  lie  was.  But,  at  aoy  rate,  the  same  nigbt  that 
she  vanisbed,  her  husband  wag  thrashed  within  an  inch 
of  big  life  by  somebody;  and  found  black  and  bine,,  and 
scarcely  able  to  speak,  with  the  door  of  his  chamber  shut 
on  bim.     I  always  thought  Derry  did  Ihaf^ 

"And  Mra.  D'Eyncourt r* 

*'How  your  bead  runs  on  that  woaan  I  The  last  aigbt 
that  she  appeared  was  a  great  triumph  for  her.  A  certain 
cabal — there  is  always  a  very  strong  cabal  against  a. 
woman  who  is  so  unsexed  that  she  won't  accept  dia- 
monds— bad  tinne  their  best  to  write  ber  down;  bad  de- 
rided her,  condemned  her,  stoned  her  with  injury  and  in- 
Bult  from  the  catapults  of  their  criticisms.  But  the  woman 
was  ,doriously  handsome,  resolute  too  in  will,  and  of  sio- 
gular  talent,  she  wag  for  OD«e  stronger  than  the  etiong 
clique  against  her:  she  carried  tbfl  public  with  ber  ;  aadtbe 
"urtaia  fell  at  leagth  on  a  shower  of  flowers,  and  amidat 
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%  Btorm  of  applause.  But  th&t  night  was  tlio  last  tbal 
thi(i  town  ever  saw  Gcrtrade  D'Eyncourt,  Of  course  they 
all  said  lliat  Deny  had  hiddea  Ler  aomewhcre,  specially 
OS  Le  wuDt  abruad  tLe  day  aflur.  He  cnum  back  six 
moDths  later,  looking  ill  enou^b,  and  he  horsewhipped 
one  t'cllow  who  had  repeated  (80  that  it  came  to  his  hear- 
ing) what  all  the  town  said  of  this  woman.  And  of  caui-ao 
they  were  all  quite  sure  then  it  was  true." 

"But  waa  it?" 

"  How  can  1  tell,  child  ?  All  I  know  ia,  that  I  bavo 
nerer  heard  a  syllable  aliout  her  frotn  anybody,  tili  yon 
told  oje  the  other  dfry  of  thiit  news  of  Lord  Mark's,  But, 
good  gracious ! — how  you  ehatterl  There  ara  our  ponies 
moving  off.  1  wouldn't  miss  going  with  them  for  worlds. 
Pearl  lunches  this  morning  with  some  men  at  the  Levia- 
tba^a,  aud  tliut  Hotel  is  the  only  place  where  they  do  aspic 
with  plover's  egga,  so  that  I  can  eat  it." 

And  away  the  little  chalter-bos  and  gourmet  trotted, 
ringing  her  golden  bells,  and  presently  jumping  into  iha 
carriage,  wag  whirled  out  of  eight  by  the  swiftly 'trotting 
feet  of  FearPa  ponies. 

Derry  Dcnzil  was  talking  over  tho  Danebury  cracks,  by 
theraiU;  Peel  Vavasour  was  makiug  some  mno  shriek 
with  laughter,  by  relating  a  new  double  entendre  of 
Schentack's;  Sir  George  was  discoursing  with  great  ani- 
mation of  the  last  run  of  the  season  with  the  York  audi 
Ainaty ;  and  Vy  Bruce  was  murmuring  idlest  nouaonsa 
to  Lillian  Lee,  as  he  lighted  one  of  his  cigarettes  far  her 
use. 

I  sat  oo  ujy  chair  bewildered  and  saddened.  Yoa 
always  are,  I  think,  wfaeneFer  JJdphegor  fii'&t  uaroofe  the 
bouses  for  jou. 
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CHAPTER  xyri. 


AT  THE    STAR   AND    QARTER. 


Thk  new  burlesque  throve  at  the  Coronet. 

It  waa  a  euccesa,  as  jou  say  in  your  odd  jargOD.  The 
reckless  breakHlowna,  the  puaa,  whieb  jtaeeiued  really  bad 
some  humor  in  theui,  and  were  thei'Gfore  quite  uncommon, 
the  pplencjid  Parisian  dresses,  the  lively  mtieiCf  all  iosurtd 
Its  pojiularity.  And  Laura  Pearl  sbone  In  her  jigs,  the 
uumbcr  of  which  waa  inereased,  according  to  her  desire, 
with  a  roliicklug  zest  that  laised  her  higher  than  ever  in 
the  stalls'  estimation. 

She  waa  gcacrally  late  to  amve,  enllen  whtsa  crossed 
for  a  moment,  caprieioua  and  ungrateful  to  aa  incredible 
extent,  and  eielf-wtUfed  with  a  stubboraness  of  temper 
which  would  have  brought  ber  heavy  iiueg  and  loud 
caraes  from  the  tyrannical  "old  Wynch"  had  she  beeii 
one  of  those  luckless  g-irla  who  lived  in  attica  aad  slaved 
on  tweuty  BhilUuga  a  week.  As  it  waa,  of  course  nobody 
dared  sny  a  word  to  her  j  and  aU  the  wrstiv  of  that  Jupi- 
tei'  Totiana,  the  acting  manager,  fell  on  the  oftentimes  in- 
nocent and  iavuriably  defenseless  heads  of  those  hapless 
young  playera  who  bad  holea  in  their  g-loves,  and  reata 
Lu  their  boots,  and  a  hungry  pinched  look  in  their  faces, 
and  who  toiled  m  the  rain  and  the  gaslight  to  and  from 
the  theater  OQ  foot,  whilst  ber  hrongham  drove  up  or 
away  with  much  noise  aod  fury  and  display,  and  u  dasb- 
ing  roan  marc  that  stepped  up  to  its  uuse. 

Although  Beltran  had  protested  against  dogs  being 
taken  there,  I  olteu  weot  down  to  the  Coronet  with  him ; 
and  lew  thinga  ever  umuaed  me  much  more  when  I  ceased 
to  be  bewildered  at  the  strangeness  of  the  life  there. 

He  wa3  not  very  often  there  himself,  however;  except 
OQ  such  eveainga  aa  he  had  those  Buppers  which  were  ih^ 
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ta!fc  of  the  town; — little,  costlj,  dainty  repasts,  where  a 
certain  sort  of  wit  really  did  eirculate,  dead  tliough  wit 
is  in  your  modern  society,  and  where  they  sometimes 
played  piquet,  or  ecarte,  or  lansquenet  till  the  morning". 
There  were  scarcely  more  than  ten  or  twelve  men^^hia 
most  intimate  conipanii>ng — that  ever  had  the  entrance  to 
the  iiltle  pilded  amber-bued  chamber;  and  of  course  as  it 
hecaine  to  be  considered  very  chic  to  get  the  pass  there, 
and  as  equally,  of  course,  all  Ihe  women  of  his  own  world 
were  jealous  in  tlieir  uwn  miuda  of  what  they  couM  not 
enter  into,  the  many  who  were  t!Xcluded  said  very  fearful 
things  of  tb(!  few  who  were  admitted,  and  I  do  verily  be- 
lieve that  Beltran'a  suppers  ivero  considered  by  society  to 
recall  Borgia's  leajstsor  d'Arg-enaon's  nunnery.  lie  knew 
this  very  well,  but  he  only  laujj:hed  at  it  himself;  and  did 
nothing  to  uproot  the  conviclion.  lie  knew  very  well 
also  tbiit  he  Beldoni  draok  anything  etranger  there  than 
iced  seltzer  water,  and  never  did  anything  worse  thers 
than  lose  his  hundreds  on  a  quatorze  of  queens.  Ha 
could  have  made  an  eud  to  the  reports  in  a  week  by  in- 
vitiug^  ji  score  when  he  auly  asked  half  a  doaen;  but  that 
would  UQt  have  been  a  mode  of  remedy  at  all  like  Vere 
Esseudine. 

So  he  continued  to  shut  his  doors  against  the  many; 
and  the  many  continued  to  assert  that  the  Coronet  supper- 
room  was  a  compound  of  the  Pare  aux  Cerfa  and  the 
Ag^apemone,  with  champagne  and  picquet  in  its  entr'^actes. 

All  the  horrors  that  were  whispered  of  it,  however, 
never  prevented  the  chastest  dame  that  ever  I  heard  of, 
or  the  haughtiest  Belgravian  matron,  from  accepting  with 
pleasure  and  smiles  his  offer  of  a  box  for  the  seasoa.  In- 
deed, to  spend  aTi  hour  anda  half  while  the  burlesque  was 
<in,  behind  those  dainty  rose-silk  curtains  of  the  ^ges,  with 
lUtle  cups  of  orange  pekoe  sent  to  them  in  hia  tiniest  and 
choicest  cbiaa,  was  one  of  the  pet  amusements  of  the  g-reat 
ladies  o(  big  own  order;  and  they  would  turn  their  h&nd- 
e^^me  eyes  from  restiogj  tfaroug'h  their  lorgnons,  on  the 
Pearl,  to  smile  with  sunny  welcome  on  bis  entrance  to 
their  box. 

Of  course  they  all  considered  hi3  conduct  shocking"  when 
Ihey  spoke  of  it  ia  their  own  boudoirs  ^  hut  that  waa  no 
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reason  why  they  should  refuse  hia  fashionable  theater  and 
fragrant  tea.  And  tbey  never  gave  a  sign  that  they  knew 
Laura  Pearl  was  anything  more  than  a  very  well-dressed 
marionette  made  of  wood  and  hang  upon  wires. 

In  jour  admirable  world  there  is  nothing  more  easj  or 
more  convenient  than  to  ignore^  eifcept  indeed  it  be  to  go 
one  Ktep  furLhtr  and— forget. 

Your  nnlucky  people,  who  (inditdiRicult  to  do  the  first, 
break  the  rules  of  tact  and  of  good  society  ;  your  unhappy 
people  who  cannot  do  the  Last,  break  things  of  leas  coas(> 
qucnce — llieir  hearta. 

In  thig  new  world  of  mine  I  liked  every  one  save  this 
Pearl  of  price,  and  she  for  her  part  cordially  detested  me, 
though  liy  Die  ehe  had  gained  a  pair  of  ear-rings  worth  two 
hundred  sovereigua  and  a  pink  ttia-set  wurth  (ifty.  When- 
ever she  saw  me — if  Beltrau'j^eye  wag  oiF  her  she  slapped, 
or  shook,  or  pinched  nie  ;  and  ouce  gave  me  &  fearful  fall 
by  jerking  me  off  the  carriage  rug  from  the  foot-board  of 
H  very  lofty  mail  phaeton. 

"  Be  so  good  as  to  leave  that  dog  alone,  Laura,"  Ee!- 
tran  said  to  her  ono  day  when  she  was  clutching  merci- 
lessly at  my  curls  till  I  ecrcamed. 

"I  shan't  then  I"  she  retorted;  and  therewith  struck  me 
with  her  fan  so  hard  a  blow  that  the  tortoise- ehell  sticks 
broke  in.  shivers. 

BeltraQ  smiled — well  pJeased. 

*'  Women's  temper  generally  ends  in  their  own  losses," 
he  murmured.  "You  don't  look  handsome  when  you  get 
Bavago." 

Which  assurance  onlv  made  her  more  furious: — this 
sort  of  amenities  was  the  usual  characteristic  of  their 
iuterfourae,  and  I  often  marveled  why  a  man  eo  fond  of 
repose  and  so  impatient  of  anything  like  ft  scene  coultl 
voluntarily  subject  himself  to  it.  I  remarked  tbjs  once  to 
Fafllreluche. 

Thtit  little  canine  cocodeUe  turned  her  noae  in  the  air 
with  her  wouted  gesture  of  scorn. 

"  My  dear  1  whcre's  another  woman  bo  handsome  ?" 

And  this  was  true. 

You  people  when  you  write  ahout  love  do  not  allow 
enough  weight  to  the  influence  of  purely  physical  attrac- 
tions. 
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The  towRi  had  pronounced  Ijaiira  Pearl  the  "  handsomest 
ihing-  out,"  It  is  as  agreeable  to  a  man's  pride  and  9eQse 
of  possession  to  hear  this  said  of  his  mistress,  as  it  is  for 
him  to  hear  hia  year-oldracer  pronounced  nearer  perfection 
than  all  the  two  hundred  and  odd  horses  to  be  Been  in  tha 
yard,  on  a  Sunday  afternoon.  Tbia  is  not  a  lofty  inotivo 
for  passion,  you  say  7^ — ab,  well !  I  cannot  help  that.  A 
great  many  of  your  motives  are  not  lofty. 

Beltran  moreover  had  been  bred  and  born  In  a  sphere 
whore  women,  after  all,  arc  really  held  in  much  the  same 
esteem  as  in  any  oriental  eountTy,  though  they  are  treated 
with  more  outward  forma  of  defert^nce  and  courtesy;  aod 
costa^reat  deal  morB  for  their  noaintenance.  In  his  youth 
he  had  been  besieged  and  dist!;ustt!d  by  inarria^e-makera 
of  hia  own  orders;  and  be  had  now  in  hia  manhood  jjot 
lato  a  congenial  habit  of  only  seeking' his  loves  in  p.  world 
from  which  the  demon  of  marriag'e  was  exoreiaea. 

He  did  not  want  tuental  power  in  bis  mistress,  nor  yet 
aETection  ; — he  fouDd  the  first,  iti  pleoty,  in  other  forms  of 
BOciety ;  and  be  looked  on  the  faUer  with  a  sort  of  horror 
aa  on  something  that  would  "  bore"  him  infallibly  and  un- 
bearably. 

Indeed,  like  many  men  of  his  time,  he  did  his  rerj 
utmost  to  persuftdo  himself  that  he  was  heartless,  aod 
BTerybody  eleo  that,  he  was  mindless. 

Yet  a  keener  iQielligence  than  bia  few  men  were  born 
with  ;  Bud  a  triior  friend  than  be  was  uefer  lived.  Tfow^ 
your  fino  intelligence  will  always  soon  or  late  grow  dis- 
satisfied with  abasing  itaelf  to  the  senses  ;  and  he  whocan 
be  a  8ini;erc  friend  has  al^o  in  him  the  capability  of  sincere 
lovo. 

A  trifle,  too,  showed  me  this  temper  in  bim. 

[And,  by  ilm  way,  {>ermit  nie  to  add  that  if  yon  werw 
quicker  and  wither  at  guessing  your  companion  a  charac- 
ters from  tlie  indices  of  trifles,  you  would  not  make  those 
Bverlttsting  blunders  of  foolish  trust,  and  idiotic  suapleion 
which  so  continually  excite  in  you  the  conteoipt  and  won- 
der of  dogs  I] 

This  happened  when  I  had  been  about  a  month  In  his 
poss^efision. 

"  What  a  pity  that  boy  was  in  sach  a  deuce  of  a  hurry 
\g 
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to  kill  hitDSelf  f"  said  Denzil,  one  eveninjQ^,  as  they  dro7e 
down  to  a  Richraottd  dinuer.  1  beinj.^  enseonced  ia  the 
bflck-seat,  and  there  beiug,  for  once,  no  womaa  iu  the  front. 

"  What  boy?"  asked  Beltraa. 

*'  That  poor  young  wretch  who  wrote  the  Demeter.  1 
Bee  tbey  Lave  brou^'-ht  some  posthumous  poetna  of  his  out 
'  by  ibe  late  Harold  Gcrant/  and  they  are  likely  to  make 
a  Bensiition.    There  is  certainly  wonderful  stuff  in  them — " 

"  How  do  they  get  out  it'  he's  dead  ?  I  ihoug^ht  pub* 
liflhers  would  have  nothing  to  say  to  him." 

"  Tbey  would  have  notliin^' — whilst  he  was  alive.  That 
IB  tbtiir  way.  They  have  a  knack  of  thinking  that  geQius, 
like  Gangeg  grass,  only  exhales  its  worth  when  it'a  beet) 
well  crushed.  It  seems  that  there  were  manuecripta  of 
his  lying  about  in  vanoua  places;  and  after  the  issue  of 
that  frag-ment  the  Trade  thought  it  a.  decent  speculatioa 
to  culleet,  and  to  issue  them." 

"More  fool  the  Trade^  then,  While  Misslnger,  aud 
Ford,  and  Mafvell  lie  unread  la  flinety-ai»e  libraries  out 
of  a  hnodTGd,  who  wants  the  catchpenny  jiugle  of  aine- 
leenth-centupy  verse?" 

"  Come^  come, — you  said  yourself  that  tbere  was  great 
promise  in  that  fragment." 

"  So  I  might.  Bui  I  take  it  if  the  man's  dead  it  don^t 
matter  much  what  he  promised;  he  can't  eome  up  to  time 
with  any  of  it,  whether  it's  a  promissory  Dote  or  a  pro- 
missory poem." 

"Don't  be  a  bi'ute,  Yere!  The  poor  lad  would  rest 
quieter  in  bis  grave,  I  fancy,  for  knowing  that  tho-se 
tbouf,'ht.s  of  lii3  are  not  all  loBt."^ 

"Everybody  doea  rest  quiet  in  his  grave,  I  believe, 
unless  lie's  scooped  up  with  a  spade  by  an  enlerprisitig 
Railway  Company.  You  literary  iiien  do  allow  your- 
eijives  such  poetic  license  of  expression.  Surely  frorn  your 
own  sentimental  point  of  view  you  ought  to  tie  awfully 
glad  ihis  young  idiut  did  kill  himself:  who  would  know 
auything  of  Ghatlerton  if  it  weren't  for  that  lucky  doae 
of  prueslc  acid,  and  who  would  care  a  bang  for  tihelley, 
If  in  lieu  of  lyiflg  under  the  violets,  he  had  lived  to  grow 
fat,  leave  oEF  hia  sailor's  jacket^  read  family  prayers,  and 
turn  poet-laureate  ?" 
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"If  you  would  only  read  this  book " 

"  1 1  good  gracious  I  When  do  I  ever  read  anyclfiiag^, 
tinlesg  it  be  a  novel  of  yours,  or  of  Ln,ureDce'a  1" 

"  If  you  would  only  read  the  poems  you  would  see  what 
it.  13  that  I  mean.  There  are  a  hundred  faults  in  tbem, 
of  course  \  but  there  ia  a  wonderful  f^Iow  of  imagery  and 
depth  of  thoug*ht  in  them  for  the  works  of  so  mei'o  a  boy. 
No  pretDDliouaDeas  either;  no  borrowed  CatuUao  images; 
no  mock  incestuous  rapture^  but  the  strength  of  passions 
struggling  with  their  tempers  like  yooiig  lions  iu  &  net, 
and  yet,  with  all  their  talent  woe  and  JifCj  the  purity  of  a 
mind  that  had  erideatly  fed  on  the  simplicity  of  some 
free,  open-air,  and  meditative  life^ — the  only  true  life  for 
the  poet  and  the  painter.  If  you  would  for  once  read 
them " 

"  But  I  never  shal],  my  dear  Derry,  So  I  will  tafco 
your  praises  on  trust;  the  only  way  not  to  be  obliged  to 
disagree  with  thom.  Just  now — rhapsodies  on  bisque 
eoop  and  red  mullets  are  more  to  my  taste.  I  wish  your 
dead  boy  all  sorts  of  living  laurels,  but  I  clearly  foresee 
that  he  will  grow  into  a  bore.  Pray  don't  let  us  have  too 
much  of  him." 

Denzil  flung  himself  back  in  bis  seat,  a  little  out  of 
temper. 

I,  lying  coiled  in  mj  tiger  rug,  wondered  within 
myaelf. 

It  60  chanced  that  e.  month  or  so  earlier  I  had  happened 
to  go  out  in  the  forenoon  with  Beltrau,  at  a  different  hour 
to  his  usual  one.  And  he  had  wended  his  way,  walkings 
with  a  cigar  iu  bis  mouth,  to  a  certain  bouse  of  buijiuehiH ; 
where  with  my  own  ears  1  had  disliactly  heard  hhu  in  a 
somewhat  long  business  interview,  commission  the  pi'in- 
oipais  of  the  house  to  search  for  all  manuscripts  bearing 
the  inscription  altiicbed  to  the  poem  of  Demeter;  wlieti 
found,  to  have  the  u«>blest  of  Huch  fragments  selected  by 
some  scholar  corupetent  to  make  the  choice,  and  then  to 
have  them  printed  and  ipsued  with  aa  Uitle  delay  aa 
possible,  and  at  his  own  cost.  I  had  also  heard  the  per- 
aooa  he  thus  commissioned  ask  if  they  might,  without 
offense,  inquire  the  reason  for  his  interest  in  the  young 
dead    penniless    writer,  — and    bad     heard   hia   answer. 
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"Interest?  None  in  the  least.  I  nerer  saw  him  in  my 
life.  But  the  lioy  had  genius;  and  it  ought  not  to  ba 
buried  with  his  body:" — ftnfl  therewith  he  left,  dealriog 
that  hie  aame  should  not  in  any  way  be  asaouiated  willi 
the  alTair,  but  that  the  publishers  theniaelvea  i^faould 
appear  to  be  the  oi'iginatora,  as  well  as  the  executors,  of 
thu  raattc?r. 

Ilereia  it  appeared  that  he  had  been  thorougbly  wbII 
obuycd.  The  poems  had  appeared,  beeu  discusn^d^  been 
admired,  and  the  name  of  the  doad  boy  wu^  on  the  lipd 
o^f  mauy;  but  cot  a  soul  ever  droaniL'tl  that  be  had  so 
maeh  as  tbouf^ht  twice  of  the  stury  of  the  suicide  that 
Denzd  had  told  at  bis  Sunday  brcuUrast. 

But  why  conceal  thia  geueroua  aud  sympatbetiu  action  ? 
. — and  conceal  it  too  with  this  cynicd  aiisumption  of  coo- 
t*inptuciu9  iuuiffereoce  ? 

Nay,  I  cannot  tell;  I  can  only  say  it  was  hia  way  of 
belying  hiiui^tlf;  a  way  I  have  known  in  mure  men  than 
aim  of  like  temperament. 

'*  They  do  good  by  stealth  aud  blush  to  Rod  it  known — ^^ 
or  rather  swear  impatiently  to  Hud  it  known,  as  their 
manner  ia,  1  do  not  eay  that  ihis  masking  of  all  their 
better  actfl  aud  thoughts  J8  of  it!?elf  coraniendftble;  but  I 
thick,  in  view  of  the  innumerable  creatures  who  crow  out 
aloud  their  own  ebaritic^,  and  uf  the  abundant  hypocriie^ 
who  only  fold  their  robes  to  hide  their  vice  and  avarice, 
such  eiceptiona  as  his  are  refreshing,  and  nut  ta  bu  coa- 
dti«uned.  If  you  have  not  known  men  like  bim,  men  of 
i-hi.'j  order  and  of  thia  bu:bU  of  speech  and  act,  you  will 
nut  be  likely  to  comprehend  the  character  of  this  m^^ter 
of  mine. 

Presently  we  daahed  over  Richmond  Hill,  and  drew  up 
befure  the  old  Star  aud  Garter.  And  here  Beltraii,  with 
the  Duke  of  Astolat,  Ned  QuilHadene,  aOiiarge  d'Affiiirea, 
ftud  a  Guardfimau,  gave  one  of  those  dinners  whieb 
aeemed  part  and  pai'cel  of  his  duties  aa  leasee  of  the 
Cui'OQct.  A  dinner  where  all  the  prettiest  of  his  actrassea 
bluBsomcd  forth  in  the  moat  intensiflv  Farlsifin  of  dresses, 
and  many  hundred  pounds'  worth  of  diamonds  and  mbiea. 
Where  the  portly  dame,  always  attached  to  the  house, 
who  would  be  either  Hamlet'a  mother  or  Mrs.  Candour, 
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the  Countess  Capiilet,  or  Mrs.  Bouncer,  appeared  in 
velvets  of  the  richest  purple,  or  viulet,  or  ruby,  for  she 
played  propriety  oq  maay  scarculy  proper  oieCft-iioti.s,  and 
this  is  a  lucrative  ofHec  always  ^fatefully  acknowlcdg^cd 
Wbore  that  charming  woman,  Mrs.  DGlamere,  who  on  the 
Stage  had  something  of  the  Bjnipathetiu  acting  and  ele 
gant  ease  of  the  French  school,  yet  saw  herself  almost 
disregarded  by  an  audience  ean;er  for  the  break-downs  and 
burJesqiie  of  Laura  Pearl,  brought  the  aaperb  grace  and 
proud  neg-ligence  of  a  duchess,  though  her  forsaken  lord 
■was  a  wlae-njerehant's  clerk,  who  had  wedded  her  out  of 
a  Daillincr's  wi>rk-room.  Where  the  male  comedians, 
making'  iu  private  the  same  blunder  that  dietingulshed 
them  in  public,  thought  eoaraeness  and  buffoonery  were 
wit,  aud  took  an  in^aaue  relisb  in  the  privilege  of  the  mo- 
fflemt,  which  allowed  theiti  to  address  without  prefis  aa 
"Boltran/'and  "  Bruno,"  and  "  Desmond,^'  and  "  Denzil," 
men  who,  niceting  them  the  neit  day  in  Pall  Mall,  barely 
gave  thera  a  nod  of  tho  head  as  good  morning'.  Such  a 
dinner  as  their  host  had  sat  at  hundreds  of  times,  bored 
to  death  by  the  drear  monotony  of  tho  thing,  which  so 
exactly  rcproduetsd  itself  ono  year  after  another.  He 
knew  precisely  when  Mrs.  Dolauiere  would  fimile,  when 
Mrs.  Mac  Mundo  would  frown,  what  puns  his  first  eoitt- 
edy-man  would  make,  and  where  he  would  infallibly  raako 
them,  what  pretty  rjonsternation  hia  actreascs  would  show 
at  the  Qrst  questionable  story  that  came  round  with  tho 
cbablis  ;  what  flushed  amuscDiGDt  they  would  teccivo  a 
much  naughtier  one  with,  when  they  had  come  to  the 
chartreuse;  what  riotous  laughter  the  Pearl  would  ^ive 
to  the  punsters  as  she  crammed  the  frystallized  RweeN 
meats  into  her  rosy  mouth  and  had  her  armies  of  g;lasse3 
replenished  again  and  again  ;  what  exquisite  dignity  dis- 
daluful  Maude  Delanieru  would  show  aa  she  swept  away 
gn  th<?  terrace  with  her  black  bices  all  trailing  about  her; 
und  what  uonseuse  he  should  be  expected  to  murmur  in 
the  scent  of  the  geraniums  and  heliotropes  to  these 
women,  every  turn  of  whoso  features,  and  every  tone  of 
whose  voices,  he  knew  as  well  as  tho  letters  of  the  alpha- 
bet. Diuncra  at  which  his  actors  would  drink  the  rich 
wines,  aud  the  actressea  eat  the  rare  fruitiU,  of  bis  giviug; 
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but  from  which  as  often  as  not  they  would  dri  re  nway\ 
the  one  to  curse  hira  as  a  swell  because  be  had  not 
laughed  at  their  broadest  joke,  and  the  other  to  mutter 
ftgaitiBt  him  as  &  niggard,  because  tho  enann'Tect  or 
jeweled  present  laid  with  the  bread-roil  nnder  their 
ttopkic  was  a  shade  less  cosily  than  what  they  had 
desired. 

Little  Fanfreluche  was  right. 

In  other  an;GS  the  jesters  fed  on  blows  ami!  Ijlsck  broth, 
jet  oftentiraea  ]o7ed  their  princes,  and  would  have  died 
for  them  had  orlj  their  jingling  bauble  been  a  two-edged 
sword.  But  in  this  afl;e  the  wagered  fools,  fed  on  the  fat 
of  the  land  and  drenchetl  with  ibe  choicest  of  vintag;es, 
have  none  such  fealty  as  this,  hut  rise  from  their  master's 
board  to  spit  out  venom  behind  his  Btep^j  and  rin^  tbeir 
bfilla  to  qhime  out  bis  dishonor. 


CHAPTER  XTIII. 


THE   SClEHCE   OF  DIHINQ. 

Aphopos  of  these  Kicbmond  entertainnienta,  I  often 
wondered,  by  the  way,  why  men,  who  bad  tiieir  own  ad- 
mirable coots,  and  their  own  elegant  abodes,  aud  tbeir 
own  choice,  selected  wines,  were  bo  addicted  to  coming 
out  to  dinner  at  the  Star  and  Garter,  or  Ship,  or  any 
euburban  place,  that  it  was  fashionable  to  dine  at  in  this 
manner. 

I  often  wondered  what  peculiar  attraction  existed  for 
them  in  spending  about  fi^e  times  as  much  on  tbeir  dinner 
as  it  would  have  cost  at  home,  only  for  the  sake  of  getting 
in  return  a  questionable  cuisine,  lumpj  sauces,  cold  soups, 
aud  fifth-rate  champag-nes  at  exorbitant  prices. 

i  never  soh'td  the  question j  and  I  cannot  but  think 
the  mode  ig  an  extraordinary  mistake;  a  jirreat  waste  of 
time  and  money,  without  any  adequate  quid  pro  quo. 
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If  Ij  instead  of  beings  a  dog^,  fed  at  best  on  scattered 
cmmbs,  were  a  rich  man,  and  a  man  of  influence  enough 
to  be  able  to  command  whatever  society  I  chose,  I  sbould 
never  dine  out  of  my  oti'h  Iiouse. 

But  if  uveiybody  did  tliat,  you  object,  who  would  there 
be  for  guests  I  Pooh  I— my  dear  friend,  men  will  Eover 
be  so  eqyal  bat  what  there  will  always  be  your  g;ay, 
courtly,  silFer-tongued,  half-bankrupt,  thoug-h  wcll-bonl 
Martial,  who  will  always  be  charmed  to  enjoy  the  mit^- 
nifirencc  of  Lucan's  villa.  And  if  I  were  Luean,  I  would 
always  eat  my  cse^na  at  home. 

A  dinoer  is  not  a  thing  which  should  be  left  to  chance. 
The  ifhoice  of  so  delicate  a  combination  as  the  menu 
should  never  be  given  over  to  hazard-  And  now  that  I 
am  on  this  topic,  for^-ive  me  if  I  add  my  mite  to  all  that 
has  been  already  written  on  the  great  seienee  of  dining-. 

1  have  seen  a  great  many  dinners  in  my  time  since  that 
6rst  London  season  with  Eeltran.  Duchesaes^  actresses'j 
millionajrea',  plajwrights'^  nobles',  and  bohemiana'  din- 
mere  ;  I  have  been  pnisent  at  tbem  all,  one  time  and  an- 
other, and  I  cannot  forbear  from  a  few  remarks  on  tho 
Bubject.  Dining,  or  rather  giving  dinners  with  succesB, 
is  an  Art.  Epicures  hove  recognized  this  long  ago  ;  but 
I  want  it  univereally  rccLijuized. 

There  is  oo  reason  in  lUe  why  Rus,  with  only  his  bottle 
of  o]d  port^  and  his  now-laid  cg^s,  and  hia  plunipi  bome- 
fed  pullets,  and  his  sunny  aprieotg,  fresh  from  the  warm 
south  wall,  and  his  honey  drawn  from  his  own  cabbage 
rosea  and  carnations  and.  white  jessatuLae  flowera,  and  a 
ruddy-cheeked,  clean-handed  Philiis,  and  a  Bhady,  leaf- 
bowered,  awoet-scented  little  chamber,  should  not  etudy 
lo  give  an  entertainment  very  charming  in  its  own  fashion, 
quite  as  well  as  UrbSj  who  baa  his  swift,  silent,  clever 
niea-servants,  and  hta  gold  plate,  and  hia  porcelaina  costly 
as  gold,  and  hia  cook,  with  the  "soul  of  a  Cat'eme,  and  hia 
nisgniBcent  pines,  and  bis  hot-house  jrfapea,  and  his  won- 
dery  of  food  brought  from  all  ends  of  Europe,  and  hJa  per- 
fect wines  all  of  comet  years,  and  hia  brilliant  guests 
culled  from  the  Legations  and  the  two  Uousea,  from 
White's  and  the  Guards'  Club,  from  Brooks'  and  Boodles\ 

The  two  entertainments  will  be  at  the  two  e^tremoa  of 
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the  Ari,  of  course :  bwt  there  is  no  reason  why  they  ah.vuld 
not.  both  be  true  art. — like  a  Meiasonnier  and  a  Pous-«in. 

Loofcers-OQ  bgb  the  most  of  the  game,  thej  say.  Por- 
liapg  you  will  bear  with  me  a  moment  whilst  1  tell  yoii 
one  or  two  things  that  I  think  of  your  dinners. 

They  are  not  anything  liko  what  they  might  be.  iTero, 
in  London,  you  harp  e^^ory  roqtiieite  fi>r  the  very  bept 
dinners:  dinners  to  call  up  Brillat  Savaritij  in  ocfitaay, 
from  hia  grave.  You  have  the  best  wines,  you  have  the 
best  food,  you  have  handsome  women,  you  have  clever 
men,  and  you  never  ^pare  nny  expense :  how  ia  it,  then, 
that  in  London  you  reiterate  the  eternat  complaint^all 
of  you — that  there  ia  ao  auch  thiug'  aa  society?  It  i.s 
really  very  ridiculoHS ;  you  ought  to  he  ashamed  of  the 
confe.^ston. 

Yon  echo  it  one  after  another ;  and  yet  night  after  niprht 
you  g^o  on  elbowing-  each  other  at  assemblies  that  resemble 
a  crush  on  a  hustings,  nnd  erowding-  together  in  fashion- 
able mobs  at  garden-parties,  and  yoii  do  nothing  in  tha 
world  to  remedy  tlio  defect. 

Now  it  is  a  fact — if  yon  don't  po  to  thetp  I  can't  help 
that^itia  a  fact  that  thery  are  little  dinners  even  hi  Lon- 
don which  arc  a  bqcccss,  because  they  are  thoroughly 
enjoyable. 

Why  are  they  enjoyable  ? 

Well,  oan  can  hardly  give  a  recipe  for  society  any  more 
than  for  cooking  an  omelet.  It  ia  not  a  knowledge  to  hs 
taug^ht;  it  is  a  thing  that  cornea  by  nature  ;  a  thing  of 
genius. 

They  are  enjoyable,  first  of  all,  because  they  are  jyipen 
out  of  a  genuine  design  to  amuse  and  be  amused,  and  not 
merely  to  "  knock  off"  a  social  duty,  and  occupy  a  space 
iu  the  "  fashionable  intelligcnca." 

Also  because  they  are  small  enough  for  the  ball  of  con- 
versation to  be  toescd  lightly  and  rapidly  fcom  every  hand; 
the  talk  is  not  therefore  a  mere  buzzing  and  cro.?a-fire  of  a 
score  of  voices. 

Also  because  the  host  or  hostess  has  the  supreme  talent 
of  Bolection,  and  ali^o  the  supreme  talent  of  leading  the 
conversation,  unostentatiously,  hut  skillfully;  it  ia  almost 
as  grea'.  a  telent  as  that  of  lea<ling  aright  at  wbiat.     A  nd 
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thig  also  in  a  manner  must  come  by  nature,  :hough  it 
umy  be  increased  and  polished  by  study. 

If  ynu  aro  people  who  will  persist  in  giving  hug-e 
"feeds,"  aa  slang  very  fittingly  stylea  them,  of  Ibirty  at 
forty  cohere,  I  cannot  bopo  to  instruct  yoii.  But  if  yon 
Bfe  opets  to  conviction,  and  willing  to  ^ive  little  dinnera 
(ono  orerj  night  if  you  ]ike)  of  eij^ht,  tea,  or  at  moiit 
twelve  guests,  just  listen  to  niQ. 

Be  firHt  in  rejecting-  an  odiously  long  menu.  A  dozea 
services  are  quite  euoUijh  in  all  veason;  and  to  risk  too 
great  leng^tb  ia  ccrtamly  to  risk  enuui ;  a  touch  of  ennui 
will  make  your  dinni&r  a  failure,  even  though  your  cook 
sboald  be  a  Vatel 

Tflke  heed  to  have  amidst  your  dishes  two  or  three 
which,  whilst  exquisitely  prepared,  yet  shall  be  perfectly 
fliniple  and  wholesome ;  remember  that  your  very  choicest 
hon  viveara  are  ibe  very  people  most  grateful  for  a  change 
ID  this  respect;  and  remember,  too,  Ibe  great  Siivarin's 
eata;a:y  of  a  larded  fowl,  which  he  preferred  to  all  the 
chickens  Fricafiir^e'd,  Supreme'd,  Mnrcngo'd,  SLngara'd,  or 
Bordelaise'd,  that  could  be  proffered  bini. 

Have  a  caro  that  your  servants  are  perfectly  educated 
in  the  science  of  the  winobook  ;  so  that  they  may  he  cer- 
tain to  give  tbe  proper  vintage  at  the  proper  lime,  and 
neithei-  fill  the  glas^aea  too  fast  or  too  Beldotn.  Have  your 
table  elegantly  appointed,  and  a  fair  Bhow  of  gold  or  silver 
to  brighten  it;butletyour  flowera  be  far  moreconspicooua 
than  your  plate,  since  they  must  be  far  more  beautiful, 
and  you  do  not  want  your  board  to  look  like  a  great  silver- 
Ruiith's  fehop-wiudow.  Tho  most  delicate  porcelains  and 
tbe  esquisiie  crystfilleries  of  Clichy  or  Baccarat  may  ba 
miugfed  with  advantage;  Majolica  or  Dresden  are  too 
heavy  to  my  taste  for  a  dinner -table, 

Pray  do  not  follow  the  ridiculous  mode  of  thinking  it 
cine  to  have  everything  out  of  its  proper  season  ;  It  :a 
never  really  good;  if  you  be  a  real  genius  you  can  well 
sfford  lo  abandon  the  flavorless  asparagus  of  mid-winter 
atid  strawtterrics  of  Christmas  with  silent  contempt  to 
niillioiuiirea  and  the  demi-inoade,  who  have  no  other 
thought  thun  to  display  their  ill-gotten  ^ains. 

As  reg^rdei  the  auuiber  of  ^rvants — I  think  yoa  maka 


214 


PUCE. 


u  mistake  in  rttnoying  it  is  tbeir  quaiititj  and  uot  tbe» 
quality  that  is  of  importance,  Wbeu  there  are  too  many 
ibey  only  tread  on  one  another*s  toes,  as  they  have  trod 
on  my  lull  many  a  time.  A  uoiiple  of  men  perfectly 
trained  will  lio  more  for  the  comfort  of  your  guests  than 
a  doacQ  [lowrlBfed  g^ianla  behind  the  chairs^  if  the  giaals 
be  aecretly  intent  on  liateniflfj  for  the  list  now  Bcaotlal  or 
afraid  of  injuring!;  tiieir  own  dignity  by  a  swift  movement. 

Unless  a  servant  be  as  exact  aa  cloek-worli,  and  aa  in- 
different to  the  talk  round  liim  as  an  automaton,  ho  is  Dob 
worth  the  tax  you  pay  for  hiai.  A  servant  that  1  know 
well  would  not  start  if  a  thunderbolt  burst  at  hia  feet  when 
he  was  handing  tbe  asparag^ua,  nor  give  a  sign  tiiat  he 
heard  if  a  score  of  Sydney  Smiths  were  doing  their  best" 
to  kill  bim  with  laughter  as  he  changed  tbeir  plates  ;  now 
that  man  is  worth  hia  weight  in  gold.  But  I  know  thou- 
eandsof  footmen  will  preserve  a  decorous  aspect  of  earless 
and  eyelees  gravity  thruughouta  dinner ;  while  very  many 
of  tbem  urd  li>;lening  and  seeing  with  all  their  might  for 
fill  that; — hence  they  wait  badly. 

To  the  goud  Bervant  brs  attcndanee  is  his  art;  and  ha 
has  no  thought  except  to  obey  its  rules  absolutely.  The 
most  beautiful  woman  should  be  sexless,  and  the  most 
eloquent  seandal-ntongcr  be  kouguelloBS,  for  aught  that  he 
eliould  know  or  should  care.  Now,  you  can  make  your 
pattern  servant  as  you  can  inake  your  standurd  rose: — 
at  least,  if  you  he  Bt  to  give  a  good  diuuer  you  can. 

Of  course  you  will  never  in  future  years  rcaort  to  tti« 
hideousness  of  food  set  on  the  table,  now  that  the  Itnasiao 
mode  baa  once  taught  you  how  to  refine,  and,  if  ono  miiy 
eay  eo,  to  spiritualize  eating.  Nor  will  the  grotescjue folly 
of  nodding  the  head  over  each  glass  at  some  neighbor, 
like  ft  mondariD  on  a  tea-boSj  in  a  custom  called  "taking 
wine"  (of  whit'h  I  have  heard,  though  it  was  over  long 
before  my  time),  ever  be  revived  it  is  to  he  hoped,  for 
nothing'  can  well  be  more  thoroughly  absurd.  Yot  the 
present  system  of  pouring  tiie  same  wines  in  everybody's 
g'ass  without  any  seeming  remembrance  of  the  exceeding 
difference  in  men's  wine-palates,  13  not  what  it  ought  to  hf. 

There  are  men  who  only  like  two  sorts  of  wine  in  one 
I'vening'j  men  vho  like  a  different  vintage  with  each  eer- 
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vice;  mea  who  like  all  their  wines  still ;  men  who  abo;ui- 
Date  certain  braads;  men  who  like  the  French  order  of 
precedeuctj  for  their  wines ;  men  who  like  the  Bngliah 
order,  which  is  exactly  contrary  to  it ;  all  those  rarloua 
taatcs  ebould  be  more  cousulLed  than  they  are  usually  by 
butlers. 

Of  course  ray  own  race  are  all  Rechabitea,  therefore  I 
treat  this  questioa  from  a  purely  itiiperj^oiial  point  of  view. 
No  one,  I  am  happy  to  say,  ever  saw  a  dojr  drunk  ;  ine- 
briety is  one  of  those  "superiorities'^  which  you  are  ao 
naturally  proud  to  claim  over  ua.  Men,  pigs,  ducks,  and 
geese,  are  tliB  four  orders  of  creatures  dleiiu^uiahed  by  a 
capacity  for  druukeuDessi^^perhaps  it  is  for  this  reai^ou 
that  thoy  all  four  make  more  qoIbb  over  their  gwd  Bniall 
affairs^  a  rise  in  gold,  a  swill-tub,  a  caddis  wirra  or  a  blade 
of  grass,  than  any  other  created  tbiog  ever  is  oTerheard 
to  do. 

But  all  these,  after  all,  are  the  merest  matters  of  detail 
tompared  with  tJie  one  eaaential  element  of  prandial  suc- 
tess — i.e.  the  conversation.  After  all  the  gresit  account 
that  we  make  of  decoration  and  of  cookery,  I  have  seen 
two  thoroughly  enjoyable  dinners— one  in  a  hltlo  ect  of 
chambers  where  the  carte  was  confined  to  beef-ateaks, 
oysters,  Poniery  Greno  and  Pichon  de  Longueville ;  and 
the  other  in  a  little  fishing-  inn  overhang-inh,  a  picturesque 
trout  river,  where  the  entire  fare  coneiated  uf  those  dainty 
fish  perfectly  grilled,  and  agraud  capon,  that-  would  have 
wanned  Falstaffs  heart,  washed  down  by  the  sparkling 
ales  of  Trent. 

But,  then,  those  who  dined  at  tfaci  first  were  six  of  the 
gayest,  cleverest,  and  hnppiest'teEnpered  people  that  ever 
tilted  toj^ether  in  a  playful  touruament  of  tong-ues;  ntid 
thtf  ang-Iers  who  laughed  over  the  last  were  two  of  the 
wittiest  writers  that  h^v&  ever  charmed  tho  world  ;  a 
Boldier  who^a  silver  speech  is  as  lig'htly  brilliant  as  hid 
deed.-3  of  daring-  are  of  steruest  fame;  and  one  woman, 
frauk,  bri<^ht,  full  of  graee  and  of  beauty,  a  child  iu  her 
minh  and  a  cjueen  iu  her  empire. 

N.B.  Of  these  four,  none  were  iu  love  ;  ifonlyonehad 
"lost  his  head,"  tbe  harmony  of  the  dint\er  would  hare 
becD  moBt  probably  at  an  end  j  tbe  perfet  t  freedom  of  it 
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eertainlj  would  bare  been.  They  were  only  friends;  ia 
that  iQliniaie,  pleasant,  half-rnmantic  friendship,  which 
only  men  and  wuidgti  of  the  highest  intelllgeTiee  can  know. 

Tbo  oiit;;^reat  elemont  of  success  at  a  dinner  is  ibe  talk ; 
and  who  ehaU  give  a  receipt  as  I  say  for  that?— it  is  a 
thing  that  goes  by  nature,  like  the  gift  of  color  and  of  sang-. 

It  is  preposterous  to  say  that  yuurmea  donot  talk  well. 
I  have  heard  talk  to  the  full  as  brilUaut  &ud  as  epigram- 
matic a&  aaythiag-  the  cleverest  writer  can  put  into  the 
mouths  of  his  imaginary  characters,  When  I  hear  people 
protest  that  in  real  life  do  Bueh  witty  converse  as  you  find 
in  very  witty  novels  can  ever  be  met,  I  wonder  where 
these  proteBtaots  have  had  the  miBPortunc  to  live.  As  I 
aaid  in  my  iutroductory  remarkci,  it  is  almost  as  diSScult 
to  print  the  wit  one  hears  as  it  is  to  petrify  a  soujjlee  de 
fSeule,  Imt  if  you  never  hear  wit  in  this  world — goo"^ 
graeioua  me  !— you  must  keop  very  bad  company. 

I  think  it  i3  a  mistake  to  think  that  Ire memlously  clever 
people  are  required  1o  obtain  radiunt  convevsatiou.  Your 
very  great  f^enius,  your  very  abstruse  Bcholar,  is  often  a 
very  stupid  fellow,  so  far  as  lingual  utterances  go.  The 
best,  nieu  at  a  dinner  aw  sueh  men  as  are  to  be  found  hy 
the  dozen  at  the  best  ulubs  in  London  ;  men  of  f|uick  intel- 
ligence, of  good  cukuren  of  coufiunimato  worldly  tnowl 
edge,  and  of  just  that  sparkling,  mischievous,  pleasant, 
social  wit,  which  is  to  conversation  what  the  truffle  is  to 
eoiikery,  or  the  champagne  is  amongst  wines. 

These  men  are  to  be  found,  and  better  companions  need 
never  be  sought ;  true,  at  some  taljlea  they  may  sit  silent, 
morve^  and  aa  contemptuous  aa  their  politeness  permits, 
but  believe  me.  that  ia  only  because  at  those  tables  you 
nre  boring  them  ; — get  them  into  a  congenial  atcmsphere, 
thf'ir  tongues  will  go,  their  mirth  sparkle,  and  their  laugh 
be  bearil  as  ctijoyably  aa  any  one  can  wish.  They  can  be 
the  mest  niimsiug  compatiiima  i)j  the  world:— if  they  are 
nut  so  with  yuu,  it  h  your  fault;  you  bore  ihem  in  some 
way- 

Politiijs  you  should  banisb  absolutely — if  people  are  not 
of  one  mind  about  them  they  are  sure  to  quarrel  over  them  j 
it'lbey  are  of  one  mind  no  subject  can  be  drearier.  Soma 
bule  bit  of  political  uows,  quite  fresh  frotu  aome  Legatiou 
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or  sorae  Secretary  of  StatCf  before  the  world  hag  heard  it, 
13  all  ibaL  should  be  admissible. 

Any  quite  fret^h  scandal  is  a  {^real  relish  ;  e.^peciallj  if 
you  know  somethinj^  about  it  that  no  one  else  knows. 
*Ferbapt5  you  bad  bolter  lake  beed  that  the  cbief  of  iha 
actora  involved  are  dot  present;  thou^^h,  indetd,  in  this 
a^e  yoti  are  all  so  entirely  free  from  prejudice  on  ibeae 
points  that  (if  you  be  diecussing-  a  divorce,  for  instance) 
yon  need  not  mind  the  presence  of  the  relatives  in  tiia 
least.  Scarcely  of  the  husband  nowadays;  the  only  per- 
son wbosB  feelings  must  not  be  hurt  Is  the  co-reepondent. 
Where  this  last  interesting  personage  is  in  the  plural  you 
had  better  not  iavLte  two  of  tbem  at  the  saiue  time;  they 
are  sure  to  have  either  too  much  jealousy,  or  too  much 
eoD]passifin,  for  one  another. 

Du  reste — Dod  Juan  ia  always  a  delightful  fellow  ;  and 
tiie  iBOSt  amusing  g-uest  you  can  ever  obtain,  unless  irv. 
deed  it  be  wel^liing  on  his  mind  that  he  will  have  to 
marry  Julia  Abbandonata.  In  which  ca^e  of  course  you 
cannot  reasonably  expe<:t  hini  to  be  lively. 

If  you  have  not  the  knack  of  setting  the  ball  of  talk 
rolling:,  it  is  impossible  I  can  impart  it  to  yon  :  one  can* 
Qot  make  a  good  hoi^t  any  more  than  one  can  make  a 
great  conijioser:  both  are  born.  Still  there  ai-e  a  few 
things  which  help  it,  la  the  first  place,  there  ia  the  care 
needful  in  the  selection  of  your  guests;  tbey  must  soit 
one  aDother,  or  you  will  have  discord;  a  mingling  of 
classes  or  of  opposite  politieal  parties  ia,  I  think,  a  mia- 
take;  rnen  are  moat  at  ease  in  their  own  ca&te ;  if  you 
introdut-'u  an  ''otilslder,"  be  or  she  must  be  a  very  brilliant 
oue. 

Let  your  party  be  of  very  small  number  rather  than,  foi 
piieer  sake  of  enlarging  it,  introduce  the  wrong  element 
because  you  cannot  get  the  right.  There  is  a  certain 
nnity  of  feeling,  and  tomraon  libenesa  of  tone  and  man- 
ner in  an  Order,  still  more  so  in  each  "set"  of  that  "order," 
which  )J^,  if  made  uae  of,  an  easential  aid  to  harmony  in 
ifself.  It  13  an  inQnite  entiui  to  a  man  to  sit  nest  to  an- 
other who  doea  cot  catch  hia  allusions  flyiag;  it  ruins 
cunFcrsation  when  one  person  outside  the  pale  fails  to 
understand  all  that  is  cause  for  mirib  or  for  chat  withiu  it. 
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Likewise,  you  should  be  verj  cftreful  Qot  to  let  any 
topic  get  worn  threadbare ;  the  instaat  it  ia  getting  tba 
least  bit  of  a  bore,  gweep  it  uwaj  with  the  brisk  beeom  of 
a  fiesb  aod  welcome  subject. 

A  little  ecandal  is,  as  I  say,  an  excellent  thing  ;  nobody 
ia  ever  brighter  or  happier  of  tong-ue  than  when  he  b 
making  raiBchief  of  his  neighbor;  but  it  ia  a  two-edged 
Bword  that  requires,  very  dainty  handling;  and  all  caps  of 
slander  unluekily  ht,  so  very  many  heads,  that  you  must 
be  heedful  bow  you  select  them. 

If  tt  Ikj  a  party  of  both  sexoa,  ask  people  that  are  a  lU- 
Ue  in  lov*  with  each  other,  for  people  a  little  in  love  are 
nlwaya  eager  to  ybine  ;  but  banish  all  grander  pa-asions ,• 
tbey  have  an  eloquence  of  their  own  indeed,  but  they  am 
very  stupid  soc-iety  at  a  diauer  table. 

And  now,  if  you  be  a  woman,  let  me  offer  yuu  one 
piece  of  advice,  though  I  kuow  you  will  never  follow  it^- 
don't  ihink  of  yourself.  Resigu  your  pet  flirtation  pro 
tempo;  don't  care  for ''making  play"  even  with  your  fa- 
vorite lover.  Do  not  indulge  your  own  palate,  nor  medi- 
tate on  your  own  dress  ;  let  your  heart  and  soul  be  with 
yourgueata,  let  your  whole  mind  be  given  to  the  guidaaco 
and  tbc  Burveiilance  of  the  conversation.  Remember  that 
your  dinner  ia  your  campaign ;  and  that  oa  your  ekillfu^ 
direction  depends  your  victory. 

But  then  withal  you  must  be  quite  at  eaise,  and  not  io 
the  least  preoccupied,  or  your  influ*![ico  will  be  nil ;  you 
must  be  always  gay,  alert,  suave,  ready  to  skim  over  a 
difficulty,  to  supply  an  hiatus,  and  to  prevent  a  pause  j 
you  must  lead  with  radiance  and  with  tact,  and  yet  you 
must  be  perfectly  wiliing  not  to  shine,  and  lo  let  your 
powers  tie  perdu  if  your  guests  are  la  full  career  without 
you,  and  if  your  eelf-aBsertioQ  would  be  their  interrup- 
tion. 

Do  you  think  tliis  all  very  hard? 

Well,  my  dear,  if  it  were  ten  limes  harder,  would  you 
not  have  your  reward  when  men  should  declare  that  your 
dinners  were  the  most  charming  in  London  1 

One  last  word,^— leave  the  table  early,  and  do  notgrudgw 
the  men  their  half  hour  of  solitude.  Nay,  send  them  cigara 
und  a  chaste  to  prolong  itl     A  trial  to  yoUj  I  know — but 
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tbeT  like  it;  don't  you  believe  them  if  they  tell  you  they 
tloa't.  Tbey  amy  call  it  a  "  barbaruus  custom ;"  but  it  t^ 
one  that  they  relish  esceodiag^ly;  as  tbey  do  many  other 
"  barbaritiea  ;"  their  vicea  to  wit ;  and  you  wUl  bo  all  the 
inore  euccessful  as  a.  dtoDer-giver  if  jou  bare  ^ha  sena^  la 
yon  to  see  this. 

The  most  charmiag  woman  will  be  only  wise  IF  ibe 
take  fully  into  her  luind  the  conviction  that  too  «iuch  ef  ea 
ol'  herself  may  be  a  bore. 

1  don't  kno^v  wliat  more  I  can  tell  you  j  ane  caouot 
ujake  a  diuuer-giver,  as  I  have  said,  any  more  tlian  one 
can  make  a  Miehael  Angelo.  I  am  half  afraid-  too^  that 
JOU  English — deapito  yuur  repute  for  hospitality — have 
not  the  genius  of  entertainment  in  you.  You  are  far  too 
6e]f-eon5c[oU3,  and  you  are  eeidoui  lii,^ht-heartcd  enou;jb. 

If  1  were  to  tell  you,  too,  all  that  I  hav^e  heard  your 
guests,  when  they  hare  got  ont  in  the  night  air,  and  bad 
their  cigars  fairly  in  their  months,  8ay  of  diancrs  tiiat  you 
bad  thought  quite  perfection,  you  would  not  believe  me. 
There  ia  nowhere  such  a  thorough-going  skeptic  as  a  man 
or  wonaaa  who  disbelieveB  in  hia  or  her  own  ebort- 
comia^^B, 

So  I  will  Dot  weary  you  longer  on  the  subject ;  ap  J  caq 
hardly  hope  to  improve  yon  ;  even  if  you  have  not  skipued 
this  chapter  in  tay  memoirs,  whhh  i^  pi'obable,  Let  *^^ 
only  paraphrase  a  famous  saying  and  add: 

"Montres-moi tuu  mcnu^^e  tc  mintrerai.ton  c»nr," 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


HS   BrCDUa   XHB   BTAQE. 


1  LKABiSBD  many  wondroua  things  betwixt  Epsom  aqd 
Ascot,  A  brief  space,  iadeed,  yet  one  tliat  to  me  seemed 
longer  than  the  whole  of  myproifious  life,  so  crowded 
was  it3  every  bouT'  with  neTV  aad  marvelous  esperieocea. 
Worldly  esperiences,  I  mean.  Intellectually,  I  am  not 
BiiTO  that  I  acquired  much. 

Indeed,  to  a  little  brain  teeming  with  memories  of  the 
Theatres  Eeaumarchaia,  Voltairo,  Molifere,  Feuillct,  Sar- 
dou,  Sandeau,  etc.,  which  I  bad  heard  read  ao  conticu- 
ally  at  the  Dower-bouse  among^at  ihe  Fensi,  the  views  of 
drttraatic  Jitcrnturo  held  at  the  Coronet  appeared  of  the 
most  extraordinary  character.  They  certaialy  had  one 
merit — siniplicity. 

The  veTl)  "  to  gteal,"  was  the  only  one  that  a  eueceaa- 
ful  dramatic  author  appeared  to  be  required  to  coujn^ote. 

For  your  music  steal  from  the  mutiic  halls;  for  youi 
costamua  ateol  from  Le  FoUet ;  for  your  ideas  steal  from 
aaj'body  that  happens  to  carry  siicli  a  thing'  about  himj 
for  your  play,  ia  its  entirety,  steal  the  plot,  the  charac- 
ters, the  romfioce,  the  speeches,  and  the  wit,  if  it  have 
any,  of  some  attractive  novel;  and  when  yoii  have  made 
up  your  parcel  of  thefts  tie  it  together  with  some  string' 
of  atage  directions,  herald  it  as  entirely  original,  give  a 
very  good  supper  to  your  friends  on  the  preaa,  and  bow 
from  your  bos  as  the  "  Atilbor," 

You  will  cenaioly  be  successful:  and  if  the  noveliBt 
ever  object,  threateo  him  with  aa  actioa  for  interfere ooe 
with  your  property. 

These  I  found  were  the  laws  laid  down  by  London 
dramatists;  and  they  assuredly  were  so  easy  to  follow^ 
and  eo  produ£tiFe  to  obey,  that  if  any  Bun  Joa^on,  of 
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Be  an  march  ais,  Sheridan,  or  MarivauK,  had  arisen  and  at- 
tampted  to  iafringe  them,  he  would  have  iiifalliblj  been 
regarded  as  a  very  evil  example,  iinii  hceo  estiuguisbed 
by  meatiij  of  jouroalistic  slating  nad  atall-siinaf,^e, 

Beknm  had  indeed  now  aud  then  imperiled  the  peace 
and  prosperity  of  liiti  Coronet  hy  certain  forms  of  opposi- 
tion to  this  quiet  regime  of  uainterrupted  theft.  Once,  I 
heard,  he  bad  actually  lost  some  hundred  pounds  by  re- 
liflquIshJD^  a  picue  at  tho  day  before  ita  productioa,  be- 
cause he  found  out  that  it  was  a  piracy  from  a  novel,  and 
tbat  the  novel-writer  had  an  antiquated  prejudiee  against 
being  robbed. 

Also,  when  a  piece  was  taken  from  the  French,  he  had 
the  weakness  not  only  to  pay  the  Frenchman  for  doing 
hini  the  honor  to  use  his  creation,  but  actually  bad 
■'  tranalati^d  and  adapted  from  the  French  original" 
printed  in  his  programmos  and  advertisements;  a  ridicu- 
lous concession  to  truth,  which  kept  h\A  hou:fe  half  empty 
—the  Engliirh  pubhc  naturally  fearing  pollution  from  so 
unnaturally  unadulterated  an  article. 

But  Beltran  was  quite  aa  exception  aniougst  lessees; 
and  it  was  do  wonder  Ihat  all  the  Town  liy  the  voices  of 
its  prophets  declared  fur  once  unanimoutity  that  he  must 
be  ruined  in  a  twelvemonth.  Indited,  they  said  it  was 
only  the  wisdom  of  Dudley  Mooro  and  little  Lance  that 
had  saved  him  from  destruction  hitherto. 

"  What's  that  new  piece  you  have  advertised,  "Vere  V^ 
aslceJ  Pag-et  Albemarle,  at  one  of  the  Sunday  breakfasts. 

"  This,"  answered  Beltran,  tossing  over  to  him  a  paper- 
covered  bonk, 

"La  Pethe  de  ViviettQc,"  read  Albemarle;  "and  30a 
coll  it  '  Yivla'a  Secret  *     What  sort  of  a  thing  is  it?' 

-'  Oh,  a  glorious  piece,"  said  Denzil,  lifting  bis  head. 
*'  I  saw  it  in  Paris  a  month  ago,  with  the  Desaix  in  it. 
A  terrible  piece ;  strong  and  noble,  and  full  of  a  curious 
kind  of  poetry,  and  of  a  woaderlul  power.  Deaaix  looks 
superb  in  it,  too.  She  is  a  grand  woman.  But  you  never 
mean  to  say  you  are  going  to  bring  it  out,  Beltran  ?" 

"  We  arc  going  to  torn  it  into  English  for  the  Coronet," 
answcrf^d  Leo  Lancc^  striking  into  the  conversation.  "  It 
ia  (vontlRriuliy  effective,  as  you  say.     We  shall  have  to 
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ehorten  it,  make  it  tlireo  acta ;  and  it  will  be  more  of  a 
draniia  chan  a  trajsedy,  of  course.  Thcro^a  no  time  for  a 
long  play  before  the  burlesque." 

Dcnzil  sliuddered  very  visibly. 

"  A  (Irania — three  acta — one  knows  wbat  tliat  mesog  ! 
Good  beaven.*?,  Vere  1  How  came  you  to  decide  on  the 
thio^  before  I  came  bacit?  I  could  have  told  vou  that 
you  haren^t  a  creature  in  your  company  capable  of  giving 
the  Peehd  de  Vivienne." 

Bcltran  lifted  hi3  brow  wearily. 

"You  were  at  Nice,  and  we  wanted  sometbing;  we 
have  been  dolnf^  this  old  leg'itlrnate  business  too  toog-; 
Lance  sug^eeted  thia  play,  and  thought  that  it  read  very 
■well  ['* 

"Of  coarse  it  read  very  well  I  It  fa  the  finest  thing 
they  have  had  over  there  since  Marion  Delorrne.  It  is 
a  tremendoua  trag^edy,  I  tell  you, — and  you  have  vTilgai- 
ized  it  by  this  atrocious  title  already  t" 

*'Mr,  LaQce  is  an  excellent  adapter,"  put  in  the  quiet 
sonorous  voice  of  the  great  editor  of  the  Midas.  "  He 
always  filters  so  well,  that  no  residuum  of  the  original 
genius  ever  appears." 

The  haple.s3  Mouse  colored  acd  fidgeted  where  be  Bat  ; 
but  he  oever  dared  to  resent  the  sharpest  thrusts  of  this 
great  censor. 

'*  I  intend  to  adhere  quite  closely  to  the  French  play," 
he  muttered  sullenly.  "It  will  only  be  slightly  short- 
ened ;  I'll  hardly  change  the  text  at  all." 

"  Then  you  may  withdraw  the  piece  after  its  firat  night, 
Vere,"  said  Dudley  Moore,  serenely. 
'     "Don't  you  Mke  it?"  asked  Beltran. 

"  Like  )t  I"  echoed  Dudley  Moore.  "  How  is  that  tbo 
question?  It  is  a  very  clever  play;  very  clever,  though 
I  am  scarcely  so  enthusiastic  on  its  merits  as  Denzil. 
But  it  is  a  play  simply  unprodncible  in  England." 

"  Ohf  nonsense !"  cried  Denzil ;  "  how  ia  it  worse  than 
doienia  we  give?— the  poor  woman  never  sins  but  OQce,, 
and  Lhat  under  such  circurastancea,  and  with  such  agonieg 
of  renaorse,  that  the  moral  is  the  finest  possible.  There's 
not  an  indecent  line  in  the  tragedy;  it  is  only  fearful Ij 
human  and  real  " 
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Dudley  Moore  sbrogged  ni3  sboulders,  ' 

"You  write  for  the  Eaglish  public,  and  doa*t  know 
them  better  than  that/" 

"  Than  what  ?" 

The  editor  closed  his  cjiiical  month,  and  entirely  re* 
fused  to  siiy. 

"  Than  to  suppose  that  they  like  what  is  haman  and 
real,  he  means,"  said  Beltrao.  "  They  don't  care  the 
least  about  that ;  they  like  a  little  brood  farce,  a  HtU© 
roug:h  murder,  and  a  little  rosewater  sentiment ;  anything^ 
more  bothers  them.     They  can't  understand  it.*^ 

"Then  why  in  Heaven's  name  fritter  away  on  them  a 
grand  play  like  thia  ?"  cried  DonziL 

"  Gaa't  be  helped  now.  Lance  has  begun  it,  and  thd 
announcement 3  are  ont," 

*'  And  who  is  to  play  Vivienne  ?" 

•'  Maude  Delamere,  of  course," 

"  What?  A  character  almost  as  awful  as  PhiEdre,  and 
quito  aa  desolate  aa  Antigone,  represented  by  a  graceful 
coquette  in  point  lace  and  pearls,  who  will  take  poiaon  as 
eweetly  aa  if  it  were  a  cap  of  coffee,  and  will  die  with 
elaborate  care  not  to  tumble  her  train?     Preposterous  1" 

"Blaze  away,  Derry,'^  said  Beltran  resignedly,  '^  But 
the  thing-'a  settled-  There's  only  one  question:  lo  keep 
to  the  Btorj  or  not.  Old  Wynch  will  have  it  that  it 
won't  do." 

•'Old  Wynch  knows  bis  world,"  said  Dudley  Moore. 
"Of  cour&e  yon  must  change  the  story  in  its  chief  inci- 
dent. Indeed,  I  doa't  see  that  Mr.  Lance  need  acknowl- 
edge any  indebtedness  to  his  orig^inal ;  he  will  only  ap- 
propriiite  the  main  idea,  all  the  eharactors,  as  much  of  the 
passion  as  he  dare  use,  and  all  the  wit  that  he  can  contrire 
10  translulo.     Si  peu  de  chose  I — not  worth  a  reference." 

The  poor  Mouse  moved  uneasily. 

"  My  Intention  was/'  he  murmured,  **  to  have  given  the 
piece  quite  as  it  stands :  love  and  all." 

"  What  ]  with  the  suseeptihiliiiegof  the  British  public  1" 
Baid  Dudley  Moore.  "They  never  stand  any  uonsenso 
with  the  seventh  commandment,  remember.  You  must 
change  the  illicit  love  into  a  decorous  bigamy.  Indeed, 
you  might  try  trigamy.  Tbey  wouldn't  at  all  mind  three 
buabandg.'* 
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'  "'^iparayf  sighed  the  adapter.  "Tbey  never  have 
eDDUffh  of  Ihal '^ 

"No.  ThB  Eiij^lisb  eynscieace  is  so  iatenaely  mefcaa- 
tile  that  H  has  no  notmn  of  a  passion  that  does  not  result 
ia  the  cbefttin^  of  somebody^"  said  DgdzH,  tablncf  aJra  at 
me  with  a  coffee  lioribon,  '^Bi^ainj  \h  frnud ;  and  tlie  fiaiid 
commends  it  to  the  public  of  these  very  coiaiaereial  idles. 
It  will  ruin  all  the  symoietry  of  this  piece;  it  will  en- 
tirely destroy  its  pnrpotr.-  It  will  make  it  altog^ether  wit- 
losa,  senseless,  absurd.  It  will  neither  have  point  nor 
inlention-j  neither  meaning  nor  object  I" 

"No  sort  of  objcutlona  lo  it  on  the  stag-e  those,"  an- 
awered  Dtidley  Moore,  quietly.  "  You  ought  to  be  well 
aware  of  this,  Mr.  Lauce ;  yon  have  bad  theatrical  suc- 
cesses 1" 

Little  Lance  winced,  as  ho  usualljr  did,  beneath  the 
great  censor's  flagellations 

"It  is  different  with  thi'?,"  he  muttered,  half  apologeti- 
cally. "  Denzil  is  rig^ht.  You  see, — it^s  really  very  graod 
in  tbe  original;  a  great  gin,  and  a  great  repentance,  and 
fill  that;  aymnietrical,  yon  know;  really  artistic;  and  if 
one  has  to  chaug'e  it  into  big-amy  it  will  just  be  vulgarized^ 
and  hrutaliiicd,  that's  all  I" 

"Precisely,"  said  Dudley  Moore,  still  in  the  most  affable 
manner.  '*  We  want  something  to  attract  &  London  faah- 
ionable  andience  ; — -don't  we  ?" 

"  Don't  go  in  for  a  dramatic  conaeieoce,  Mouse,"  said 
Beltran  ]  "it's  too  late  in  tbe  day.^all  that  sort  of  thing-.'* 

"You  hiive  had  onte,  my  dear  Vere,"  said  Dudley 
Moore.  "  I  think,  on  tbe  whole,  you  bave  spent  more  on 
it  thaQ  on  your  race-borses  ?" 

"  The  deuce  I  have,'^  niurmured  Beltran.  "  Take  your 
own  way,  Lance,  ifyoij  like " 

"  Only,^'  the  ceusur  interrupted,  "you  won*t  have  a 
week's  rua  if  you  do.  With  Lady  Frederic  just  bolted 
for  the  third  thiie,  aud  Lady  Steveuham  coming  into  the 
D,  C,  with  bcr  amatory  four-in-hand,  the  aristocracy  will 
be  infiaitely  too  virtuoiiB  to  look  at  a  heroine  who  sins 
once,  ami  then  repents  1" 

Beltran  laughed  a  little:  the  world  had  added  his  name 
to  tho&e  of  Lady  Stevenham's  favored  quartette,  and  ha 
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knew  well  enough  that  he  had  only  waltzed  twice  with 
tbe  woiuao,  and  scarcely  tbou^ht  about  her  as  often. 

''I'd  cbance  that,"  ho  mntie  answer.     " Tbe  ihiuj;;-  is — 
that  Fronc'b  part  is  an  awTuliy  strong  one,  and  I've  nobody 
BtroDK  (juouj^h  for  it,  if  wo  rcndef  it  as  it  stands," 
"TberG*:^  always  the  Delamere  ?" 

''pshaw!  Maude  Dclamtsro  is  a  very  pretty  creature, 
ttad  drap<^s  herself  anconimonly  well,  but  ahe  could  u 
more  give  tb«  passion  of  that  French  play  than  ahe  doald 
do  you  Phffldre  in  the  original,'* 

"No,"  assented  Dudley  Mo  ore.  "Mrs.  DelamePe  acta 
very  graeefuliy,  and  diGsses  very  charmingly,  and  is  one 
of  the  few  English  women  that  fan  carry  a  Cashmere; 
but  Bhe  is  Mrs.  Delamere  in  ev^ery  part  tbat  she  plays,  and 
if  I  saw  her  in  Lady  Macbeth  1  should  expect  to  see  her 
with  her  fan,  and  her  eye-glasa,  her  black  guipure  lace^ 
and  bor  nfternoori  tea." 

"To  be  &iirel     The  perfoction  of  an  actress  is  to  get 
out  of  herself;  and  tinne  of  ours  ever  do  tliat.'^ 
''  They're  too  fond  of  theniBclves." 
"  That^s  jiiat  it.     They're  a  fict  of  nicedooking  womea 
who  dresa  wqUj  and  look  well,  arul — never  forget  it  I" 

"  Tbe  greatest  actress  1  ever  saw,"  put  in  Doiizil,  "  was 
a  little  Jewess  of  Cordova.  She  lisid  no  sort  of  Ijeanty; 
she  was  sioall  aud  yellow ;  she  had  nothing  in  the  world 
but  those  wonderful  Israel  eyes,  and  a  voice  like  a  silver 
cymbal.  And,  yet — what  a  genius  that  creature  wael 
She  waa  only  playing  in  a  wretched  Spanish  theater, 
just  for  the  populace;  but  I  went  night  after  night  to 
see  her.  it  was  marvelous  I  Tbat  woman  could  reach 
every  passion  ttiid  every  pain  iu  liuiuau  nature.  She  was 
ti'nnsfigured,  metamorphosed,  the  moment  the  exlro  of  art 
got  into  her.  She  would  give  you  anything; — an  old 
man  dying  of  wretchedness,  a  young'  girl  wild  with  first 
love,  a  miser  gloating  over  hitj  gold,  a  homeless  child, 
heartsick  and  lost,  a  forvsakeu  miditreBS  buraing  for  ven- 
geatiee,  a  dtscrowned  queeQ  dauating  a  mob,  a  murderess 
Btealiag  to  slaughter,  a  maideD  blushing  o^et  gweet 
ebame, — tbat  creature  watt  them  all^  one  afier  another,  aa 
ebe  would.  You  never  saw  A«r  at  alL  You  only  saw 
the  thing  tha:  ehe  chode  lo  create.-" 
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"NothJoer  short  of  that  ia  genius,"  said  Dudley  Moare 
briefly.  "  The  only  great  actress  ia  a  woman  wLom  you 
utterly  forget  in  the  impersonation  that  ehe  chooses  you 
to  see.  The  actresses  we  are  blessed  with  are  alwaya 
mating  ua  think — how  well  A  looks  to-night,  how  intri- 
cate B*9  coiffure  ie,  how  becomiDj?  that  tawny  satin  is  to 
C,  and  how  resplendent,  are  D'a  diamondsl" 

"  What  did  you  let  that  Jewess  slip  for,  Deny?"  asked 
Beitran. 

"Well,  I  ehonldnt  have  let  ber  slip.  It^s  yRars  agu 
DOW  i  but  I  had  half  a  mind  to  lake  her  over  to  Paris  or 
London  just  on  the  chance.  It  seemed  atrocious  that  such 
traosceudent  gifts  as  these  should  be  wasted  en  mule' 
teers,  and  water-carriers,  and  olire-pickera.  But  just  about 
three  weeks  after  1  bad  Grat  seen  her  act  ia  a  comedy  of 
Calderoa'B,  she  was  killed — kilJed  horribly^  gored  to  death 
m  the  streets,  by  a  circuit-bull  tlmt  had  broken  loose 
from  hia  drivers,  maddened  with  the  niidnig-ht  glare  and 
the  ttimalt  of  the  people.  I  dida-t  see  her  die,  thank 
God." 

He  Baid  it  bo  simply  and  so  touchin^ly  that  there  was 
silence  for  a  moment  in  the  chamber. 

"  It  Is  always  so  I"  eaid  Dudley  Moore  at  last,  with  a 
plaintive  piii^  de  aoi-m^me  /  "  These  dear  Delameres, 
who  are  of  no  earthly  artistic  use,  always  live  on  and  on, 
till  good  dinners  and  too  mach  champagne  destroy  the 
only  aymraetry  they  poascBS — that  of  form.  And  ft  creet- 
turo  of  genius,  like  this  Jewess  of  yours,  ia  always  killed 
by  a  hall,  or  a  fever,  or  a  bit  of  oraDge-i>eel  on  the  pave- 
ment, or  something'  that  la  blundering  aaU  bisarreP' 

"Mrs,  D'Eytieourt  had  some  genius,  eh?"  eaid  Bel- 
trao. 

"No,"  Denzil  answered  rather  coldly.  "She  was  u 
woman  of  beauty,  and  of  talent;  but  she  was  by  no 
means  a  genius." 

**No,"  SJiid  Dudley  Moore.  "I  remember  her  very 
well ;  a  splendid  woman,  but  ahe  had  not  genius.  I  doubt 
if  any  Englishwoman  ever  has ;  I  cauflot  call  one  to 
mind.  Your  great  feininine  intellig^ences  have  all  been 
Italian  or  French,  and  your  great  ferainine  actresses 
bII  Jewesses.     An  Eag-lifthwoman  is  never  impersonal 
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OLougb,  noT  aympatheticeaougli,  for  real  genius.  With 
her  Hhe  great  I  ia  tbe  measure  of  the  universe.'" 

"  There  was  Mrs,  Siddoas?'*  baaarded  Denzil. 

Dudley  Moore  took  enuff. 

"I  hove  grave  doubts  of  Mrs.  Siddons.  She  was  a 
goddess  of  the  age  of  fret  and  fume,  of  stalk  and  strut, 
of  trliled  R's  and  of  nodding  plumes.  If  we  had  Suddona 
now,  I  fear  we  should  hiss ;  I  am  quite  sure  we  Bbould 
fawn.  She  must  have  heen  Melpomene  always ;  Katurn 
never." 

"  You  are  very  hard  to  please  I"  said  Denzil. 

"  I  nerer  am  pleased,"  responded  the  great  Censor 
meebly. 

"  Well,  let  ua  Bniah  about  the  piece/'  interposed  Bel- 
tran.  "  Is  it  to  be  a  fine  play  badly  acted,  or  a  bad  play 
decently  Acted  ?     Tt  must  bo  one  or  tbe  other." 

"  Ob,  tbe  bad  play,  of  course,"  decided  Dadley  Moore, 
"  Your  women  nlwayg  dress  well,  and  build  their  hair  in 
the  latest  fashion  \  so  iong  aa  you  do  that,  the  Public 
won't  mind  what  wonia  iLey  hear  so  long  as  they  are  not 
words  that  fly  utterly  over  their  heads.  Your  people 
always  look  g-oo'd  style  ;  and  if  the  play's  tolerably  silly 
they'll  be  etrong  enough  for  it." 

''  I  wish  they  heard  you  I"     , 

"  They  have  heard  me — fifty  times.  But  it  don't  make 
any  diffbrence.  Th^y  stare  at  the  stalls,  while  tbey  talk 
of  (be  moon,  and  thoy  keep  an  eye  oq  the  IVmetf'  critio 
aa  tbey  writhe  in  their  death  agony.'' 

"  You  wish  this  thiog  made  irrational  and  stupid  then  ?'* 
asked  Beltran,  stirring  tho  leaves  of  the  Freuch  play- 
book. 

"  I  wi&h  you  to  have  a  Buccess,  my  dear  fellow — yea."' 

Beltran  laug;hed  a  llttle, 

"Well — do  as  be  tcHa  you,  Mouse.  He  knows  ]>est, 
Don't  make  the  stalls  yawn^  whatever  you  do,  tliat'a  alL'* 

"They  wou't  yawu/' said  Dudley  Moore  confidently; 
*'  ttot  if  they  find  there  is  going  to  be  bigamy  early 
enough  la  the  first  act,  and  if  you  transform  that  grand 
old  priest  of  the  Paris  piece  into  a  Yankee  elder  from 
Salt  Lake,  or  a  pedagogue  of  the  Busby  type." 

Denzil  ruefully  drew  caricatures  with  bis  pencil  on  ths 
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paper  cover  of  the  P6i:h^  de  Tirieaae,  aad  heard  Id 
fiilonce, 

"What  does  thnt  mean,  Derry?^*  aaked  hia  friend, 
conatruion;  the  silence  into  disapproval. 

Denzil  Hung  his  peaeit  into  the  tire. 

*'  It  meana — that  I'd  either  have  socicthing-  like  Art  to 
tlie  Louse,  or — I'd  shut  the  place  up  altog-ether  I"^' 

"  Ai't  I"  echued  Beltran  laipatieiiblj.  "  Whereas  the 
Dhe  of  talkinw  about  Art  ?  The  Companj  won't  plaj  it, 
and  the  Public  won't  come  to  it." 

"Well — shut  the  house  up,  then." 

"  And  turn  those  forty  pair  of  fine  legs  oiit  of  work  i* 
For  ehaniB,  Denzill"  said  Dudley  Moore.  "What  a  churl 
you  must  be  to  put  such  thoughts  in  his  head.  The  piece 
will  do  admirably.  Don't  miad  his  nonsense,  Mr.  Lance. 
You  change  the  play,  a.^  I  eaj ;  and  if  Worth  makes  for 
Mra.  Dfilamere ;  and  somebody  puta  her  in  good  humor 
by  sending  her  some  new  jewels;  and  BeltTan  invites  a 
dozen  of  the  right  men  to  dinner  on  the  first  night;  and 
if  thoae  new  6Gent  fountains  play  iu  tlio  private  Loxea  and 
on  Ibe  staii'caaes  ;  and  if  tho  plot  is  carefully  confuBed  bo 
that  none  of  the  pressmen  can  make  head  or  tuil  of  it, 
and  so  are  driven  back  in  despair  to  pral-o  the  dresses 
and  the  drawing-room  acta  for  which  your  theater  is 
always  ttistingiiistied,  why — I  will  undertake  to  aay  that 
you  will  have  a  good  run  all  through  the  season !" 

"Yes  I'Maughcd  Beltran,  "  and  the  next  week^s  edition 
of  the  Mcdaa  will  take  '  Yivift's  Secret'  as  an  example 
of  the  utter  degiineracy  and  ahsolntG  fooliBbnesa  of  the 
Eogliah  stage  in  the  Vittoriau  era  I" 

"Abl  that  may  be,"  said  the  editor  placidly.  "  Btit, 
my  dear  Vere,  if  my  advice  tills  your  house,  my  staff  may 
wt'll  be  allowed  to  cat  up  your  actors.  If  you  let  them 
mtirdyr  a  fine  pit'ce,  would  you  be  auy  the  safer  from  the 
Mldaa  1 — even  though  the  emptiness  of  your  theater  made 
yuu  look  I'or  once  like  high  art?" 

"That'a  a  fact!"  sighed  Beltran.  "  Well— Rre  away, 
Mouse.  As  it's  to  be  all  dresses  and  drawing-room  seta^ 
it  can't  tax  your  brains  overmach." 

Tlio  Mouse  obeyed:  and  three  weeks  later  "  Vivia'a 
Eecret"  wasbrougbt  out  and  became  the  talk  of  the  town: 
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. — Mrs.  Delamere*3  dresses  were  pronoaneed  divine ;  the 
cabinets  in  the  saloii  scene  were  reallj  of  marqueterie^ 
OQC  of  the  scenes  was  a  roal  lUDcheotk,  with  real  cham- 
pagne-cup and  real  tilings  to  eat;  tbe  cafpet  OQ  the  staga 
was  a  geauine  Aubusson;  gallons  of  perfume  danced 
away  every  ai^ht  in  tbe  foimtains;  the  plot  was  pro- 
foundly incomprehensihle ;  the  action  dQlig-htfully  rapid; 
and  every  mie  had  the  pleasure  of  feeling  that  the  heroine 
was  as  immoral  as  possible,  jet  that  bj  a  judicious  dual 
uae  of  the  marriag^e- service  she  admirablj  contrived  to 
avoid  shocking  the  cno^t  delicate  siisceptibilitiea. 

Dudley  Moore  chuckled :  aud  a  atiaging  satire  on  it 
duly  appeared  in  the  Midaa.  But  ihe  satire  only  sent 
people  more  eagerly  to  tbe  box-office  of  the  CofoQet,  and 
had  no  other  appreciable  effect. 

Indeed,  this  Aogleicized  versioa  of  the  Peche  de  Vlvi- 
enne  was  so  eatiroly  successful  that  the  stalls  were  filled, 
even  before  the  burlesque :  an  unprecedeuted  occurrence 
which,  as  Fanfreluche  told  me,  rendered  Laura  FearPa 
temper  absolutely  uubeatahle,  and  caused  her  to  break 
her  ivory  hair- brush  upoa  her  maid 'a  shouldera. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

LA    EEINE    COCOTTE. 

The  theater  was  ooe  of  my  greatest  amusementa* 
I  Boon  understood  tbe  fasciaatioa  which  that  pecaliar 
fiirm  of  ruin  posst^sses  for  mea^  and  tbe  attraction  that 
draws  you  nobles  and  gentry  to  play  the  part  of  impre'- 
sarie. 

Your  wares  are  pre tly  women ;  your  business  is  amuse- 
ment;  yuur  patronage  is  estensLve  ;  your  society  ia  of  that 
eaisy  sort  which  lets  you  keep  your  hat  on  your  headj 
smoke  with  your  female  companions ;  show  you  are  bored 
when  you  i'eel  so;  and  wear  your  shooting-coat  in  the 
draiviug-room  both  actually  and  allegorieaily. 
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All  that  is  jiaan^reeuble  in  it— all  the  fi^eemcnta  witli 
male  pluyers,  all  the  ill  tempers  of  female  ones,  all  thfl 
debit  and  credit  accounts,  all  the  law  difficulties  with  irate 
authors,  and  all  the  practical  worriea  of  the  whole  thing 
you  caa  entirely  deleg-ate  to  your  .acting:  manager,  whoso 
jiame  aloDO  fl^ipeara  before  the  public.  To  be  sure,  for  this 
form  of  diversion  you  will  be  likely  ta  loge  your  entire  for- 
tune in  sometiiinj?  less  than  three  yeara:  hnt  then,  as  m 
Bjany  of  your  pursuits — tbo  turf  oc  the  cards  to  wit, — it 
ia  quite  posflitiie  to  lose  it  ia  three  daya  or  even  three 
hours,  tbf  s  objection  is  hardly  to  be  urg-ed  against  amateur- 
3egseeeb]p  for  a  cuotiient.  It  is  true  also  that  you  will  get 
tired  of  it  very  suoii ;  and  that  then  you  will  find  its  aetg 
BO  clererHy  woven  around  you  that  you  will  bo  nnable  tQ 
get  out  of  them.  But  tbia,  a^ain,  ia  so  universal  a  char- 
acteristic of  all  your  pleasures  in  which  women  are  con- 
cerned^ that,  it  ia  scarcely  worth  while  to  mention  it  ag'aiast 
theatera  in  particular. 

It  is  farther  true  that,  after  amusing  the  public  for  ser- 
eral  seasooa,  after  benefiting  a  great  number  of  human 
beings  by  your  employment  of  Ihem,  aft^er  behaving  very 
generously  and  charitably  in  hard  winters  to  your  poorer 
employes,  after  honestly  doing  your  best  to  bring'  some- 
thing like  art  on  the  stage,  and  after  seeing-  your  ancestral 
acrea  melted  in  au  Eictre^s'a  diamonds,  and  your  manager 
and  treasurer  retire  with  a  villa  and  an  easy  competence 
— yon  will  be  within  an  ace  of  your  entire  ruin,  and  will 
be  condemned  by  society  in  toto  as  a  roud,  a  brute^  and  aa 
idiot. 

But — if  you  do  not  mind  theae  little  trifles — to  play  at 
being  tin  impresario  is  perhaps  the  best  fun  there  ia  out. 
You  ace  in  all  things  like  tbe  mover  of  the  aatomaitm 
chess-player  hidden  beneath  the  table^  and  laughing  in 
your  sleeve  to  hear  the  silly  crowds  agape  with  wondtr 
at  your  naiirionettes.  There  is  only  this  difference :  the 
iihess- automaton  is  honest  and  don^t  take  his  master's 
money ; — your  automata,  when  they  see  that  tbe  game  ia 
alt  up,  will  make  a  clear  sweep  of  the  board  before  you 
have  touched  a  braaa  coin. 

These  refteciions,  however,  did  not  trouble  me;  nor 
Beltrau  either.     There  was  plenty  of  money  then,  irhat- 
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ever  tliero  would  be  afterwards  ^  aud  the  Coronet,  with 
all  that  Bppeftained  to  it,  was  iu  its  way  very  amusing:, 

The  SLjWrf  I'^s  carles  oP  everytbin^  always  is  arausiflg. 
Pardon  this  ur]gratujria.tieal  jumUk  of  two  laii^uag-ea  ;  ia 
my  time  1  have  asHOciated  with  so  raany  English  aitaptcra 
of  Parisian  plays  I 

There  was  plenty  of  di^rersJon;  as  fir  the  virtues — I 
Bupfiose  you  don't  look  for  them  very  often  in  a  green- 
room.    Vet  you  might  somelimea— aud  find  them. 

"  There  goes  tbe  bigg^egt  fool  ia  all  London,"  said  Lord 
Brune  one  morning,  aa  he  watehed  Beltran  pass  dowa  St. 
James's  Street 

"  Eh  ?"  asked  Paget  Desmond  in  amaze  ;  being  given 
to  thinking-  his  friend  one  of  the  keenest-witted  men  on 
the  town,  in  which  indeed  he  was  right 

"  The  wry  bigpeat  fool,"  averred  Lord  Brane  solemnly. 
*'  Do  you  know  the  last  thing  that  he's  done?" 

"Last  thing?     N"o." 

**  Well — .just  this.  Know  woman  that  played  raother'a 
part  in  Viuia's  Secr/it  all  first  month? — ^ugly  beggni-, 
yellow,  gray-haired,  and  all  the  rest — woman  not  worth 
fiixpencG  ?" 

"  Yes — broke  her  leg  la&t  week  in  the  street.  Had  to 
get  substitute." 

"Exactly.  Well— her  boy  came  crying  to  Bcltran; 
little  wretch  ;  eight  or  nine  ;  said  hi^i  mother'd  sent  him 
to  say  eho  must  give  tip  the  part  for  good  and  all ;  leg  waa 
broke  above  knee,  aad  she  couldn't  stir  for  six  months — if 
ever.  Boy  made  a  beast  of  a  row,  bellowing.  They'd 
nothing  at  all  to  live  on.  What  do  you  ihuik  that  ass  hag 
done?  I  got  it  out  of  old  Wynch  CoQtinued  her  salary, 
by  Jove ;— aud  had  her  and  the  boy  sent  down  to  ibe  sea, 
and  alt  the  rest  of  it,  at  his  cost  I  A  woman  as  ugly  aa 
Bin,  tool" 

Aud  Lord  Brune  went  out  of  Brooks's  in  immeasurable 
disgust. 

A  few  hours  later,  I  beard  some  other  men  ask  Beltran 
what  )iad  become  of  the  old  actress  that  broke  her  lag  in 
the  street 

"  How  should  I  know  V*  he  answered  them.  "  Nobody 
ever  doea  know  what  becomes  of  old  women.    WoraciU 
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ong-htn**,  by  Hg-htR.  to  live  at  all  after  forty:  wa  nerei 
look  n.t  ^em  later  than  that." 

"'  They  go  to  work-kousea,  I  suppose  ?"  suggested  Fred 
Orfard,  with  tliiit  sort  of  vague,  petisivo  cm'ioaity  with 
wbicli  ft  connoiflscnr  wonders  where  all  the  ordinary  china 
that  be  only  U9es  fur  coCE'ce,  and  dues  not  care  to  catulogue, 
goes. 

"I  suppose  they  do,"  said  Beltrou.  "It  doo't  maeb 
mattor.      We's^  doii'e  with  'em." 

Ainl  if  be  had  known  ihatold  Wyneb  had  betrayed  bina 
to  Lpi'd  BruQB,  he  would  have  been  inuch  more  geriously 
augei-ed  than  if  he  bad  discovered  the  gravest  of  that 
worthy's  secret  peculaUons. 

About  hiri  faulii?  or  his  follies  people  mig-bt  chatter  iXW 
they  were  tired,  for  ow^lit  that  he  rared  \  but  for  bis  better 
deedrt  he  liod  an  nhuoiit  morbid  horror  aod  avoidance  of 
puhlicity. 

"  1  lionet  believe  you  aro  30  bad  aa  peaplo  think,  Yere,*' 
said  Lady  Otho  Bcaujolais  to  him  one  dayj  she  was  a 
pretty  nreftture  with  whom  he  had  that  sort  of  pleasant 
barrate^H  platouics  which  are  so  common  to  the  present 
period. 

He  shrngged  his  shoulders, 

"'  Don't  yoo.  ilcar  ?     Well.  |irny  don't  say  eo.'^ 

Aa  for  Laura  Pearl,  of  course  ahe  always  took  him  at 
his  word, — bein^  a  woman  iuivipflhle  of  any  sort  of  fa- 
Bight  into  Buch  B  character  as  his, — and  I  think  that  hia 
greatest  attraction  for  ber  lay  in  the  fact  that  she  thought 
him  the  incarnation  of  Ijuruau  heart! essQ ess. 

I  saw  her  often. 

I  never  saw  her  without  marveling  by  what  spells  she 
bidueed  a  man  of  his  temper  and  hia  taste  to  endure  asao- 
cialion  with  her  own  coarae,  cruel,  and  miDdless  life;  by 
what  sorcery  of  personal  beauty  she  persuaded  him  to 
forget  her  igaoi'auce,  her  brutality,  and  her  avarice. 

From  the  first  monaent  that  tho  blaae  of  her  splendid 
auliurn  i-yca  bad  flashed  over  me,  I  had  be«n  pursued  by 
vague  memories  to  which  I  hardly  dared  give  shape  and 
name.  Prom  the  first  hour  in  which  I  had  beheld  her 
covered  with  rubies,  at  the  head  of  ber  table^  I  had  been 
oeaaetssly  haunted  by  a  fancy  that  toolk  entire  posnesaioa 
of  me. 
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For  the  accent  of  the  moora  and  tbe  dales  ring  in  her 
Toico  ;  the  scent  of  the  old  pine-woods  peeaied  to  come  to 
me  ae  ebe  dung  her  perfumed  hair  upon  the  wind  ;  when 
Bhe  gazed  on  iLie  shiniog  atones  of  pric-eless  girdles,  cai-- 
buode-atudded,  there  was  in  ber  ejes  the  look  I  had  seen 
given  at  the  "diininda'*  of  Dick  o'  the  WyTioatg  pack; 
and  when  there  floated  in  the  g-osliglita  the  golden  and 
(ffvasamer  tissues  of  her  stage  attire,  they  lialf* veiled,  and 
balf-revealed,  the  aame  form  that  I  bad  used  to  behold 
imprisoned  in  the  russet  garb  of  a  ragged  liusey  aa  the 
whituoess  and  the  softness  of  the  almond  are  shut  in  by 
their  brown  fibrous  shelL 

I  felt  sure — ^and  yet  1  doubted- 

The  conjuror  Gold  can  baffle  even  a  dog^s  keen  scent 
and  fauUlesa  memory. 

At  last  one  day  I  knew. 

Therewas  a  theatrical  question  that  had  brought  them  all 
down  to  the  houae  iu  the  forenoon — aqiieaLion  of  whether 
they  should  or  should  not  accept  Mra.  Delamcre'g  uliima^ 
turn,  which  was  to  have  hep  sahiry  doubled  at  once  or  to 
withdraw  from  the  company  altog^ether  She  was  entirely 
wrong  legally,  but  aa  Vivia  was  then  at  the  height  of  its 
first  success,  and  as  Vivia  without  Mrs.  Delauiere  would 
have  beeu  in  racing  parlance  nowhere,  and  as  that  lady, 
if  coerced  into  keeping  her  engagement  to  the  letter,  was 
perfectly  ctLpahle  of  breaking  it  in  the  spirit  hy  acting  so 
sullenly  and  so  badly  that  the  audiGnce  would  have  been 
driven  away  in  ennui  and  disgust^  she  obtained  ber  own 
terms  in  full  triumph. 

The  cabinet  council  bad  broken  up ;  a  note  had  been 
dispatched  to  Maude  Delamere,  couched  in  terms  to  sat- 
isfy the  utmost  exactions  of  that  eapriciona  beauty;  Bel- 
tran,  Denzil,,  and  the  rest  bad  gone  tbeir  own  ways;  and 
I,  by  a  stroke  of  ill  fortune,  had  got  accidentally  locked 
up  in  that  famous  supper-room,  ivhich  served  also  as 
council-chamber. 

1  kaew  there  was  no  chance  of  escape  till  they  came 
a.gaiQ  iu  the  evening,  which  one  or  other  of  tiiem  was 
certain  to  do,  and  I  composed  myself  dolefully  to  slumber 
away  the  dullness  of  ttie  intervening  time.  An  hour 
ntight  have  elapsed  when,  to  my  pleasuie,  I  heard  a  key 

ao* 


£34 


PUCK. 


turn  in  the  door,  T  thoufihtj  it  might  be  some  Bervanl 
whom  Beltran,  niisHiag',  hud  seut  lor  me. 

Instead,  I  saw  Laura  Pearl. 

How  bad  etie  entered  ? — be  believed  that  be  alou6  cowld 
opea  that  room,  as  ho  had  bud  affixed  to  the  dooF  a  steal 
lock  of  very  complicated  Italian  worbtnanabip,  of  which 
he  possessed  the  sole  key.  I  presume  ahti  must  have  had 
A  skeleton  key  made,  and  that  his  antique  fastener  was 
Dot  of  such  myt^terlous  oiauufacture  as  h^j  stJpposed 

She  entered,  admitted  old  Wjacb  after  her,  and  closed 
the  door  with  her  key. 

"Get  ti>  business,'' ebe  said  curtly,  seatinij  herself  by 
the  table- 
He  seated  himself  opposite;  aod  obeyed. 

Unpereeived,  where  I  was  curled  up  on  oae  of  the 
oouchea,  I  listened  in  horror. 

Tbe  wieked  old  man,  with  as  dry  (tnd  eiciiiple  a  com- 
tnercial  esaetitude  as  though  he  dealt  of  groceries  or  cali- 
coes, detailed  to  her  the  various  matters  in  which  he  waa 
her  pander,  accomplice,  and  fiiiaacier. 

Appoiatrnents  ;  intrigues;  gifts  of  jewelry  ;  letters  of 
fiattery  or  of  folly ;  careful  audits  of  how  muoh  gold  such 
and  such  poor  fools  would  yield  before  their  final  ruin; 
elaborate  estimates  as  to  the  probable  value  of  so  much 
f^ilded  youth  caiigbt  in  tbe  toils; — all  these  he  laid  beforei 
her  in  what  see  aied  a  euit  of  custom  of  periodical  auditory; 
received  her  instructions,  aud  proffered  his  advice,  having 
in  all  between  them  bat  two  simple  objects; — to  mako 
moaey,  and  to  cheat  men. 

She  listened  attentively;  answered  with  that  curious 
shrewdness  which  «jfleu  accompanies  complete  iutellentual 
igDoraace;  thrust  the  preseHts  and  tbe  lettera  into  her 
Ciirri age-bag  to  be  esauiioed  at  leisure,  anil  began  aud 
eudetl  the  conference  with  that  good-humor  and  brevity 
which  perfect  harmony  betweeti  two  confederates  alone 
can  bring  about 

As  Aviee  Dare  had  eoaspired  with  tbe  Ped<iler  of  the 
Peak,  Bo  did  Laura  Pearl  conspire  with  the  Fiindaru?  of 
the  Town. 

As  her  solitary  object  then  had  been  the  amassing  of 
Bilver  and  the  betrayal  of  her  brother,  so  her  solitary  ob* 
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Ject  itow  W9B  the  amassing  of  gold  and  the  betr&yal  of 
her  lover. 

It  is  a  terrible  thinE"  to  corrupt  a  wonian^ — aye  ao  it  is, — 
but  it  is  a  more  ten-ible  tliinj*  wheii  Nature  baa  made  a 
woman  bo  corrupt  that  no  Fiend,  if  there  were  one,  could 
teafjb  her  aug-ht  of  evil. 

Sho  disniisisGd  him  at  last,  carelessly,  but  good-humor- 
edljT,  as  a  clover  worki^ian  lays  down  a  clever  tool, 

"i  forgot  one  tlilo^,"  said  tbe  old  niatj,  returning  a 
pace  or  two.  "The  woman  in  Shorediteb  waota  ten 
ehilliuffs  a  week  for  the  boy.  She  says  now  he  ia  over 
three  years,  she  caouot  aD'unI  to  keep  him  fur  six." 

She  liatened  wiih  ati  angry  glaom  on  her  face. 

"Ten  ehiUiiiy:s  i^  a  di^fil  for  the  keep  of  a  brat,"  she 
flfluttered,  turniog-  round  and  rouad  o«  her  finger  a  sap- 
-phiru  ring,  worth  a  kiug^'s  ransom  in  the  old  daya  whfiQ 
kings  were  deeuied  tUJn^^s  of  worth, 

'*  So  it  is,"  said  old  WyncL,  dryly,  wilh  a  gleam  of  hu- 
mor iu  him.  '^'  it  is  almu^t  as  much  as  the  keep  of  a 
parrot  1'^ 

The  sarcasm  passed  by  her,  unfelt. 

"He^s  8m'e  to  go  on  tiring,  I  suppose P"  she  asked  sul- 
lenly. 

'*  Well — yes,"  said  the  old  man  with  a  smile.  "Some 
children  will,  you  kaow;  I  suppose  bad  air  and  sour 
zuilk  and  mouldy  bread  and  bruised  Aesb  aud  the  steach 
of  those  hoQo-boiliag  places  agree  with  'em.  Seema  as 
if  they  did/' 

"What  do  you  mean?  Pea  sure  the  woman's  good 
enoug'h  lo  him/'  ehe  answered  sharply,  as  if  a  momentary 
touch  of  conscience  smote  her. 

"  Oh,  very  good,"  said  the  old  treasurer,  with  bis  queer 
smile,  "She's  80  fond  of  children  ;  she's  got  thirty  all  iu 
Ofle  attic  to  take  care  of;  she's  a  true  Chrialian,  that 
woman.  Shall  I  say  she  shall  have  the  leu  sbillings  a 
week  ? — ^if  a  child  dies  when  it  is  out  to  nurse,  it  is  always 
A  na^ty  business.  There  are  inquiries  aiid  a  great  deal 
of  Donsense  talked  about  *  neglect,'  aud  'abandonment,^ 
and  ail  that." 

''Very  well.  Soe  shall  have  the  ten,"  she  said  roluo 
tantly.     "  But  not  a  fanhing  more,  mind ; — not  never." 
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"  I'll  tell  her  BO,"  said  Wynch  :  and  fie  went  out  wrtb 
a  pleasant-spoken  farewell. 

Laura  Pearl  remained  bebiad  him,  lacking  herself  in, 
EDd  spelling  through  bome  of  the  aotes,  aud  testmg  soaie 
of  the  gems  she  hud  received,  through  the  good  offleea  of 
this  uulovdy  Mercury  uf  sixtj  yours. 

She  had  made  at  least  a  score  of  readezToua :  one  at  her 
nuUiner'a;  one  at  hor  florist's;  oue  in  Keuaington  Gar- 
dens; one  in  Riehmond  Park;  one  in  the  KoCfQe-room  of 
Itie  Lev^iathan ;  one  la  this  very  room  of  tlie  Coronet. 
And  to  preserve  them  all  froui  colilaion  or  tniBadventure, 
and  ahovo  all,  to  tiiue  and  arrange  them  so  that  none  of 
them  should  be  known  to  Britran,  required  as  much  in- 
genuity and  precision  as  your  betting-book  requires  from 
you. 

IL  ifi  true,  she  bad  one  great  thing  to  belp  her:  she 
knew  alt  big  ways  and  hours  and  liahUs,  and  through  her 
spies  and  his  servants  knew  quite  well  all  his  ruoTemeats 
when  he  was  away  from  her. 

Men  object  to  tho  surveillance  of  a  wife,  and  moat 
justly;  but  they  seem  to  forget  that  it  is  nothing  com- 
pared to  the  uDHcrupuloua  espionage  of  a  courtesan. 

She  was  some  little  time  occupied  iu  arranging  her  book 
of  eugagements ;  for,  though  she  seemed  to  have  a  gya- 
lem  of  marks  and  erosaes  that  fche  herself  understood,  all 
usage  of  pen  or  pencil  appeared  strauge  and  awkward  to 
her. 

This  business  at  leng'th  completed,  &be  shut  up  her 
morocco  bag,  and  took  her  burnous  from  the  chair,  to 
depart:  doing  this  she  saw  me  for  the  first  tirae^  and 
caught  me  up  with  a  quick  gesture  of  dialike ;  no  doubt 
to  torment  me  iu  my  master'^a  absence^ 

Tho  Bun  was  shining  strongly  thFongh  the  window  by 
which  my  couch  stood,  and,  as  she  seized  me,  the  light 
gleamed  on  that  little  ring  of  white  metal,  that  Ambrose 
of  the  Forge  had  grarea  with  my  name,  and  which  I  still 
wore  about  my  throat. 

It  caught  her  sight  for  the  iiret  time. 

She  grew  suddenly  pale,— for  she  had  no  need  of  rouge 
npon  her  rich  and  ruddy  skin, — and  the  blood  came  and 
went  strang'ely  in  her  face.     She  stared  intenHely  at  me, 
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spelt  ti.e  letters  on  ray  collar  slow?y,  ovor  and  over  and 
over,  tben  Quug-  Bie  from  her,  as  though  I  were  aa  asp. 

"  It's  the  pup!"  she  mutt^rodi  as  she  saak  down  into 
the  great  curved  chair.  "It's  the  beast  of  a  pup  I^ — I 
mi^ht  have  known  itl" 

Lying  whc?ro  s^h^  had  thrown  me,  I  grew  deadly  cold,— 
I  aliso  knew  her  now. 

Fur  a  second,  in  her  hard,  splendid  eyes,  there  was  a 
look  of  craven  fear,  of  troubled  memories.  No  living 
creature  is  without  some  conscience;  and  the  fan^^  of 
recollection  hit  now  into  hers  eo  sharply  that  they  arouaod 
it,  for  aa  iogtant.  from  its  gold-drugged  sleep. 

"  Poor  Ben  1  Poor  Ben  I"  she  muttered.  "  Be  he  alive, 
I  wonder?" 

Perhaps  ehe  had  never  thoug:ht  of  htm  from  the  time 
that  she  had  betrayed  him  until  now.     It  seemed  so. 

Por  the  inataat,  remembrance  held  her  in  its  thrall. 
Bebolding  tiie  little  creature  whom  elie  had  sold  into 
bondage  that  &be  herself  might  escape  to  the  liberty  of 
6in,  she  saw  agnia  the  sheltering  lose-thoru,  the  dark, 
mournful  yews,  the  open  cottage  door,  with  the  browa 
brook  nmning  on  ita  way,  the  soft,  piraceful^  purple  hills, 
the  blue  kingfisher  pfiri-hod  heside  the  poul,  the  deep  green 
wood  with  all  the  sunlight  quivering  through,  the  teuder, 
h'lmely  face  of  the  msin  sho  had  betrayed. 

The  dead  time  had  no  beauty  fi>r  her — ^oh  no.  Theae 
Women  are  but  ashamed  that  ever  they  were  innocent; 
Ihcy  are  but  fevered  and  onragod  to  know  that  the  days 
ever  were  when  they  wcj-o  poor,  and  lowly,  and  of  no 
account.  It  had  been  abhorred  by  ber  when  it  had  bcea 
her  present :  it  was  loathed  by  ber  now  that  it  bad  beeome 
ber  past. 

Yet  in  a  sense  it  emote  hf^r;  for  a  brief  spacu  her  con- 
science thrilled  with  life.     Tet  not  strongly,  riur  for  lung. 

Shefihookber  hand  in  the  light  till  it  flashed  in  every  facet 
of  her  gleaming  rings  ;  Bhe  looked  at  ber  relli^ctiou  in  the 
old  Bilver  mirror  of  Venice,  that  was  opposite  her:  sba 
cast  down  Ler  eyes,  and  gazed  upon  the  diamond  locket 
that  rested  upon  her  breast  under  the  soft  silks  and  laceg 
of  her  dress  t— and  she  laughed.  The  aaroe  laugh,  with 
which  tossing  her  arius  abore  her  head,  she  had  beheld 
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herself  the  miatreBS  of  the  mock  jewela  of  tlio  old  peddle! 
of  the  Peak. 

"I  ha  done  woll,"  she  cried  sload,  in  the  atlcace,  ber 
Daiive  accent  Btroog'  la  her  voice  ia  that  mnmout  of  ex-' 
citemeat  "  I  ha  done  well  t  If  ony  Xcll  o'  Maor  Farra 
could  see  me  now  I" 

Then  she  tbrust  her  foot  figafogt  mc,  and  spuraed  me 
to  the  farther  eud  of  tlie  chamber,  and  passed  out  aud 
away  to  her  carriage. 

I  heard  the  shiver  of  her  silk  robes  on  the  stairs  of  the 
theater;  I  heard  the  chiirm^  gf  lier  ponieg'  glei^^b-beHa 
through  tlie  opea  window;  I  h^ard  the  rush  and  roll  of 
the  wheola  as  she  dashed  down  the  stone-paved  street; 
and  I  knew  now  whence  it  came,  that  instinct  of  terror 
and  aversion  which  had  possea^eii  ]nt?i ;  I  knew  now  whence 
they  rose,  those  naeniories  wherewith  her  voice,  and  her 
eyes,  and  her  cruel  beauty  bad  Ijecn  80  strafigiely  weighted 
for  me. 

For  thia  woman  was  indeed  Avicc  Dare. 

Perchance  it  might  be  urg^ed  she  would  have  never 
found  her  way  to  {j;ilded  wickedness,  had  not  the  old  ped- 
dler of  the  Wyn  nabs  Hrst  thro  wn  opi^n  the  door  of  tempta^ 
tion. 

Well.^perbaps  not;  she  would  Only  have  wedded  Am- 
broae  of  the  Forge,  or  some  other  honeat-hearted  toiler 
of  the  woods  aud  moors  ;  and  merely  dishonored  a  name 
that  was  of  no  account,  in  the  brutal  orgies  of  drunkeQ 
miners  and  berdsLuen:;  and  only  have  dwelt,  Id  suliea  dis- 
content and  savage  repining,  iu  a  little,  lowly  cuLla^'-e,  that 
hor  parisiong,  ami  her  sloth,  and  her  violence  should  have 
made  a  bell  to  her  husband  and  children.  She  would  have 
done  less  injury  indeed,  because  her  t^iibere  would  have 
been  the  village  on  the  moor-land,  instead  of  the  cities  of 
the  world.  She  would  only  have  broken  a  poor  laborer's 
peace  instead  of  a  score  of  rieb  nieu'a  fortunes.  She 
would  only  have  been  a  ragged,  tipijy  virago  at  an  ale- 
bouse,  instead  of  a  splendid  cocotte,  who  swept  aobies  and 
gentlemen  at  will  into  her  net.  She  would  only  have  beep 
the  curau  of  one  unhappy  man,  about  whose  nock  her  siQ 
aad  shame  would  have  been  hung  forever  like  a  mill- 
stone, iofitead  of  being  as  now  the  Circe,  into  whose  fell 
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power  tliere  were  gjithored  high,  naoiea,  ami  pfoad  titles, 
ftnd  fair  laada,  and  lordly  honors,  to  be  devoured,  or  de- 
Btroyed,  or  leveled  with  the  awinej  or  stripped  amd  made 
a  mock  of  aa  she  would. 

Oh  no — there  would  bav^e  only  been  the  commoa  tale 
of  B,  wretched  cottaji;e  home,  and  a  female  drunkard,  and 
chiidrea  who  quoted  "motbDr"  as  authority  and  example 
for  all  evil-doiag,  aod  a  woman  losing-  all  likeneaa  of  her 
Bes  through  suHeu  hatred  and  through  dull  debauch  Only 
that. 

Imprisoned  in  thD  cags  of  obscurity  and  poverty,  thig 
kite  could  only  have  struck  gloomily  and  hungrily  at  such 
poor,  feeble,  wortlilesa  juice,  and  larks,  and  Dight-nioths, 
aud  other  honie*bred  things  to  which  her  native  moor  had 
gipen  life.  Loosed  to  full  flight,  she  could  pursue  all  birds 
of  rarcat  plumage  tbat  spread  their  golden  wiQga  out  to 
the  aunlight  of  a  glad,  fair  fate ;  could  tear  the  breaal 
feathers  of  the  proudest  falcon  that  ever  flew;  and  could 
dip  her  thirsty  beak  into  tho  heart's  blood  of  a  score  of 
wild,  liappy,  thoug^htlesa,  heedless  pigeons,  slaughtered 
OD  a  summer's  day  to  yield  her  .nport  au  hour. 

But  would-be  herself  have  been  more  iDooceot?  Not. 
one  whit. 

If  you  want  a  truth  (which  is  not  veiy  likely,  for  It  ia 
a  ware  that  is  ne^er  salable),  take  this  truth :  a  womau 
guilty  for  the  sake  of  gold  would  be  guilty  without  gold 
for  sheer  love  of  guilt.  When  MephisLopbelea  finda  that 
he  can  tempt  Gretchea  with  jewels,  be  is  a  fool  for  his 
paias:  he  tuight  know  that  be  has  wasted  his  money;  she 
would  hare  been  sure  to  ba^e  come  to  his  reAlm  of  her 
own  accord, — unasked. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 


PEAD  BLUEBKLl-S. 


One  evening  toward  the  close  of  the  aeasou  a  misfor- 
tune chaacedl  to  me.     I  wa»  tost 

BeltraQ  went  doiva  to  speak  at  the  Lards — a  Chiu^  that 
he  scarce  ever  troubled  himself  to  do  unless  Btroiif?ly 
moved  by  eome  art-measure, — aod  \,  fallowiu^  him  with- 
out hie  knowledge,  got  divided  from  hini  in  ttiG  maze  of 
Btreeta  abcnl  thoae  legislative  houses  of  yours  whose 
architecture  will  last  just  about  as  long  as  the  lawa 
passed  ia  tbeta  will  eudure— perhaps  eveu  a  little  louj^r^ 
giracrack  thtmjjh  the  arcliitecture  be. 

I  was  sorely  grieved  and  fi-ightenod,  of  eourae,  and  ran, 
aud  raa,  and  ran,  wildly  hither  and  thithi^r ;  not  know- 
ing any  better,  and  getting  under  the  feet  of  the  horses, 
and  losing  all  my  senses  in  the  diu  and  press. 

It  was  quite  late,  abo,  and  night,  although  a  midsum- 
mer night,  was  coiuing  on  apace,  I  could  have  found 
my  right  road  if  left  to  myself;  but  you  always  put  aa 
many  obstaeles  in  the  way  of  a  dosj^'s  return  tu  his  honiie 
as  in  the  way  of  a  man's  or  woman's  return  to  houeaty 
and  virtue 

liuyn  hooted  at  me ;  cabmen  swore  at  me ;  girls  chased 
me;  and  eats  spit  at  me;  and,  terriQud,  blinded,  and 
deafened  with  the  noise  aud  the  pursuit,  I  had  no  other 
thought  than  to  ru^b  away  and  i^way  at  my  topmost 
epeed,  eluding  every  grasp,  until  at  letigthj  fairly  ei- 
huuatod,  I  was  caught  by  the  gentle  band  of  a  girL  It 
stopped  me,  and  stroked  me  tenderly,  so  that  my  ten'ora 
were  stilled. 

"  Poor  little  thing!"  she  said  in  a  very  soft  voice  that 
bad  in  it.  the  aouod  of  extreme  youth,  almost  of  child- 
hood.    "Poor  little  thiagi    Stay  with  me." 

It  was  so  dark  ia  the  iiltle  narrow  street  into  which  I 
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bad  unconsciouslj  darted,  tba-t  I  ccrutd  nol:  bsb  her  feat- 
ures ;  but  her  touch  and  her  tone  I'CJissui'ed  me  j  aud  I 
let  her  lift  me  in  her  arms  aod  caress  me. 

"  We  are  both  astray,"  she  murmured.  "  Toa  eeem 
like  a  little  friend." 

Then  I  feU  her  tears  fall  oa  ray  forehead,  end  hy  dusky 
mooulight  I  8aw  that  she  bore  lu  her  other  artii  a  sheaf 
of  sweet  country  flowers: ^bluebells  and  moss-roses, 
and  other  tender  homely  blossoms  that  crown  the  cot^ 
tage  walla  and  meadow  hcdi|;e3  with  their  beauty. 

1  suppose  she  atrope  to  bcU  them,  for  standing  there 
ehe  offered  them  timidly  to  some  passers-by;  a  few  of 
these  throat  theiu  roughly  aside ;  most  hurried  an  with- 
out reply ;  none  took  them,  1  wondered  how  they  could 
refuse  that  tonehJng  mute  appeal. 

Finding  all  effort  Tiseless,  she  turned,  with  a  heavy, 
tired  sigh,  and  went  up  the  little  street  into  another  more 
Harrow,  and  poorer  Btill,  and,  opening  the  littla  door  of 
one  of  ita  dftsolate  houaes,  enterod  and  passed  up  its 
stairway,  dark  and  steep,  and  smelling  foully,  to  a  very- 
small,  bare,  comfortless  garret.  She  pat  tne  down  upon 
the  floor,  and  struck  a  match  alight.  By  the  ^^leara  of  the 
little  lamp  she  trimmed,  I  saw  for  the  first  time  thiu  face 
of  this  flower 'girl. 

It  was  excessively  lovely ;  very  pale,  very  Bad,  but  of 
infinite  beauty.  It  looked  wan,  as  thoug^h  for  want  of 
nourishment ;  the  bow-like  mouth  had  little  color,  and  the 
largn  eyeSf  of  that  ^ray  which  burns  dark  as  n^^dit^  bad 
heavy  circles  under  them.  Her  weighty  yellow  hair 
waa  coiled  simply  about  her  head,  and  her  black  dress 
waa  russet-bued  from,  age  and  well-nigh  threadbare. 
She  was  very  poor,  It  was  easy  to  eee^  and  by  the  thin- 
ness of  her  transparent  checks  it  gecmed  as  though  she 
had  Qot  tasted  good  food  for  many  a  day  ;  but  she  waa 
very  young-,  sixteen  years  at  most,  and  was  lovely  de- 
spite all  tho  cruel  antagonism  of  poverty  and  sorrow. 

Who  could  fihe  be, — all  alone,  thus,  in  the  heart  of 
London  ? 

I,  who  have  seen  life  in  the  green-room  of  the  Coronet 
imd  the  chambers  of  Yere  Beitran,  knew  at  a  glance  that 
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tbia  girl  w^  pfoud  by  instinct  and  mast  pure  in  iaoo- 
cence. 

Tea:  though  she  hud  been  out  in  tbe  gas*!!it  streets  at 
tea  of  the  night,  and  only  sold  pQi>r  drooping  thirsty 
flowers  that  no  one  cured  t.u  buy. 

She  poured  some  water  from  the  broken  pitcheT  for  ber 
faded  harebells,  and  nios^s-rosebuds;  aod  laid  nie  op  a 
coTuer  of  her  bed ;  and  put  out  her  liirap,  for  eeoriQiny'i 
Bake,  no  doabt,  and  undressed  herself  aud  knelt  dowa  to 
her  prayera. 

I  do  not  know  why  it  w[i3  ;  but  as  I  saw  tbo  liuen  fait 
off  her  delicate  slender  shoulders,  and  the  yellow  rippling^ 
hair  fall  down  almo&t  to  faer  feet ;,  as  I  saw  her  kneel 
there  with  her  hands  folded  oq  her  bosom,  and  that  look 
upon  her  face  wbieh  Sanfc  has  yiven  ta  the  prophetic  ehild 
of  Israel,  I  thought,  curioualy  enough,  of  Ai^iee  Dare,  as 
I  bad  once  seen  her  when  she  had  sought  lier  coucb,  with 
that  wicked  trJumpb  ia  bor  own  bared  charms,  and  that 
wicked  discontent  within  lier  ^^oul,  ilingin^^  herself  upon 
her  bed  without  a  thought  of  prayer,  with  only  a  mut- 
tered savage  word  beccLusB  her  beauty  waa  unseen  of 
men,  and  her  sleep  was  taken,  on  a  rude  flock  pallet. 

This  child^s  eyes  filled  with  teara,  and  her  chest  rose 
and  fell  with  sobs  as  t^be  knelt ;  tbo  moonlight,  ttie  one  uu- 
etained  thing  that  a  city  could  not  pollute,  came  Btream- 
ing  in  upon  her,  and  sueking  this  creature  who  also  was 
incorrupt  amidst  corruption;  the  quaners  tolled  oftea 
whilst  she  prayed  there,  and  yet  I  do  not  think  her 
prayers  were  for  herself,  for  1  beard  ofttimea  the  murniur, 
— *'  HaroM,  Harold,  Harold."  A  fter  awhile  she  came  and 
stretched  her  youn^  limbs  on  the  hard  uarrow  eanvna 
bed;  her  eyes  closed  with  a  \on^  breath  that  still  waa  ft 
Bob;  and — so  merciful  \a  even  sorrow  to  all  youth — that 
before  long  she  ylept,  and,  by  the  look  upon  Iwr  face, 
dreamed  peacefully. 

She  awoke  early,  at  suDrise ;  and  caressed  me  wJtfa  ft 
g^entle  little  hand  that  waa  very  white  and  very  thin 
When  she  was  dressing  she  looked  sadly  at  hor  ftowera. 
Despite  all  her  care  of  ilicm,  they  were  dead.  Bluebella 
are  the  shortest  lived  of  all  flowers,  once  g-alhered :  they 
are  little  gypsies,  though  aueh  modest  ones;  they  m^»^ 


DEAD  BLUEBELLS. 


Sl» 


have  the  freedom  of  their  green  wood,  am!  thoir  hedge- 
row; triog-  ihem  benenth  roofs  Tliey  porish. 

Cage  robins  and  gather  bluebells,  they  both  surely  di«; 
they  are  the  innocent  hohominnp  of  tbe  forest  and  ihfl 
lane. 

"  r  have  notliiiig  to  g'lve  you  unlesa  you  ivill  eat  dry 
bread?"  she  said  to  me,  breaking  oif  for  me  a  piece  of  a 
stale  loaf  that  seemed  tlie  sole  contents  of  ihe  littlo  cup- 
board in  her  attic.  Noxv,  I  had  dined  late,  and  was  not 
yet  hungry^  and  I  abhorred  dry  bread  \  but  lest  she  should 
deem  me  uagrateful  oi'  dainty,  I  scratched  my  throat  with 
a  few  of  the  rough  morsels.  If  you  have  not  seen  a  do^ 
force  himself  to  eat  something'  he  dislikes  becanse  he  fears 
to  vex  the  feelings  of  the  giver  by  refusal,  you  are  a  very 
poor  observer.* 

Whilst  I  was  eating  it,  the  door  was  thrown  violently 
open,  and  on  Us  threshold  stood  a  stout,  red-visaged, 
untidy  woinan  of  fifty  or  thereabouts. 

"  Where's  my  rent  f"  she  domandcd  fiercely. 

The  girl's  pale  cheeks  grew  paler  still,  but  she  looked 
calmly  and  fully  in  the  infuriated  face  that  was  turned 
upon  her,  though  her  voice  trembled  a  little  as  Bhe 
answered. 

"I  am  so  Eorry.  No  one  would  buy  anything  of  me 
yesterday.  And,  as  I  told  you,  I  have  not  a  penny  left 
But  if  you  will  kindly  have  patience — " 

"  Patience  I"  echoed  the  virago,  *'  Pve  bad  a  deal  too 
much  patience  with  such  muck  as  you.  A'  comin'  into 
honest  folks'  houses  without  a  shillln'  to  blei^s  yeraelf,— a* 
sellia' nasty  weeds  in  make  believe  to  look  a  trade, — a 
ukioi'  bed  and  board  like  a  thief  a'  knowin'  ye  can't  pay 
pay  for  it!  Patience!  I'll  hev  patienoel  Giv'  me  what 
yer  owe.  or  Pll  send  for  the  police  this  niintiit!" 

The  child  grew  ashea  pale  now,  and  her  limbs  shook  j 
but  her  eyea  did  not  lose  their  resolute,  frank  clearness, 
and  she  answered  firmly  still. 

"  Indeed— indeed- — I  paid  you  bvqtj  farthing  till  this 
week.  You  know  I  did.  And  if  I  could  only  find  my 
brotbep^ " 


*  I  bare  4eaa  it, — £d. 
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"Y&s  brother!  Gammon  o' yer  brother  I"  yelled  the 
woman,  coming-  farther  into  the  chataber.  "  Stow  that 
trash.  IVe  had  enow  of  it.  Go  and  teli  that  rubbish 
wht?re  yer  please,  yer  poor,  pitiful,  wbite-facod  axawthi?ir, 
but  don't  think  to  come  over  me  no  more  with  it.  It's  a 
pack  of  lies '* 

"  It  13  true  1'* — tho  color  flashed  buck  into  the  girl'a  face, 
and  her  eyes  gathered  a  andden  deep  lierj  glow. 

"  Lies  or  no  lies,  it  ain't  nothin'  to  me,  I  ain^t  to  i>tf 
done  no  more  by  it.  Out  yo  shall  ptick,  wiih  Iho  constUr 
bles  to  look  after  yer,  if  ye  can't  give  me  my  money. 
Oi7e  me  njy  mouey  I     Give  me  my  money  I " 

"  I  cannot  give  you  what  I  have  not." 

She  fipoke  with  a  strauge  dignity  in  one  ea  young',  and 
the  passioQ  of  the  ri^ea  had  oot  power  to  break  her  self- 
eommaod. 

"Then  yer'U  bev  to  make  it/'  yelled  the  woman, 
"Will  yer  go  oa  the  streets  and  make  it?  Yer  well 
favored  enow,  if  ye  warenH  so  shabby  dressed  and  so 
white  iUhe  gills  1" 

"I  will  go  in  the  atreetfi  if  you  will  let  me,"  answered 
the  child,  not  comprehemliiig  the  base  question.  "  But  I 
have  no  money  to  buy  fresh  flowers  ;  ttiid,  only  look — ■ 
who  will  buy  thesa  ?     They  are  <]uite  dead  !" 

"And  I  wish  ynu  was  doad  along  of  ^em  I"  shrieked 
the  fury,  made  more  violent  by  the  innocence  of  the 
answer.  "  I'd  have  the  shower  o'  hair  off  yer  head  any- 
how then,  and  make  a  penny  by  that.  Th'  iriee  t>'i:omin' 
ami  using  o'  honest  victuals,  and  honest  folks'  bed^,  and 
cheers*  aad  tables,  without  so  mneb  as  a  bit  o'  liiiia  ti 
leave  behind  yer  as  yer  payment.  Yc*d  n  box  when  ye 
come,  and  it's  dratted  empty  now,  for  I  lookod  in't  last 
night,  and  there  wasji't  nothin'  but  a  nasty  mouse  a' 
gaawin'at  the  Ud." 

"I  have  sold  what  I  had,  to  pay  you  for  the  last  three 
weeks,"  the  girl  replied  to  her,  quietly  still,  and  with  4 
certain  pathetic  pride. 

"Oh,  yer  have?"  retorted  her  tormentor;  "and  yer  hain't 
got  a  niosse!  o'  nothin'  then,  let  alone  the  ra,2:s  on  yet 
back?  Well,  then,  to  jail  ye'll  go,  my  lass,  and  that  as 
sure  as  you're  a  irapideot,  lyin',  white-li?ered  habs^y  m 
fe^er  crept  into  a  honest  house  to -" 
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"  This  will  bring'  you  yuur  due?"  iLe  ^nrl  said,  coldly, 
and  from  wliore  it  wiia  liidUeQ  in  the  bosom  of  hor  dresa^ 
she  drew  out  a  little  o]id-fiishione<1  round  gold  loclrct,  aad 
tendered  \%  sileutly  to  her  tortui'tr.  It  was  given  in 
eilence,  given  witli  a  singular  fii'miifsa  and  retieence  of 
all  uniuliun  ;  yet  there  was  that  in  ber  face  which  made 
me  fancy  that  to  pari  with  the  little  iockut  was  worse  to 
ijcr  than  to  part  wiih  her  life. 

'rjie  wotnan  clutoh*id  it  thifBtily,  ^ilb  the  ruthlesB 
preed  of  ber  cormoiiint  clas5, 

"  A  inl  0*  pmebbeck  1"  ebe  niiittGrod,  biting  it,  smell- 
ing it,  testing  it  aa  best  ahe  knew  how  :  it  waa  genuine 
yold,  however,  aud  sbu  was  compelled  to  adm[t  tbiis 
mtiub  to  herself. 

"It  ain't  wQrtb  half  you've  Lad  this  week,"  phe  said 
Bultenly.  "  But  it  'ull  dew.  I'll  oo  seuU  yer  to  jal]  if 
ye'Il  trape  off  this  minnit;  and  here — here's  tuppence  to 
pet  yourself  a  loaf  with ;  nobody  shan't  say  as  I  deala 
hard  with  yer,  though  yeVe  tuok  me  iu  tibamefulj  aud  I  a 
poor  fone  woman '^ 

Vhi*  ^irl  took  u|)  her  little  straw  hat  with  one  faand^ 
Blid  myself  with  the  other. 

*'  The  luokc't  iti  worth  twunty  shlHinga,  aud  what  I  owe 
you  is  hut  rfi^.  God  forgive  you  if  you  Here  ever  six 
wicked  to  my  brother  as  you  btivo  been  to  me." 

Then,  without  even  glancijig  at  tbo  copper  coins  which 
the  subdued  virago.  Id  a  sort  of  stupid  tihamo  and  gloomy 
wrutb,  held  out  to  her,  she  went  away  down  tlie  narrow 
dtieky  staircuse,  aud  throuj^^h  tbo  low  door,  into  the  atreet. 

It  was  &  beautiful  mimmer  mbrniny; ;  the  sun  was  radi* 
ant  oven  in  that  dreary  place,  making  indeed  its  squalor, 
aud  its  unlovelinet^B.  aad  its  grimy  outliuti,  ntiore  hideotis 
aud  more  desolate. 

Suurise  \s.  beautiful  in  the  country  ;  but  iu  the  by-waya 
of  a  filthy  city  it  ia  only  sad — ay,  aud  even  feavfui. 
Niieht  pityinifly  covers,  with  its  cool  gray  shade,  that 
scrofula  of  brick,  and  mad,  and  dirt,  and  vikiuess,  with 
which  men  have  defaced  the  sweet  fair  face  of  nalnre: 
but  the  BunriKe  only  ehowa  iu  their  uttermost  n&kedueaa 
thoee  throbbing  festers  of  the  earth  which  your  mad  hu- 
fflanity  exalts  h9  triuoiphs  of  the  tribe  of  Eaocb. 
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Tlio  child  wiont  slowly  out,  ftini  down  the  qarrow  road; 
it  was  too  early  yet.  for  any  of  Ibo  ulosely-punt,  population 
lu  bo  stirring-.  A  footworn  cat  moved  here  and  lliere,  the 
sparrows  twittered  in  tlieg-uLters.atired  homeless  starving 
dog  Blunt,  aliivei'ing,  tbroii|^li  the  warmth  of  dawa.  She,, 
luoriog  like  a  creature  im  a  dreani^  walkijcl  (aechaaicaUy 
wbere  chance  took  her. 

A  woman-child  aloae  iu  a  g-reat  city  : — there  is  nothing 
more  pitiful  on  earth. 

She  ivuat  on  aod  on,  .slo\vly,  and  dreamily  gaziijyr 
Btraight  bel"t>re  her.  Her  hands  wure  very  culd  ;  aiid  her 
lipa  were  white  aa  marbls. 

Suddenly  she  patised,  with  a  quick  gasping  breath  ; — •^ 
her  frame  shook  with  a  feverish  shiiOder ; — ^her  eyes  closed, 
and  she  reeled  against  the  stone  wall  by  which  she  stood. 
The  ne^t  monieat  she  sazik  genseioBs  on  the  Hags. 

She  fell  in  a  half  sitting  posture,  ag-aiuctt  the  old  Btepa 
of  ft  deserted  house:  so  that  to  any  passer-hy,  it  would 
bare  looked  as  though  iihe  only  rested  there  aniij  slept. 

I,  sorely  friy^iiteiied  and  sorrowful  for  this  youu^  deso- 
late creature,  could  only  cower  helpless  near  her ;  i  knew 
not  my  way  homo,  and  if  1  bad  done  so,  should  not  have 
hod  the  heart  to  leave  ber. 

.    She  appalled  me  in  her  awful  stillness.     I  bad  nerer 
Been  death,  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  surely  I  saw  it  now. 

1  moaned  aloud,  thinking  to  Bummoa  aid.  I  did  no 
good. 

From  a  house  farther  down  a  woman  threw  open  her 
lattice,  and  shouted  to  me  to  be  quiot,  or  whe  would  brain 
nie  with  a  bit  of  wood.  A  youn^  sl«uder  laaji,  with  his 
hasids  folded  upon  a  book  that  bore  a  red  cross  on  its 
covur,  passed  by  on  the  other  side:  ho  paid  no  heed  to 
my  sad  ci'ies ;  doubtless  he  waa  on  his  way  to  early  matins, 
and  was  too  absorbed  in  thinking  of  his  own  salvation  to 
have  an  ear  for  me. 

Presently  there  came  into  the  street  a  cheery,  ruddy, 
titout-built  woman,  with  shining  bradS  pails  on  either  side 
of  hert  whoM  metal  clang  resounded  through  the  silence, 
and  brotJght  the  cats  out  from  the  area  rails,  eyeing  her 
exptictantly.  There  was  no  one  up  to  receive  her  in  any 
one  of  the  quiet  little  Ivouses  of  the  street ;  and  she  Blled, 


DEAD    BhdF.BFJ.LS. 


241 


from  her  milk  p^ils,  each  one  of  tbo  jii^'^Sn  or  pots,  or  tin 
cans,  wUieb  weru  set  out.  on  I  he  door-step,  aj^'ainst  her 
coming,  ia  that  curious  trusLfuloess  of  each  other,  which 
the  poor  so  often  sIjow  in  suuh  marked  contrast  with 
their  acrid  suspicions  of  the  rich. 

These  pots  aad  cans  wei'is.  foF  the  chief  part,  covered, 
but  in  ooa  or  two  the  cata,  dipping  tiieir  aoaos,  had  a 
feast;  and  one  unlucky  purfs^,  being  unable  to  wiLLidf&w 
her  head,  set  forth  full  gallop  in  her  prison^  raising  a  loud 
clatter  with  the  pitcher  on  (ije  paveniciit,  and  hanging  it 
to  and  fro  tllE  ijhe  rcleastid  borSf^lf. 

Even  at  that  nitinieat  I  could  not  but  think  how  like 
she  was  to  a  human  hemi^  caught  by  tho  nf^ck  iq  the  jjg" 
of  hia  poverty,  after  drinliing^  up  all  the  cream  of  pleasure  ; 
but  from  about  the  that's  head  the  earthen  ju^did  at  length 
break,  falling  away  ia  a  thousand  pieces:  who  ataongst 
you  ever  releases  hinaself  froai  the  irou  pot  of  debt  ? 

As  the  wotnao  drew  nearo^-  to  us,  I  gathered  hope 
that  she  would  atop  and  take  some  pity,  for  her  face  was 
a  broad,  and  homely,  aud  pleasant  one ;  and  she  had  the 
tan  of  the  Berkshire  sun  still  on  her  skin,  aud  the  acceot 
of  the  Berkshire  people  still  in  her  voice.  But  I  waa 
disappointed. 

She  glanced  at  the  recumbent  figure,  indeed,  but  she 
only  turned  aside  so  as  not  to  step  oii  it. 

"More  muclc  o'  bad  ^ells  1"  muttered  thia  eoraely-look- 
iQgj  &un-bronzed,  Pharisee,  with  her  pails — thas^paHsing 
on  mth  judgment. 

Her  cry  soon  echoed  down  a  diataut  street. 

1  waited  with  a  tremblings  heart,  powerless  and  very 
end. 

After  a  little  while  I  heard  a  suddenly  swift  pattering 
of  feet,  thw  rush  of  a  larg;e  breathless  body,  the  pimtiug' 
of  an  eager  creature,  and  round  a  corner  in  full  speed 
came  the  form,  of  a  big  brown  dog. 

Emaciated,  dust  covered,  footsore,  1  recognized  him  in 
a  moment :  it  was  Bronze. 

He  threw  himself  on  the  glrPs  form;  he  kissed  her 
frantically,  he  moaned  over  ber»  be  lashed  her  with  hia 
tall  in  a  paroxysm  of  Idiolatry  and  joy:  he  uever  saw 
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me,  but  I  did  not  need  one  ^Intme  from  bim  to  tell  mfl 
who  bis  darling  was. 

Wakeued  froai  her  traact;  by  bis  ruugb  rapturous  em- 
bracea,  the  child  Gladys  attiwlj  I'jiiaed  heraeU",  gazing:  at 
hiru  with  dim  ejes  that  were  uneonsoious  of  him,  and  of 
beri^eSf^  and  a!l  around  her;  thon  she  put  out  faer  baud^ 
feeulji  and  felt  and  grasped  him  by  his  loose  browti 
curU :  tiiea  t^tarled  and  looked  at  bim  with  a  straagti 
fiatty  of  gaze.  At  last,  with  a  cry  that  pierced  my  heart, 
BDo  flung'  her  arma  apound  him,  and  buriod  her  face  upon 
bi^  heck,  and  wnpL  in  a  veiy  passion  of  tears.  "01* 
B-onze,  duiir  Brunite,  g-ood,  preL-ious  Bt'onzol^'  she  umr- 
m^irod  wildly.  "  You  are  cume,  you  are  uoiae  I — then  be 
is  nearl" 

^roQze  crouched  in  silentw  at  her  feet. 

■'He  I3  here?  lie  ia  wall?  Ob,  tell  me,  Bronze," 
fiLa  gasped.     ''^ Dear,  dear  Bronze,  do  ttll  mel" 

BroDze  could  only  gazt?  at  her  with  tender  hazel  eyes, 
that  setmed  Lo  look  love  inio  her  very  aoul. 

■' Tiike  me  to  biin,  Brotize!"  she  cried.  "This  mo- 
ment— this  iiiomenL]  Look  I  I  ara  quite  stroirg  I" — and 
fiLiG  darted  to  her  feet,  uiid  stood  erect,  quiveriu^  all  over 
with  hope  and  drcail  and  l«:njyiti|r. 

BruQze  crouuhcd  ttgairi  at  h^t  fcet^  es  though  to  ea^ 
ti^at  pardon  for  a  diaohedient-e  be  could  not  help  ;  and 
moaned  —  a  piteouB  hcart-brokcu  and  beart-breakiit^ 
moan. 

She  sank  down  once  more,  being  ft^r  weaker  tb&d  shfl 
knew,  and  on  her  face  there  carao  a  giiastly  terror. 

She  seized  him,  and  held  him,  and  g'azed  into  bid 
eyus. 

"Bronze — Bronze  I"  she  gasped.  "Ob  God  I — id  h^ 
dead  ?     You  are  alone  I" 

Bronze  lifted  his  head,  and  sent  forth  on  the  still 
morning  air  a  long  wail  of  anguish,  terrible  aa  the  Irish 
coranach  over  an  open  gravu  : — then  down  bo  croucljod 
afresh  before  ber,  aud  ailontly  t-are&sed  her  feet,  her  hands, 
her  dress,  her  hair. 

She  knew  the  meaning  of  that  one  long  note  of  woe : 
and  without  a  cry,  without  a  si?u.  she  fell  back  even  ba 
one  dead  likewise,  her  beaU  atiLkiug  the  dull  ^to'uea,  LqT 
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Upe  breatbing-  with  strange  cuuffled  souail  tbot  wurd  of 
uttermost  desolation : 
"  Alone  I" 
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Teebe  came  down  the  strt:et  at  Ibat  inst^Qt  a  girl  who 
Baug  as  Bbe  went  a  enatcb  of  a  music-Lall  ballad. 

The  voice  was  fre&h  and  gay  and  verj  full  of  melody, 
the  mirthful  slang;  words  ran^  out  m  strange  contrast 
with  tha  gloom  and  the  silence  around  her,  She  waa  a 
pretty  L-reature  with  flushed  cheeks  aud  round  limbs,  fan- 
tastically Ibouffh  cheaply  attired,  whilst  her  chestnut  curly 
were  tumbled  in  picturesque  disorder  out  of  a  tiny  Wat* 
teau  bat  with  a  bunch  of  moas-royebuils  irt  its  froQt.  At 
$.  glance  I  recognized  in  Ler  the  little  Wood-Elf  of  the 
Coronet's  BJi'lesque,  Would  Ji  little  dancer  of  tioi'npipea 
and  singer  of  slaiiy  song-s  lie  more  merciful  than  the  pious 
yoatb  ou  hi»  way  to  his  cuiiticleg,  and  the  buxom  milk- 
woman  with  her  swift  judgment? 

Little  Courcy  waa  coming  no  doubt  fi-om  some  casino- 
ball  or  theatrical  supper,  that  had  been  prolonged  till 
suarise,  and  the  dovil  himself  would  be  strong  in  her,  and 
utter  tbroufl^h  her  mouth  some  eoarss  and  cruel  jest. 

Aa  she  approached,  her  eyea  fell  on  the  child  Gladya 
and  on  Bronze,  who  was  vainly  trying  all  he  knew  to  re- 
uall  bis  recovered  treasure  to  life  and  con&ciou&nesa.  She 
looked,  paused,  then  ciossed  the  street. 

"Mercy  on  me!  what  is  the  matter?"  she  cried,  As 
none  of  ns  gave  answer,  she  stooped  and  raised  the  girl'a 
insensible  form  against  the  steps,  and  loosened  her  dress^ 
and  fanned  her  with  her  little  hat.  These  efforts  failing, 
«he  darted  swiftiy,  with  more  regard  for  charity  thao 
honesty,  toward  one  of  the  little  milk  jugs  atauuing  hefore 
the  door  of  the  nearest  house.  It  was  a  slender  white 
phioa  pitcher,  and  she  forced  its  mouth  between  Gladys's 
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Iip8,  aud  poured  aome  of  tho  Btlll  warm  liquid  dowa  ber 
throat. 

After  a  fcw  nioiDents  it  revived  her;  her  eyea  opened 
with  a  dull  dreamy  stare  in  them.  Through  want,  and 
«£haustLL)D,  she  was  BtlLl  unconacioua  of  where  Bhe  was 
or  of  what  had  happened. 

"Are  you  better,  dear?"  asked  the  Wood-Elf  very 
kindly;  "  can't  you  hear  jno  ?  won't  you  speak?" 

"  I  do  Dot  kaow,'^  she  muttered.  "  He  is  dead, — be  ia 
dead-" 

"Who  is  dead?" 

Gladys  put  her  bands  to  ber  templee,  and  gazed  about 
her  with  the  lonk  of  a  huuted  deer. 

"  Ho  is,— louk  I — ^DroQEe  would  uever  hare  left  hitn, 
and  Bronze  is  fill  alone.  He  must  be  dead,  you  know^ 
he  must  I"  Jn  the  simple  words  there  was  an  unutter- 
able heart-broken  cenaiaty  of  an  irreparable  woe.  Nel- 
lio,  quick  of  thought,  answered  to  the  truth  as  ebe 
guegsed  it. 

"Are  you  only  sure  'be'  is  dead  because  the  dog  is 
alone?  That  is  no  proof.  Do^s  stray,  Of  are  stolen  very 
often.     Bo  not  thtuk  '  iie*  is  dead  only  from  that." 

The  g^irl  g^lanced  op  at  her  wiLh  eyes  in  which  fl  awift 
radiance  of  sudden  hope  shot  tbrou^b  the  dullness  of 
Btupefied  senses.  Then  her  lips  quivered,  and  she  burst 
into  a  passion  of  tears;  the  spirit  which  tyrannous  and 
vulgar  brutality  could  not  bend  broke  now  at  the  firat 
touoli  orkiudnesa. 

Nellie  let  tbat  teuipeet  of  grief  somewhat  exhaust  itaelf^ 
tiien  Bhe  Kpoko  a^ain. 

"My  home  is  close  by  here.  Come  along  with  me  if 
you  can  walk ;  you  are  uoC  lib  to  be  out  in  the  streets. 
Or  shall  I  go  home  with  you  \  is  it  far?" 

"  1  have  no  home." 

"  None  I  then  come  along  with  me  and  reat  a  bitn  We 
wil]  see  for  '  bim*  afterwards,  whoever  he  is.  Come 
along.     1  iive  close  by." 

Gladys  strove  to  rise. 

"  You  are  very  good/'  she  said  gently,  as  she  lifted  her 
fefijQds  to  her  forehead  again,  aad  looked  about  her  with 
that  pitiful,   woadetiug,   aacomprohendiug  look,     fior 


35] 


limbs  ireiubled  ;  she  Imtl  verjliUle  atreDg'lLi  and  scarcely 
aay  kuowledire  of  wlioro  aliG  waa  or  of  wiial  she  said. 

*■' Come,  IhcQ,"  saiil  Nellie  simply,  aad  alie  tyok  her 
hand  ia  bcrs,  aud  tialf  Led,  half  suppurlud  bur  thtougb 
tbat  street  ami  the  next,  Bronze  and  I  following  them 
close  at  baud.  He  bad  made  no  objection  or  opposition 
lo  iho  Wood-Elf's  possession  of  h\s  treasure,  nor  bad  be 
AH  yet  taken  aoy  uotico  or  givea  any  recogaition  of  my- 
self. 

Where  Kellio  went  was  to  a  vegetable  abop  ia  &  little 
Btreet  to  the  left  of  the  oae  in  which  she  had  fiiaad  us. 
It  was  a  email  place,  dingy,  dusky,  amuttj  from  the  sacks 
of  coal  tbat  were  also  sold  on  the  small  premisea  ;  but  with 
a  certain  fresh  and  pleni^anc  smell  from  cabbages,  and  let" 
tuces,  and  lemons,  and  thymes,  tbat  brougbt  vaguely  to 
my  seuaea  tbe  memory  of  the  little  herb-garden  in  the 
Peak. 

Early  as  it  wa.-?  the  sbuttera  were  down,  and  a  white- 
haired,  brown-faced  old  woman  was  washing^  aome  sage 
and  raarjory  in  a  wooden  bowl  of  water. 

"Lawk  &  tnuasey,  Nell,  why  when'll  be  a'  bed  next?" 
ehe  ci'iedj  catching  sight  of  her  late  returning  wanderer. 
"  Ten  to  aix,  as  I  live ;  1  doan't  like  it,  I  doan't  like  it." 

** Don't  you,  grandmother?"  said  Nell,  indJffefenlly. 
"  Well,  I  do,  and  that's  all  about  it.  Do  the  kettle  boil 
yet?" 

"  Kittle  waa  on  the  bile  beautiful  half  a  hour  agane,  hut 
she's  oil'  agen  now,  KiLlle.^  can't  be  looked  for  lo  bile 
forever,"  rcHjiooded  tbe  old  womau  with  a  little  asperily. 
"fo  my  young;  dayts  if  woucbea  bad  come  In  at  six 
o'clock,  after  trapcain'  and  flamickin'  about  all  nighty 
they'd  ha'  had  to  go  duwn  on  their  bended  kneea  'stoad 
0^  ailn',  like  a  queen,  if  kittles  biled.  But,  Lord's  sake  I 
wboVe  ye  brought  in  with  ye  V 

"A  girl  I  know,  that  wants  a  bit  of  breakfast.  I  met 
her  hard  by,  a  pretty  girl,  gran,  and  a  deal  more  re- 
i^pectable  than  I  am.  Now,  look  sharp,  there's  an  old 
dear,  and  get  me  some  lea,  and  put  a  dash  of  the  craythur 
La  it,  for  I'm  dead  tired,  and  so  is  she-" 

And  Nellie  therewith  half  drew,  half  forced,  up  the 
■tair^  and  into  a  littiie  roioi  at  Lhe  head  of  them,  the  Btlll 
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hQlF-senedeBf?,  haif-atupeOed  forra  of  GlailyB.    Broaw  and 
I  followed  of  cuur.^e. 

"  Do^a  !"  scri;wucd  the  old  womaji  bdow,  '*  two  dogs, 
Nell — Nell— tlieiu  nasty,  dualj',  uglj  beaaLSf  sba'n't  go 
up  ou  my  L-lean  hoards," 

But  we  were  up,  on  the  newly-scrubbed  stairs,  and 
Nell  called  out  with  cureless  answer  ta  the  clamor  that 
tbe  doj^s  might  do  as  tlioy  liked,  her  grandmother  WABa'C 
to  botber. 

Tlie  liiile  cbumijer,  like  all  about  the  [>lace,  was  scrupu- 
lously clt^an ;  it  was  ft  small  square  whitewashed  room, 
with  deal  furuUure  and  a  truckle -boil,  and  a  latticed 
window,  tliat  iuokod  out  dolefully  on  cbimtteys  and  ou 
roofs.  But  there  were  touches  of  gracu  aljout  it,  despite 
its  naktidnt?&s,  as  Ihei'e  were  aboul  I^«l]  herself,  despite 
her  impudence;  ubout  the  Httle  window  the  goldeu-drop 
creeper  grew  out  from  a  pot,  aud  ''^inade  u  suni^hine  in 
that  shady  place."  ThtTc  waa  a  canary  in  a  bright  braaa 
eajje  canopied  with  while  blosaoiutd  chickweed  ami  the 
amber  liifts  of  ^ijroundsel.  There  was  a  heap  of  bright- 
hueil  things  iii  a  corner,  which,  tboajfh  only  the  trumpery 
satins  mid  tinfoil  glitter  of  stage  costumes,  still  made  a 
glow  of  culH:jr  and  a  Hbiiie  of  silver.  Audi  on  the  bed  waa 
a  short  full  fikii't  of  luse-hued  larlalau,  that  was  freah 
and  dainty  aud  unworu,  and  ^ave  samethlii^  of  the 
grisette'd  grace  to  the  barren  attic-  This  new  bull  robe 
Nellie  ca«t  a^itle,  as  roughly  as  though  it  were  an  old 
piece  of  Baeking,  and  wi(,h  a  gentle  force  pushed  her 
guest  down  upou  the  pallet,  and  bade  her  He  there  and 
not  s]>eak. 

GHadys  obeyed,  her  senses  still  but  half  awake  and  in- 
capable of  resistance,  and  Bronze,  flinging  his  huge  form 
on  the  bed  at  her  feet,  kept  watch  audi  ward  over  bor 
safety. 

In  ftnd  out  of  tbe  room  the  Wood-Elf  darted,  some 
half  doaen  times,  noiselessly  always,  and  brought  by  de- 
grees tea  and  toast,  and  bread,  and  a  cluster  of  round 
radisheBr  white  and  smooth  ais  ivory,  and  a  green  fresh 
crown  of  dewy  cress.  All  the  while  the  voice  of  the  old 
WDinau  below  waa  grumbling,  in  a  running  chorua  of 
bl&me  and  of  complaint;  but  Nellie  paid  no  heed.     In- 


THE    WOOD-ELF. 


358 


dieed,  fts  \  learned  later,  she  was  jnstiGed  in  this,  ainca 
her  money  paid  the  house  m\A  all  that  was  thorcin. 

Vaialy  did  she  entreat  the  gir]  Gladys  to  touch  food; 
she  could  not  eat.  Food  was  loatbaome  to  one  who  had 
been  without  it  for  four-and-twenlj  bourg,  and  whu  for  a 
month  past  had  well-nigb  fitai'v^d.  Not  so  her  good 
Sftttiaritarn,  who.  hairing'  eateu,  four  hours  earlier,  a  bearty 
HUpper  of  lobj?ter,  oysters,  ices,  and  confectionery,  at- 
tacked with  a  will  the  radishes  and  bread  and,  butter. 
The  infusion  of  braiiiJj  iii  the  tea,  which  she  had  put  uti- 
kooWD  to  her  yoiini:^  wayfarer,  acted  like  a  soporiGc  Ofl 
the  child,  who  probably  had  incver  tasted  the  spirit  in 
her  life.  It  flushGd  her  face,  it  xvariued  her  chill  and 
trenibling'  limbs,  it  made  her  eyelids  hoary,  and  drop 
with  sleep,  against  her  will  or  even  her  knowletin;8. 

Deep  drenmlosB  slumber,  like  the  slumber  of  an  infant, 
came  over  her,  and  she  lay  on  the  narrow  bed  with  all 
that  beautiful  nnconseioua  colorless  repoBe  yoa  see  in  a 
dead  child  wlio  hag  died  painlessly. 

Bronze^  crouchini^  nearer,  and,  also,  refuging  all  offers 
of  food,  sinee  they  involved  the  leaving  of  hia  past, 
Btretched  himself  on  giuard. 

Nellie,  muuehiug;  her  radishes  as  rabbits  munch  clover, 
sat  and  looked  at  bei'  with  curiosity. 

*' Ey  the  looks  on  hi?r  she'd  do  for  the  proFesaien,"  the 
Wood  BIF  nmtterod  to  herself,  "  But  I  gue&s  she'd  go 
and  break  her  heart  iii  it,  j\s  that  D'Eyiicourt  woman  did. 
You  hoaest  loyal  thiii^,"  she  went  on,  laying-  a  quantity 
of  broken  bread  beside  Bronze,  "your  bonca  are  half 
throLtg-h  your  skin,  and  you're  fairly  perished,  and  yet 
you'll  go  without  eating  rather  than  leave  her.  Hang 
me,  (f  you  doaib  'uns  don't  beat  us  hollow  I" 

Then,  withoat  notiein^  me,  she  threw  off  all  her  finery, 
dipped  her  face  into  a  pan  of  cold  water  to  take  the  rougg 
off,  wrapped  herself  in  an  old  blanket,  and,  curling'  her- 
self up  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  was  soon  fast  asleep  like 
a  dormoufje. 

In  Bomething  leas  than  three  hours,  by  the  tolling  of 
the  city  clocks,  she  awokor  All  women  are  not  at  all 
pretty  when  they  awake^ — i^ame  look  very  stupid,  gnrnn 
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Tery  cross,  some  very  pallid  and  tmttdj  ]  but  Nellie  loolted 
pretty,  with  her  chceku  rb  red  as  roses  and  her  eyes  aa 
blue  ftB  foi'£?et>me-noiK,  and  her  chestnut  waves  of  Lair  atl 
tumbled,  and  her  ruddy  mouth  half  puutiag  and  half 
yawning. 

She  splashed  about  in  her  cold  water  like  an  otter  or  a 
Bulmon;  came  out  of  it  ruddy,,  and  freah,  and  dripping',  like 
a  rose  in  a  shower;  then  fihe  dressed  herself  very  aoflly, 
wrote  on  a  big  card  with  ^reat,  sprawling,  ill-formed  let- 
ters, "  You  are  with  a  friend.  Do  not  fe.ar!"  put  the 
card  where  the  sleeper'a  eyea  would  fall  on  it  if  tiiey  un- 
cloaed,  and  then  left  the  room,  locking  the  door  from 
without. 

"  Wijat  d'je  know  o'  that  wench  up-9tairs  ?  Next  to 
nothing,  VM  be  bound,"  I  heard  the  old  woraan^s  fiTum- 
biing  voice  a&k  as  she  went  down. 

"Less  than  nothing',  gran,"  the  Wood-Elf  answered 
gayly.  "  But  I'll  wager  she's  a  good  girl^  and  that's  more 
than  I  ami" 

"  Y're  good  enow,'^  grumbled  the  old  dame,  "  if  yer 
wouldn't  stop  out  so  long  a'  nights  \  and  if  ye  wouldn't 
spend  such  a  power  of  money  on  yes"  vlytnals  and  yer 
finery  ;  and  if  ye  wouldn't  be  allays  a  givin'  credit  to  all 
them  trapezin'  poor  as  asks  yer,  and  a  waetin'  apples  and 
nuts  and  pennarths  o'  baccy  on  all  the  young  'unsund  the 
old  'uns  o*  tiie  street." 

The  Wood-Elf  only  laughed,  and  (by  the  more  distant 
echo  of  the  laugh)  disappeared,  I  think,  into  the  street. 

As  for  me,  I  was  in  high  dudgeon  to  be  unrecognised 
and  pent  in  durance  Kke  thisj  and  Bronze  would  not 
enter  into  any  sort  of  conversB  nor  permit  me  to  utter  a 
sound  or  move  a  limb,  lest  I  sbould  disturb  the  sleep  of 
Gladys. 

I  felt  deep  interest  in  her }  I  could  not  help  it ;  bat  I 
also  wanted  greatly  to  return  to  Beliran,  and  I  thought 
with  a  sort  of  anguish  of  the  delicious  minced  chicken  on 
which  his  servant  was  wont  at  this  hour  of  the  day  to 
regale  lue.  One's  regrets  for  a  loat  friend  are  never  so 
poignant  as  w  hen  that  loss  also  entaila  a  limitation  of  one^a 
daily  dainties 

So  I  withdrew  myself  In  a  corner  and  sulked,  baring 
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an  erroD€oua  notion,  caught  up  from  bumaD-kiad,  that 
Bnlkmess  was  a  hue  vindicntion  of  dignity. 

With  noon  the  Waod^Elf  returned,  having  been  down, 
I  dai"B  Bay,  to  the  theater  in  that  toilsome  routine  which 
forma  the  moat  laborious  port  of  the  profession.  To  skip 
and  sing  and  spout  at  aight  in  the  blaze  of  the  light,  with 
the  stimulus  of  the  crowded  house^  and  the  flattery  of  the 
clapping  hands, — that  is  well  enough,  even  when  one  ia 
Tot  a  star  but  only  a  little  fifth-rate  performer  with  a 
guinea  a  week.  But  to  tr&mp  down  to  Ibe  house  at  noon, 
it)  snow,  or  rain,  or  heat,  or  tenipest,  and  go  through  all 
the  dreary  repetitions  in  the  ugly  darkened  daylight,  to 
be  scolded  by  &bril]  voices,  and  to  ho  pushed  about  by 
rough  hands,  and  to  stand  till  your  legs  ache  while  scenes 
are  shifted  and  elaborate  sets  are  arranged — ah!  think 
twice,  my  good  maiden,  uuless  indeed  you  be  &  Kaehel 
or  a  Mars,  before  you  refuse  the  comely  villajc-carpefl- 
ter'a  marriage  troth,  or  leave  the  old  father's  mill-house  in 
the  woods,  or  fling  away  the  homely  peace  of  life  on  the 
moor  farm,  for  this, 

Gladys  oni^e  during  her  absence  had  awakened  anrj 
started  and  gazed  about  her,  then  beholding  Bronze  and 
reading  the  kindly  words  od  the  great  card,  hftd  sighed 
and  siuilod  as  in  a  dream,  aud  fallen  once  more  into 
fil  ember. 

The  opening  of  the  door  arouaed  her  now^  and  aroused 
her  fully. 

She  sprang  up  oa  her  bed,  and  turned  her  beautiful 
wild  eyes  on  Nellie. 

"Wiio  ars  you  that  are  bo  good  to  me?  And  where 
6m  I?  And  how  is  he?  And  why  is  Bronze  alive,  yet, 
fill  iiloue  ?     Ob,  tell  me  I    Pruy  do  tell  me  I" 

Nellie  aut  down  beside  her  and  regarded  her  with  per- 
plexity. She  scarcely  knew  what  was  best  to  say  \  and 
ehe  was  absorbed  iu  gazing  with  all  her  might  at  this 
creature,  stiil  younger  and  far  more  desolate  thaa  she, 
whom  yet  she  felt  ve&a  aa  widely  different  from  her  ag 
though  she  had  eonie  from  one  of  those  distant  worlds  o( 
EitLTH  which  the  little  dancer  who  dwelt  in  the  gas-glare 
of  citiea,  acareeever  even  saw. 

Gladys  caught  both  her  hauda. 
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"Oh,  do  toll  mc  I  You  are  so  good,  and  you  wrota 
yourself  there  ray  friend.  What  is  it  that  has  happened? 
and  why  is  Bronae  here  ?  and  where  is  Harold  ?" 

Nellio  waa  foi'cod  to  answer  soniething^. 

"  My  dear,  I  don't  know,"  abp  said,  slowly.  "  I  found 
you  in  the  street.  You  had  fainted.  I  brought  you 
borne  with  me.  That's  all.  Whose  dog  is  Brt>Q2e  ?— 
aud  who  aro  you?" 

The  splendid  Bash  of  hope  paled  out  of  tlie  §"1^*6  face. 
IL  grew  white  with  vague  fear. 

"I  am  Gladys  Gerant/'  she  angwered.  breathlessly j 
*'  aad  Bronze  belonged  to  ray  brother,  who  took  him  away 
with  him  a  year  ag-o.  And  I  came  to  London  aorae 
weeks  since,  and  I  went  to  ihe  houae  where  Harold  had 
written  bi3  last  letters^  and  be  was  not  there.  They  only 
knew  that  he  had  left  them — long  ago;  andloever  have 
learned  more.  And  Bronze  rushed  on  me  to-day,  and 
then  I  round  he  was  alone.  I  was  sure  that  Harold  must 
be  dead,  or  tbo  dog  would  never  have  left  him," 

She  spoko  in  an  agony  of  dread,  her  slender  haada 
locked  hai'd  in  one  another. 

It  wus  on  inartictilttte  slight  fragment  for  Nellie  to 
gather  any  sense  fi'oiii  it,  But  she  had  tact,  and  said  the 
first  thing  that  seemed  best  to  her. 

"Dead? — because  Bronze  ia  aioue  ?  What  nonsenas, 
child  I  Who  put  such  fancies  in  your  head  ?  The  best  of 
dogs  gets  loKt  over  and  over  again.  Why,  if  be  waa 
half  09  food  of  your  brother  as  you  say,  he'd  never  have 
left  his  grave, — that  you  may  take  your  word  on." 

'"  That  is  true,"  murmured  Gladys.  "  You  would 
never  bavo  left  bis  grave,  would  you  Bronze  ?  dear,  good, 
patient,  precious  Bronze?" 

"  That  I  would  not,  could  I  have  found  it,"  eaid 
Bronze's  wistful  eyes  as  ho  listened. 

"  That  be  would  Qot,"  averred  Nellie,  *'  This  Harold 
of  yours  is  altve^ — depend  on  it;  the  dog  got  astray 
Bomewheres,  and  smelt  you  out,  aa  those  clever  beaata 
always  does.     What  waa  Harold  ?" 

"Harold?     A  poet!" 

There  was  a  superb  glory  atid  pride  on  her  yoaog  wan 
face  ^f.  Bbc  spoke  those  words.    Nellie^  like  the  practiiral^ 
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Bhrewd,  little  wordliag  that  she  was,  gave  a  ei^ificaat 
ehmg. 

"  A  poet!  Wants  a  deal  o*  monej  to  be  of  that  trade! 
Was  he  rich  ?" 

*'  Oh  QO.     We  have  beua  very  poor." 

"  And  he  come  to  town  to  seek  his  fortune  ?  Aod  to 
make  a  great  iiiau  of  his-aclf  ? 

'"  Re  came  to  Loudtfn  for  that — yea." 

"  Aud  what  did  you  come  for  ?" 

*'  Ooly  to  find  him  " 

■"  Whew  I     Without  aa  address  V 

*'  I  had  that  one.  But.  he  bad  not  written  for  sa  long 
that  I  felt  certain  something''  had  happened.  Oh,  some* 
thing  has  I — something  must  I'' 

ishe  bid  her  face  upon  her  hantlfi,  and  elfaddered.  The 
dim  shadow  of  ati  uaknowD  woe  is  worse  atill  than  th« 
prefiytice  of  a  fsUu!it.y  whose  worst  is  told. 

"NoQsensel"  criyd  NcUic  liupcraLivuly.  "You  must 
not  fret  yoiiraelf  like  that.  Youog  men  have  a  hundred 
diflbreflt  hMigiiig-liouaea  in  a  twelvemonth.  For  you  to 
come  to  look  for  him  in  thai  Bort  of  way  is  just  madoess 
lite — ^yuu  mi^^ht  as  well  set  to  look  for  needles  iaa  bundle 
o'  hay.  He  might  be  within  a  etoue'a-tlirow  of  ye,  and 
you  never  kuow  it.  Never  think  a  man  dead  for  that 
little,  We'll  try  and  find  him.  Poets  isii't  bo  eomaioa 
aa  woitien  ;  and  I'll  ask  aotue  gentlemeQ  I  know  as  writes 
iu  papers.  But  eome^  telL  me  a  bit  more  about  yourgelf, 
dear.     Are  yeu  all  aluue  in  this  place?" 

"  I  ain  all  alone  in  the  world." 

"Goodnesal  Well^a  many  is.  Only  you  look  as 
if  you'd  nevot  rouyhed  it  like.  How  did  It  come  about, 
if  one  may  ask  ?" 

Gladys,  hy  one  of  those  &tri>ng  efforts  by  which  gha 
bad  restrained  all  emotion  when  »hc  had  given  the  locket 
to  ber  tyraut,  looked  up  with  dry  ealm  eyes,  and  gpoka 
with  a  low  and  steady  voice. 

"  Of  course  yoQ  may  ask  everything.  You  hft^e  been 
80  good " 

"  I  aren^t  good  I"  said  the  Wood -Elf  pettishly,  while  the 
Qolor  epran^  rnddily  in  ber  cheeks, 

"Ton  are  lo  me.     That  is  all  I  know.     It  happened  in 
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tljiu  nay:  we  Imil  a  fiEnn  in  Subhoi,  such  a  fteab,  lovaly^ 
quiet  |il:ir-e.  My  father  was  nevei*  rich;  but  he  was 
better  ihau  rich;  so  wige,  so  gentle,  so  God-rearing,  sf> 
laving  to  liis  men,  and  to  his  beaala.  I  always  think 
that  Isaac  must  have  been  just  such  a  raaa  aa  he.  And 
we  were  very  bappy — verj^tbough  troul>1e3  came.  You 
know  farmiag  is  but  uncert&ia  work;  the  sun,  and  the 
iviad,  and  the  rain,  und  the  snow  are  all  its  ministers; 
hut  they  rule  v^ry  ill  for  it  sometimes.  When  I  was 
quite  a  little  child  I  think  we  had  no  wantf  but  I  can 
hardly  rememher  the  time  that  there  was  not  some 
flQxiety  in  the  house.  My  father  was  very  generoua, 
and  always  gave  much  to  the  poor;  h©  could  not  sit 
down  and  break  bread  for  himself  knowing  that  anotbep 
wanted  it  witRin  his  reach.  And  the  sheep  would  sicken, 
and  the  Iambs  die,  and  the  wheat  rot,  and  the  hops 
wither — so  often,  so  oftea  I  Not  from  any  fault  of  my 
father's,  bat  just  from  the  cruelty  of  thing's,  aa  it  seemed. 
And  yet  the  life  was  so  happy  !— at  least  I  thoiig-bt  it  so. 
Haroldj  I  know,  grew  tired,  and  chafed  because  of  the 
Btillaess,  aod  would  leave  us,  and  ^o  forth  to  make  the 
world  ring  with  his  name,  as  be  said.  My  father  took 
blame  to  himself  becauM,  he  said,  that  it  bad  been  his 
reading  aloud  of  Shakspeare,  and  Milton,  and  Massinger, 
and  Ford,  and  Jouson,  and  all  of  them  that  had  first 
moved  poor  Harold  with  this  spirit  of  loading  and  of 
unrest;  I  do  not  think  it  was  that:  Harold  was  horn  to 
dream  dreams.  But  I  tiiUbt  not  trouble  yon  with  this — 
you  ouly  want  to  know  why  I  am  here.  Weil,  Harold 
left  us,  and  my  mother  seemed  to  droop  ever  after.  In  a 
Jittle  time  she  died  ;  of  the  cold,  they  said,  since  she  was 
delicate  in  healthy  but  I  am  sure  what  killed  her  was  the 
absence  of  Harold,  Ho  was  full  of  grief  when  he  heard 
of  it;  hut  he  did  uot  offer  to  return.  Nor  did  ray  father 
press  it.  '  If  the  lad  can  do  for  himself  it  will  be  well,' 
he  used  to  say.  '  To  come  back  hither  is  to  be  buried 
under  the  timbers  of  a  falliug  house.'  He  meant  by  that, 
thing's  were  very  ill  with  us,  and  that  he  bad  no  heritage 
to  bequeath  to  mj  brother.  The  land  had  been  morti- 
ga^ed  many  a  year,  had  been  mortgaged  when  be  came 
to  it  by  my  grandparents      But  he  had  always  paid  io' 
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feereet  to  the  day^  and  those  wht>  held  (he  inorlgagea  had 
promised  solemuly  Dever  to  call  for  more.  The  year  ihat 
Harold  left  us  was  one  of  misfortuae  from  seed-time  to 
barveat.  The  cattle  died  ;  the  hay  failed  bocaiise  of  the 
droug'ht;  the  hops  did  not  yield,  and  two  of  the  best 
horses  were  struck  by  lightning ;  nothing  fared  well  of  it 
all.  It  was  a  terrible  summer  ;  terrible,  and  yet  ao  l>eau- 
tiful  I  Thua,  at  last,  my  father  for  once  could  dot  pay  all 
the  sums  that  were  due,  aud  the  mortg^ageea  broke  faith 
with  him,  amd  claimed  the  old  house  and  all  the  lands. 
My  father  was  a  proud  man.  and  just,  and  upright ;  and 
I — it  killed  him.  He  died  of  paralysis,  they  say;  but  it 
was  only  hia  heart  that  was  broken  I  When  he  was 
dead,  they  took  all.  They  said  that  there  was  nothing- 
for  Harold  or  me  ;  it  raigbt  be  so,  I  cannot  tell-  I  only 
know  they  thrust  me  o^er  the  threshold  the  first  day 
that  be  was  laid  im  his  grave.'* 

A  convulsive  shudder  shook  her,  and  the  reini?  of  her 
throatswelled  like  cords;  but  she  kept  calmness  still,  acd 
ended  her  tale  in  a  few  brief  phrases. 

"A  woman  who  Jiveii  m  a  village  near,  took  me  to  her 
home  through  the  winter.  A  good,  old,  tender  creature, 
blind,  to  whom  I  read,  and  for  whom  I  wrote.  She  said 
my  father  had  been  good  to  her  in  ber  youth.  But  when 
the  sprint^  oame  I  could  not  live  on  her  charity.  It  waa 
not  possible.  I  served  her  in  the  rough,  cotd  season; 
but  witb  the  bright  weather  a  young  niece  of  hers  always 
arrived,  and  then  I  know  she  could  really  need  me  no 
mote.  Besides,  I  longed  to  see  Harold.  So  I  came 
hither  I  had  a  little  money;  Svc  pounds  in  silver  that 
my  godmothor  once  bad  saved  for  me,  all  in  bright  si.x- 
pences,  and  I  thought  it  would  last  well  enough  till  I  had 
found  my  brother.  But  you  see — it  went  so  little  way. 
It  was  almost  all  gone,  it  seemed,  in  a  week  ortwo.  Then, 
I  bought  some  'iowera  and  tried  to  sell  them;  but  I  did 
ntit  g«ta^ain  so  mueh  as  I  paid  for  them  ;  and — and — tha 
people  were  so  rude,  so  jeering,  so  cruel,  And  at  last  I 
had  no  money,  and  the  woman  of  the  house  turned  me 
out,  and — there  ia  no  more  to  tell.  Only  that  now  I  have 
found  Bronze  all  alone,  I  am  sure  that  my  brother  ia  nob 
with  the  living," 
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She  ceaaed,  and  was  verj  still ;  still  with  that  quiet  of 
absolute  gfififwhidi  tg  Hir  tnore  intense  in  its  desolation 
than  aU  more  passionato  ami  eloquent  emotions. 

Nellie  had  listeiird  with  grent  tears  gathering  in  her 
bright  ejeathat  had  the  sunny  asure  of  the  little  cuckoo^a 
eye  flowers. 

She  was  touohod,  she  wa.s  nwed,  she  waa  anbdiiod,  she 
ivft3  fof  otic'O  jit  ft  loss  for  all  words, 

"Don't  wed  ynursGlf  to  that  fani^y,  dear,''  she  said 
Boftly,  at  last.  ■"  May-be  after  a  bit  the  dog-  will  help  you 
find  hhn.  As  I  telled  you,  them  poor  beasts  neFer  leave 
tboir  mafiters'  graves;  and  it's  mare  like  by  far  that 
Bronze  have  been  stray.  Wliose  dog;'3  that  other  little 
white  'uQ  that  was  with  you  ?" 

"One  that  I  found  last  night.  And  now,— may  I  Q&t 
know  who  you  are  that  hare  been  so  good  to  me  ?" 

The  Wood-BIf  flushed  a  little  hotly  under  the  short 
locks  of  auburn  that  fell  over  faer  forehead  in  a  thiuk, 
waving  fringe 

"  My  name'9  Nell  Browne.  Leastways,  I  was  haptizod 
BO  m  the  Poorhou^e.  My  mother  came  tramp,  they  aay^ 
she  died  the  day  I  waa  born,  locked  «p,  I  think,  in  a  sort 
of  a  damp  hutch.  Nobody  knew  she  was  in  trouble  till 
they  looked  in  in  the  morning:  and  found  me — and  her 
dead.  There's  a  many  dies  that  kind  of  way.  They  never 
knew  ny  more  about  me,  nor  who  my  father  was.  I  dwe 
eay  he  wasn't  no  good.  So  it  don't  matter.  Gran  hero 
ia  no  irrandtnother  of  mine.  They  farmed  me  on*  to  her 
when  I  was  seven,  as  a  kind  of  little  maid  like.  The  old 
woman  kept  a  little  tca-^hop  in  a  village  down  in  Berks; 
and  she  was  very  good  to  me;  never  beat  me;  not  once. 
Well,  you  see,  when  I  grew  up  a  bit  I  was  pretty  and 
liaaom ;  and  I  ihoui^'ht  as  I  mi^^^bt  do  better  uor  go  on 
flweepin*,''  out  a  little  sty  of  a  tea-shop  all  my  daye.  So  I 
bid  good-by  to  gran,  and  the  noddin'  Chiney  figures,  and 
J  eome  np  here  to  seek  my  fortune " 

"And  they  were  not  cruel  to  you  ?" 

"Bless  you,  oiy  dear!"  answered  Nell  hastily,  with  the 
color  still  hot  on  her  face,  and  her  eyes  wandering  a  little 
away  to  the  speck  of  g-old  that  the  canary  made  against 
ibe  lig^bt,     "YoiCr^  the  sort  Life's  cruel  to:~*not  mo.     I 
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got  all  m}^  banging  aboi.t  in  the  workhouse.  I'fe  done 
pretty  well  sioco.  You  soo,  P^e  a  knack  of  siugiug  and 
jigging  about,  and  IS'e  the  go  of  it  in  mc,  and  so  I  took  to 
it  natural,  as  tt  were,  and  I've  fared  very  well  as  tbings 
run.  I've  been  liFeyeai's  at  it,  tboug^hyou  wouldn't  hardly 
thitjk  SO}  I'ui  twcuty  cunie  Juiie,  and  I  waa  fifteen  wbea 
1  left  granny  and  the  Chiney  tiodding-nien." 

Gladys  luukt'd  lieftiJdiMvd.  "I  lion't  understandj"  she 
Haid  softly.     "  What  Is  it  that  you  do?" 

"Sta^f,  my  dear,"  said  Nellie  a  little  curtly,  "th^  thea- 
ter, you  know." 

Gladys's  eyes  opened  in  mute  awe,  and  radiated  with  a 
Boienin  woodor. 

"The  stft*el — what,  do  yoii  play  Beatrice?"  she  tnur- 
mured  tireatblt;ssly,  "and  Victoria  Corromhona.,  and  the 
Duchess  of  Malfi^and  Imog-ene,  acd- '* 

"  Dear  heart,  no,"  cried  Nellie,  laughter  back  on  her  Hpa 
though  her  tears  were  not  dry  on  her  cbeeka.  "  jUe  taka 
leading  business?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  I  just  dress  as  a  boy, 
or  a  sprite,  or  a  devil,  or  something  queer^  and  jump  about, 
and  sing',  and  talk  balderdash,  and  luuk  pretty ;  that's  alt 
I  have  to  do.  It  was  awfully  hard  at  Qrst,  you  know.  One 
could  only  begin,  of  course,  with  peoay  gaffs,  and         '* 

"Penny  gaffs  I" 

*'I  beg  your  pardon;  I  meaa  low  placea  of  amusements, 
where  the  poor  people  come." 

"Poor  people  need  not  be  low," 

"  Oh,  of  course  not,  but  they  mostly  are.  And  that's 
how  one  has  to  begin.  But  that's  over  now.  I'm  at  a 
fashionable  house,  and^—aud— it's  all  right  enough.  A 
year  ago,  when  I'd  made  eonie  money,  I  thought  I'd  go 
aad  have  a  look  at  the  tea-shop.  So  I  went  down  byre- 
turo  one  Saturday  to  the  little  old  Tillage,  and  I  asked 
after  granoy.  The  Cbiaey  men  was  there,  nodding  fit  to 
kill  themselves,  and  looking  wise  as  judges;  the  street  was 
there,  aad  the  trees  were  there  ;  and  an  old  cat,  as  was  our 
kitten  when  1  first  went  to  sweep  out  the  shop,  was  there 
too,  a  BunniDg  of  herself  on  the  doorstep.  But  poor  old 
graa  wasu't  there.  She'd  come  to  grief;  got  in,  debt,  you 
kojw, — and  all  the  plant  and  the  things  had  been  sold 
right  over  her  head^  and  she  was  living  on,  the  pariah  ia 
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the  wrctcbedeat  old  alaishoupe,  hard  by  lije  charcb. 
J  just  said  to  her,  'Come  along,  gran^  anJ  keep  bouse 
ulong  of  me,*  and  I  took  this  bit  of  a  place,  and  set  her 
up  in  busiQesB  lil^e,  because  she's  happier  tbinkiug  3B  how 
ehe  does  BQDiethiQg' for  her  own  living.  And  she'sagood 
deal  of  UBB,  the  old  wooinii  is',  slio  gives  cads  right  down 
facDiB  when  they  come  after  me ;  anil  it  makes  it  feel  n  bit 
like  &.  home^^  you  know,  baring  her,  though  she's  cranky 
lis  cranky  can  be.  It's  a  sort  of  fancy  one  has — that  of 
getting'  a  home,  when  one's  basu't  had  none  but  a  work- 
house." 

In  the  expreasive  eyea  of  Gladys  Q-erant  I  Baw  a  hun- 
dred cbao^eg  pass  whilst  Nellie  spoke.  There  w*e 
fihrinfciu;^  distaste  j  there  was  wondering  non-comprelien- 
pion;  there  was  an  infiticietive  sense  of  wrong-,  and  yet 
there  wnre  the  swift  sympathies  of  a  noble  nature  with  that 
gratitude  which  had  tliu:^  paid  its  debt  to  aa  old  and  help- 
less creature,  and  with  that  wistful  desire  for  41  life  denied, 
H  love  unknown,  that  thus  broke  out  lU  Nellie's  latest 
words. 

She  did  not  answer  for  a  moment;  these  two  young 
lives,  BO  widely  sundered  by  training  and  temper,  be- 
wildered one  another.  They  had  only  the  common  ground 
of  their  mutual  trust. 

"Are  you  hnppicf  than  I,  never  to  have  loved  any— 
never  to  have  grieved  fur  any?"  eaid  Gladys,  softly. 
"No,  I  think  not;  I  wish— I  wish  you  had  sacb  oaemo- 
riea  aa  iriine."' 

"  Oh  God!  So  do  I  wish  I"  cried  Nellie  with  a  curiona 
pj^Bsionate  cry ;  she  rose  impetuously  and  crossed  to  where 
her  canary  hung  j  she  felt,  I  oelieve,  aa  though  she  would 
have  died  in  the  streets  oq  the  tflorrowonly  to  have  such 
memorieg  of  the  beloved  dead,  as  this  child  possessed  and 
cherished. 

"  But  you  &ee,"  Gkdya  murmured,  with  a  strange  sad 
tender  stuile  uptjn  ber  face,  "I  have  had  all  my  summer 
ia  my  spring;  it  is  all  over  now.  There  are  nothing 
Ijdt  the  night  and  the  wiatcr.  While  you— yon  have 
had  the  cold  and  the  darkness  first-  your  sun  has  yet  \n 
daw  a. " 

NelJie  turned  quickly  and  stared  at  her.    She  had  aerer 


ehfi  said  suddenly. 

^'  I  ?  oh  no  I  Ilnrold  could  tell  wliat  he  felt,  I  can  only 
feel  ;  but  I  am  rt'aleiJ  qhw.  I  mu^l  go,  1  cannot  Lhunk  jou, 
only " 

*'  Gu  I  what  di>  yi>u  mean  to  do  ?" 

"  1  do  uut  know,  I  aiu  not  af^■a^d.  God  will  give  idr 
Bome  iViend  ai^  he  gave  mc  you." 

"Nonsense!  I'jivtua  j^obblc  up  wortna  on  their  own 
hook,  ttuU  st;w  up  the  renrs  in  their  own  nests:  they  dou*t 
go  about  on  heavenly  measftgfts  nowadays." 

^'BuL  j/ou  must  have  found  friends  when  you  came 
hither,  quite  alouu  ?" 

Kdliy's  ciK-eka  flni?hed.  "That's  neithcf  here  nor 
there  I  Friends  t  a  woman  has  no  fi  lends  unless  she  has 
two  thousand  a  yoar.  She  has  only — but  that's  no  odds 
to  talk  about.  J  uat  you  stay  thei-e,  stay  as  long  as  you 
like — stay  till  you  are  strong;;  and  then  we'll  wt  about 
eeeing:  for  Harold.^' 

"I  could  not  i'lwc  nu  your  charily." 

There  waa  that  singular  dignity  in  the  aU3W<?r  with 
which  ^hiw  delicate,  terrifit-d,  detioiale  child  had  awed  her 
vulvar  tyrant;  a  pinde  lotlj,  ataitUess,  JDcapablo  of  accept- 
ing- alms 

"  Charity!*'  cried  Nellie,  quickly  catching  t!ie  tone  and 
translating  it  ang-bt,  "  it  wouldn't  be  no  charity  of  miue. 
You're  so  different  to  mc :  bo  gentlc'born  like,  and  usea 
such  fair  latiij:uage;  and  I  desaay  so  clever,  tin d  book 
learned,  and  all  that.  There's  a  deal  you  might  do  for 
me,  for  I  ain't  no  scholar,  and  if  J  could  only  read  hard 
words  off  quicker  and  speak  'em  with  a  nicer  accent,  as  it 
were,  why,  they  till  say  as  I've  ^  deal  of  talent,  and  there 
isn't  the  least  aloni  of  reason  why  I  shouldn't  take  amuch 
higher  liue  of  business.  And  all  that  you  might  teach 
me;  only  by  byiug  with  yuu  Vd  pick  jt  up  like,  and  thea 
one  day,  pbraps.  when  youVo  found  your  brother  (for  I'm 
sure  as  he  may  be  fouud  and  sbaH  be  found),  he'll  write 
a  great  play  fur  me,  and  I'll  make  a  grand  bit  in  it,  and 
then  we  simll  both  eay  what  wonderful  g-ood  has  come  of 
lirouze'a  hollering  out,  and  bringing  of  me  to  you  ou  a 
Bpriug  moralug,  all  by  chaaee  like,  douH  yoii  see?" 


S61 


PUCK. 


Glarlyg  lookfd  fit  her  with  a  look  of  mfinit*  comprelieo 
Bion  fin<i  ^i-atitnde. 

"I  see  how  nobly  yoa  try  to  ninke  me  think  jour 
charity  a  sollishncBS,  but  I  bob  no  lit  return  that  I  could 
giro  you  for  livini?  at  your  co3t ;  and  I  must  beg"  of  yon 
to  Ii^t  uie  biive  my  way, — find  gn." 

■' Qu  to  doath  or  penlition,  you  iunocout  creature  I'* 
tuulterud  Nell :  tbcu  at  that  iustant  she  caught  Ji^ightufthe 
coUar  oil  uivneck,  iind  dartod  at  mo,  and  read  lb«  inscrip- 
tion, glad  of  some  diversion,  in  her  eloquence  failed  of  itt* 
point.  She  dropped  me  oa  the  flour,  with  that  (jurious 
disregard  of  our  hone3  aud  feoling,^  frinn  which  we  dogn 
perpetually  suffer. 

"  Why  i  as  I  live,  it'a  little  Puck,"  5*he  cried. 

*'  You  kQiiw  tlie  do.;^  ?'' 

"  I'o  be  sure  I  do  1  Why,  horn'a  a  run  of  luck— th&re'a 
five  pounds  reward  out  for  it  this  forenoon,  offered  OQ 
hauilhills  in  the  shops,  ynu  kni>w,  and  mo  never  ihoag^ht 
Once  uf  this  little  bea-^t  of  yoiira  aui  Puck  Uein-^  one  and 
the  saiiie,  I  was  so  luiriy  wondering  about  you.'* 

"  Yoj  know  its  owacr  too,  tbea?" 

"  Why,gtaciiuiH,  he's  the  lord  afl  owns  our  theater.  Here, 
I'll  take  it  back  this  Luiiuito  to  hini,  and  bring-  you  the 
five  sovereignfi,  and  if  you  pays  ran  half  a  guinea  a  week, 
you'll  treat  nio  like  a  queen,  and  you  can  stay  oti  here 
two  or  three  luoaths  anyhow." 

"■  Take  the  dog-  to  him,  but  do  not  bring  me  back  any 
money  ;  I  am  not  a  thief,  to  take  payment  for  honesty." 

"  What  I  but  he's  oTered  the  five  so^s.  for  the  dog; 
you've  a  right  to  it.-^wbei'e  is  the  harm  V^ 

"There  may  be  no  harm,  but  T  would  not  take  it  My 
father  would  have  never  let  me  accept  a  reward  fordoing 
such  a  little  simple  thing,  &o  plainly  right  as  that." 

"No  wonder  your  father's  farm  was  swallowed  up  [a 
mortgages,"  muttered  Nellie.  "Well,  shall  I  take  Puck 
anyhow,  aod  will  you  wait  till  I  come  back,  certain 
fiore  ?" 

"  I  will  indeed,  thankfully.  But  I  bog  of  you  to  tell 
that  gentleiuan  that  I  am  very  glad  lo  be  able  to  re- 
store hia  dog,  but  that  if  be  were  to  send  me  any  money, 
)  should  at  oiiee  returu  U.     Do  not  t^ilL  htm  eithor  that  I 
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Vrabt  mooey,  or  be  mij?bt  tbinlc  bimscir  bound  to  gi^e  it, 
please  remember, — I  trust  you." 

Nellie  turued,  u  little  uueasily,  Trom  tbe  grave  sweet 
gaze  uF  ihuse  tboughtfal  and  pleading  eyes;  eyes  half 
prayer,  and  bairtomniand, 

"  I'll  be  careful,"  hIjc  murmured;  "  but  I'll  gQ  at  one*?, 
for  you  aren't  strong  enough ,  and  I  know  as  he'll  be  pleased 
to  see  the  little  'uq  safe  back." 

And  wilh  tbut  she  carried  me  forth,  aod  cJesed  the 
door  once  more  upou  her  guest. 

•' What  a  queer  lot  of  chances  1'^  she  murmured-  "I 
BUI  at  my  wits'  end,  little  Puek^  what  te  do  for  that  child: 
Bhe's  ft  Hadj  bred  if  she  ureu't  a  lady  born;  she's  not  fit 
for  our  life  J  abe  makes  one  feel  so  g-ood-fornotbiug'-like 
with  that  look  of  her  two  big  eyes.  1*11  toll  him  anyhow, 
if  I  cut)  see  him  ;  he's  generoas  and  he's  a  gontleniau, 
atid  I  know  ha  aren't  ouc-balf  ao  wicked  as  they  aay. 
May-bo  he  will  do  Bomethiun^  for  her,— I  novor  believe 
heM  ^o  for  to  hurt  her, — &»  innocent  thing  liko  afawQ  or 
a  kid." 

ThcD,  with  myaelf  under  her  arm  and  her  littlerosebud 
crowned  hat  on  her  head,  Nellie  set  forth  into  the  streetg 
again  followed  by  a  grumbling'  valediction  from  the  old 
woman  to  the  eft'eet  that  gells  as  was  alius  aflauntio'  and 
ft  trapezLn' abroad  i' tbatfashioo,  and  a  takin' of  low  maw* 
thera  to  |e;ie  'em  bed  and  boards  couldn't  look  to  kip  a  roof 
over  their  heads  a  week  longer,  with  tatera  at  two  shillia' 
the  quarter,  and  every  blessed  head  of  broecoH  eyelet- 
holed  wi'  worums-  To  which  dismal  prophecy  Nellie 
paid  no  heed ;  but  wouud  ber  way  through  the  streets 
wbjcb  !ed  from  her  own  little  home  in  the  low  purlieus  of 
We9tmiu:iter,  to  the  ariatocratic  places  wherein  the  Coro- 
net and  its  patrons  were  to  be  found. 

W  heu  we  reached  Beltran'a  chambers  it  was  sis  o'clock, 
Aod  hid  Dight-brougham  with  its  pair  of  bays  stood  before 
tbe  boiist! ;  with  a  certain  shyness  Nellie,  who  lost  her 
hardibood  with  her  entrance  into  bis  neighborhood,  rang 
the  door-hell. 

No  sooner  was  the  door  opened  than  I  wriggled  out  of 
her  hold,  dashed  up  the  stairs,  and,  bursting  through  the 
ftpartmenta,  danced  and  whirled  round  Beltrao,  where  hit 
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Stood  before  the  mirroi  in  his  dreHsipg-room.  He  wel- 
comed me  kimlly,  wbilst  they  told  btm  who  desired  to  Bee 
him. 

He  W&9  alreiidy  flreeged  for  dinner,  and  soon  passed 
into  hia  reception-room,  where  Nellie  was  standing,  look- 
ing for  once  shy,  and  ill  at  hor  enae.  Nellie  was  not  pro- 
moted to  tbat  loeu&  standi  from  wbic-h  t^  burlesque  dancer 
L-aa  hait  lords  and  gentlemen  as  Freii  and  George  and 
Jack,  B.5  old  ThHow,  a.nd  old  cugs,  and  old  tioBs;  porLapa 
because  sbe  "  kept  8traiy;liter  than  most  of  them,"  the 
glories  of  drag^-teata  and  of  liule  dinners  were  as  yet  un- 
known to  hei" ;  and  a  peer  was  to  liur  atill  only  a  very 
great  and  terrible  person.  For  Nell  no  brougham  waited 
as  yet;  no  stalls  clapped  approval  with  delieale  laveuder 
gloves-,  anii  no  Richmond  repast  was  ever  ordered  at 
three  guineas  a  head.  Sbe  was  aa  yet  only  a  little  dan- 
eiug-girl, — nnpromoted. 

"I  am  very  much  obli^td  to  you,  Nellie,"  said  Beltrno, 
as  he  gave  her  a  kindly  good-morninp;.  "  I  am  glad  the 
dog'  found  BO  pretty  a  g-uardian.  Won't  you  ait  down, 
and  hove  some  fruit  or  some  tea  ?" 

Nellie  blushed,  and  fidgeted.  The  very  languor  and 
ease  of  Beltraii's  matiner. — a  manner  as  undiral  to  him  el^ 
it  was  to  hreatLe — only  increaeed  her  unuaual  porturbar- 
tion.  It  was  easy,  no  doubt.,  to  chaff,  and  flout,  and  ex- 
change impertinences  and  puna  with  young  university 
men  or  boy-aoldiers  in  at  casinoea  ;  but  it  was  very 
much  moie  difficult  to  her  to  ^peak  out  to  aud  toob 
straight  at  this  tborougb-bred,  indolent,  weary-looking 
employer  of  hers,  whose  consummate  insolence,  when  bfl 
was  displeased,  had,  she  knew,  passed  into  a  by-word 
even  amongst  hia  own  set. 

"  I  didn't  find  Fuck  myself,  sir/'  she  murmured.  "It 
waa  a  young  girl  as  is  at  mine  now,  my  lord  ;  and  ebe 
was  almost  dying  this  morning;  and  I  took  her  in, 
though  gran  made  a  fuss,  ami  ehe^a  gentle-bred,  I*m  Bure^ 
though  it  seems  as  how  situ  be  all  alone,  and  hadn't  not 
a  shilling  in  the  world ;  but  ebe  told  me  not  to  say  a 
word  about  that  to  you,  because  ^he  Beerme  so  proud  like, 
and  she  won't  accept  of  no  reward,  sod  ebe  trusted  me 
Dot  to  tellj  and  now  I  am  telling ;  and  I  feel  so  mean. 
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"■•Bd  yet  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  She  la  ao  helplesa  anil 
Bee  ma  so  iGUwentp  and  witU  it  0,11  she  is  us  proud;  ftnd 
you  sGCj  my  lord,  for  a  girl  like  ma  to  work  for  her  living 
aren't  nothing  ;  but  this  oae " 

And  Nellie  broke  down  in  her  flood  of  disconnected 
and  Involved  pbrasus,  stamnieriD,^  very  mudli,  and  en- 
tangled in  a  web  of  wonls.  Beltran  smiled  as  he  stood 
by  tbe  bearlh,  bat  ouly  kindlyj  with  no  touch  of  con- 
tempt 

*'  1  don't  quite  understand.  Tell  me  nil  about  it,  Nellie. 
Don't  suppose  I'm  in  a  hurry.  I  dine  down  at  Green- 
wich to  nig-ht,  but  I  needn't  start  for  half  an  Luur.  Who 
is  it  that  is  too  proud  to  take  these  Rve  pounds  for  tbe 
puppy?" 

'fbus  encourar^ed  and  reassured  the  Wood-Elf  told  her 
own  tale,  and  that  which  sho  had  lieard  also.  Told  it, 
loo,  rapidly  indeed,  and  very  brokenly,  and  with  not  any 
eloquence  save  that  of  feeling,  but  pathetically  for  all  that, 
by  roBSon  of  her  quick,  ard^ent  honest  sympathies  with  its 
Bubjoet;  and  BeUran  listened,  yielding-  hor  far  more  at^ 
tentLou,  and  indeed  more  respect,  thaa  1  had  seen  him 
show  to  the  eleg^aut  uothiu,:!:3  of  a  uiarcbioness,  or  the  co- 
quettish repartees  of  an  ambassadresa. 

"And  you  see,  my  lord,"  continued  the  girl,  eagerly, 
her  awe  of  him  fading'  away  in  the  excitement  of  her 
genuine  pity  and  desire  to  do  good,  "  my  sort  of  life's 
well  enough  for  the  like  of  me.  iVe  always  roughed  it, 
and  I'm  fond  of  the  business,  ond  I  never  was  eddicated 
nor  nothing  of  that  kind;  but  this  one, — she  may  be  a 
farmer's  daughter;  she  says  ao  ;  but  she's  a  lady,  if  ever 
1  see  one,^  and  she's  so  proud,  and  so  Jelicate,  and  so  coy 
like,  she  couldn't  do  aa  1  do,  sha  couldn't  She'd  just  go 
mad  with  the  rudeness,  and  the  bustle^  and  tbe — the — 
Ehamefulnesi^,  as  one  may  gay.  And  I  haven't  a  notion 
what  OQ  earth  to  do  for  her, — aod  ahe  won't  touch  them 
sovereigns  aa  you've  offered  for  little  Puck;  and  I  shall 
never  be  able  to  stop  her  from  rnsbing^  off  ac^ain  Tig;ht 
into  starvation  and  her  cofQn,  and  I  thought  as  how 
may-be,  if  it  wasn't  making"  too  bold,  you  might  take  a 
kind  of  pity  on  her,  and  know  some  great  lady  or  aDOther 
BS  uiij^ht  know  of  sometbiag  as  would  suit  herl" 
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And  abe  paused  at  last,  fairly  out  of  breath,  and 
fdg-btcaed  at  ber  own*  temerity  now  the  worda  flrera 
uttered.     Boltrflu  aniilcd  ag^ain. 

"  Groat  ladies  are  not  very  easy  to  persuade,  I  fear,  in 
Bucb  CII&6S.  But  I  will  do  anytliiag^  tbat  I  caa  for  this 
child  you  btivo  ao  g^«Qoroii5ly  befrieuded.  She  will  uot 
take  thu  five  pounds,  you  are  sure?" 

"  No,  bir ;  I  am  sura  she  will  not," 

"  JSut  you  can  t.:iki3  aud  use  it  for  her?" 

"No,  sir,  I  coulda*t,  I  don't  tell  a  lie  well  at  no  time, 
aud  1  Dcver  could  tell  one  at  all  with  her  big*  eyes  a 
wateliiug;  of  me." 

"  Well,  it  is  dilBcult  tbea  to  help  her.  Of  course  if  she 
were  fit  fur  the  theater  I  might  give  her  a  place  ;  do  yoa 
tbink  shti  would  be?*^ 

"  She  has  the  looks  for  it,  sir;  and  she  flred  up  like  a 
wild  thiug  about  Imogene  and  Juliet  aud  that  lot.  But 
you  see,  my  lord — I  mean — as  she'd  have  to  begin — 
beiti^  90  poof,  aod  ao  youngj  and  nobody  not  knowing 
about  her— as  sheM  have  to  iK'gin  like  I  did,  jaat  with 
bard,  hard  work,  aad  a  shilling  a  ni^ht,  and  a  mis- 
erable tramp  every  mommj^  aud  evening  to  and  fro; 
ehe'd  die  off^  I  think,  of  cold,  and  worry,  and  hardship. 
And — and — she's  that  cay,  and  dainty,  aud  proud ;  her 
heart  would  break  on  the  stage,  I  think." 

Beltian  laughed. 

"  Do  joa  think  hearts  break  on  the  stage,  Nellie  1  I 
don't." 

"  I  don't  know,  sir.  They  says  as  Mrs.  D'Eynconrt's 
did.  I  don't  suppose  there's  a  maay  as  keeps  on  the 
gtage  as  cares  a  bang ;  but  some  few  as  is  drove  off  of  it, 
as  one  may  say,  sir,  do." 

"  Perhaps  so.  I  oeyer  considered  the  queatiou.  If 
yoar  protegee  would  not  like  the  stage, — what  is  ber 
pame,  hy-the-way  r* 

"An  odd  namCf  sir, — one  as  don't  sound  altogether 
English — Gladys  Gerant." 

"Gerantl  It  is  English  enough,  very  old  English. 
Her  brother  must  sufely  be  the  same  lad  that  wrote  those 
verses  which  I — which  the  world  has  tak^^n  to  pi^ising.^' 

"  She  did  say  as  her  brother  were  a  puei.,  air," 
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"That  ia  very  carious,"  marraured  Beltran,  stivred  for 
the  moment  out  of  tiia  liabitual!  incUffBreace  to  all  created 
thing?.  "  Tliere  ia  not  much  doubt,  I  ahuuld  thiak,  but 
timt  they  must  be  the  same.  However,  there  ia  small 
coti&oklHJu  for  htFj  Nellie,  in  this;  the  boy  is  dead." 

'^  Dead  I"  echoed  Nellie.  "Oh^deai-  heart  I — how  sorry 
[  am.  I  have  told  her  so  to  keep  oci  believing  he  is  alive, 
auii  that  she^l  Gud  him  and  be  happj  with  bim,  aud  all 
thatl  Mi^ht.  I  make  bo  bold  as  to  ask  what  you  knovr 
of  hira,  tnj  lord  ?" 

Beltrao  walked  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  and  gave 
her  a  pretty  green  vo-Iurae, 

'^Nothing  in  life,"  ho  aaid,  carelessly.  "But  these 
poems  are  a  little  the  talk  of  the  town,  aud  you  see  by 
the  inscription  that  the  author  is  dBad." 

Nellie  turned  the  leaves  over  reverently  and  help- 
lessly; the  dirty  pages  of  Lacy's  "  cotiu^-editiona  "  were 
the  only  onea  slin  ever  strove  to  read, 

"  To  be  clever  enough  to  make  a  book  as  bi^  as  thia, 
and  then  die,"  she  murmured  "  Lord  1  how  sad  it 
seems  I  I  never  can  tell  her;  obi  I  nefer  can  tell  heri 
Gouldu^t  I  bear  something  of  bim,  air,  where  this  was 
printed  I" 

"I  thiuk  you  had  better  not  try.  You  see  you  know 
nothing'  of  her." 

"Oh,  sirt"  cried  the  Wood-Elf,  eagerly,  in  her  ?eal 
forgetting  her  awe  of  him.  "  You'd  never  aay  them  sort 
of  HUspectiDg  things  of  her  if  you  could  only  look  in  her 
face  I  If  ever  1  see  a  face  f\,A  was  all  innocence,  and 
loveliness^  aud  pride,  and  h'gbt,  and  sadness  like,  alt 
mixed  up  together  ami  changing  every  minute,  I  see  it 
now  ill  hers — I  do  indeed.  There^s  that  about  lief*  air, 
as  do  socm  to  iiiiike  ma  feel  so  common,  and  so  coarae,^ 
and  80  good-for-naught  betiide  her.  My  bit  of  a  place 
aren't  Ht  fr.r  lusr,  and  my  talk  will  onh'  do  her  harm,  and 
— and— oh  I  1  know  as  every  word  she  fiaya  is  gospel- 
true.     I'd  swpar  it  I" 

"  I  like  to  hear  you,  Nellie,"  said  Beltran  kindly.  **It 
is  good  and  generous  of  yon,  I  am  not  doubting;  in  the 
lea&t.  But  at  the  same  time  you  could  not  satisfy  th« 
publtshii'rB  that  she  was  any  connection  of  thia  writer's  \ 
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nnd  if  you  did  there  would  be  very  little  good  io  it 
Pot-fms  tiever  pny  ;  the.'ie  are  no  extiepUoQ  to  the  rule. 
The  town  may  talk  of  them  \  but  t\v&  buuiired  people,  at 
tho  outside,  buy  ilieiu.  Leuvo  the  matter  with  me.  And 
until  you  hfiar  from  me  again,  te1I  this  child  that  you 
have  lighted  on  her  brother's  work  at  a  bookseller's.— 
take  her  that  topyj  it  niuy  i^ivo  her  pleasure— and  per- 
suade ber  to  stay  with  yon  till  you  can  hear  of  him.  It 
is  not  worth  while  to  tell  her  he  is  dead.'' 

Aa  he  spoke  ho  twisted  out  the  front  leaf  or  two  which 
bore  the  record  of  the  young-  poet's  brief  Ufa  and  death, 
and  banded  the  volume  back  to  her. 

^'But  what  shall  I  tell  her,  air,  please?"  murmured 
Nellie.  "  She's  not  a  one  as  I  could  ted  false  to ;  and 
ehe^U  ask  me,  and  ask  me,  and  say  she  won't  live  oa 
charity.'* 

"Tell  her  the  truth,  then,  not  all  of  it,  but  just  so  Uduch 
as  this; — That  you  told  me  ber  name,  and  that  I  gave 
you  thia  book,  and  that  I  will  see  ber. my  self  to-morrow. 
Sbe  will  notleare  you,  then,  unless  sbeW  an  utter  Htt^a 
fool." 

"  She's  DO  fool,  sir  ;  but  ehe's  dreadful  proud." 

"  She's  all  the  better  for  that.  Leave  me  your  address. 
I'll  try  and  get  to  you  at  noou,'^ 

*'  'Tisn't  a  fit  place  for  the  like  of  you,  sir;  'tien*!,  in- 
deed," stammered  Nellie.  "It'a  nothing;  but  a  little  old 
green-stuQ' iibop,  aud  in  a  horrid  part  of  the  town,  too." 

Beltran  laughed. 

''  My  dear  girl,  J  have  been  in  fifty  times  worse  places* 
I  will  warrant.     Pll  see  you  at  noun." 

Nellie  took  the  hint  that  ber  interview  was  ended,  and 
rose. 

"  You^re  very,  vpry  ^ood,  my  lord,"  she  said,  earnestly. 
"  I  rtorrt  know  how  to  thank  yow.  She'd  do  it  better  nor 
me,     I  was  sore  as  yon  was  kind  and  pitiful,  though — " 

"  Thongfa  what  ?     Come,  out  with  it  I" 

Nellie  looked  for  once  up  in  hia  face,  and  took  courage 
from  its  look. 

"  Why,  in  the  theater,  you  know,  my  lord,  they're  very 
afeard  of  you ;  and  they  calls  you  very  hard,  and  very 
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fndiflferent,  and  very  full  of  ecorn  like.  But  T  never 
thoflg^ht  that  they  spoke  aa  was  all  true  about  that." 

"  bida't  you  ?  Well,  I  suspect  they  did.  Good-by, 
And,  for  your  o'lvu  share  in  bringing  back  that  little  ras- 
cal, do  me  the  pleasure  to  wear  this." 

He  tossed  tightly  into  her  lap  as  he  spoke  a  pretty  neck- 
let of  quaiut  Roman  beads,  which  lay  with  other  trifles 
of  the  sort  in  an  old  Vernia  Mai'tin  dish  on  a  table  near 
him. 

Nellie  colored  as  brilliantly  witb  pleasure  as  she  had 
done  with  embarrassmenti  For  a  moment  she  held  it, 
gazing  at  it  in  blind  bewildered  adoration.  Then,  aa 
though  the  green  sfarabfe  which  were  in  it  had  life  and 
Bting,  and  sharply  wounded  her,  she  started  and  ahraak 
a  little,  and  put  it  quickly  down  upon  the  table  near. 

"  If  you  please,  sir — no,"  she  raurmured.  *'I'd  rather 
not.  I'd  rather  you'd  not  think  as  1  could  have  come  for 
Bake  of  Bucb  a  thing-.  I'd  nothing  to  do  with  finding 
Pnck.     NothJng^uothing,  Indeed,^* 

And  then  she  turned  before  he  could  reply,  and  darted 
swiftly  from  the  room,  as  though  tf  she  tarried  longer  in 
sight  of  those  glittering  scarabm  with  their  golden  clasp, 
her  continence  would  perish,  strangled  by  desire. 

"  Wonders  will  never  cease  I"  said  Beltran  to  himself. 
"  The  town  talbf5  of  a  dead  poet  instead  of  kicking  him  aa 
a  dead  a.^a; — a  dog  comes  back  without  a  thief  catching 
hold  of  him  \ — and  one  of  my  dancing-girls  refuses  to  take 
my  jewelry!  I  thought  that  1  knew  the  worlds  Fuck; 
but  I  suppose  alter  all  that  1  don't." 

Add  with  that  soliloquy  he  lighted  his  eigarettej  and 
Went  down -stairs  to  bis  brougham. 
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On  the  morrow  be  weat  out  alono,  and  did  Dot  permit 

me  to  accompany  him. 

Heuco  I  knew  notbiag'  of  how  the  fates  of  Bronze  aad 
the  child  Gladja  fared  m  the  hands  of  a  man  wbotn  the 
towD  called  ft  ^ftme^ter  and  a  lihi^rtiae. 

Ascot  followed  altuottt  imniBdiatyly  on  the  night  in 
which  I  had  found  her  wit,b  her  dying  bluebolls ;  and  we 
were  the  guests  of  its  prettiest  maiaoHneUe  all  through 
those  gay,  pleasant,  sutiny  dayg  nf  early  Juue.  I  often 
thou;jht  of  p(|»r  Bronze  as  I  watched  that  brilliant  scene 
from  the  box  of  Lady  Otho  BGaujolais,  in  which  Beltrau 
occupied  bis  necuatoraed  place,  ignorio^  or  deryin^,  with 
his  natural  indifferent  rectlessness,^  the  furies  that  he  thus 
awatened  in  AYice  Dare,  whose  box,  though  be  bad 
given  fiveand-twenty  guineas  for  it  himBelf,  be  almost 
entirely  neglected. 

She  took  her  veagoance  in  a  curiously  characteristic 
manner.  She  went,  shares  with  the  most  unlucky  and 
reuklefes  plunger  that  ehe  knew  in  all  hia  maddeat  vea- 
tures,  and  as  he  (the  merest  lad)  Jeft  off  a  loser  by  about 
five  thousand,  she  involved  her  friend  into  the  payment 
of  onc'liallf  of  that  amount:  Beltran  of  course  being  obliged 
to  disrc<^itrd  the  poor  boy's  courteous  protests  that  "  ladies' 
loesea  ocver  counted." 

Altogether  that  Ascot  coat  him  very  heavily,  atid,  whax 
wiiti  big  losses  by  ber  betting,  and  by  some  quite  unlooked- 
for  fctrme  of  ruuuing.aad  the  social  gayety  at  his  maison- 
fte^^ti^jWhere  the  cbauipag'ne-cup  Seemed  to  flowinperenaity 
under  the  lime-trees,  and  cards  to  come  out  of  their  own 
accord  at  evening  on  the  laarestianH  t«rrace^  it  seemed  no 
m&rvel  if  he  had  altogether  forgot  his  promise  to  eerve  a 
frieadle&8  child. 
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T  remarked  tbis  to  FanfrelucEe,  wbo  was  of  coarse  at 
Ascot  with  her  mistress,  and  was  made  much  of  by  her 
oM  masters,  the  First  Life. 

"  My  dear,"  returned  that  sapient  moralist,  "  a  gentle- 
man may  forget  his  appointments,  his  iove  rowi^,  and  fais 
political  pledges ;  he  may  forg'et  the  Donsenao  ho  talked, 
tbe  daai-es  be  engaged  for,  the  wotiicn  that  worried  him, 
the  electors  that  Uiillied  bim,  the  wife  that  raaiTied  him, 
and  he  may  be  a  gentleman  still ;  but  there  are  two  things 
he  must  never  forget,  for  no  ^tiulleman  ever  does — and 
they  are,  to  p&y  a  debt  that  is  a.  debt  of  bonor,  and  to 
keep  a  promise  to  a  creature  that  can't  foree  him  to  keep 
it.     Now,  Beltran  is  a  g-entlonian, — core  through." 

By  which  I  suppose  she  thought  that  the  cause  of 
Gladys  and  Brooze  wa*  safe  with  him, 

Wc  oftfln  judge  very  differently  to  what  you  humaa 
beinga  do. 

I  was  once  taken  into  a  night  club,  where  some  of  tbe 
highest  play  on  the  town  is  to  be  bad ;  whore  the  men 
who  lounge  outside  its  doorway,  on  a  hot  night  in  the 
season,  are  tbe  tDaddest  plungers  of  their  time ;  and  where 
those  quiet  eoft-toned  patrician  voices  name  the  biggest 
"  coups"  of  their  gcaeratiou. 

"  Pick  out  the  best  follow  amongst  us,  little  one,"  said 
my  patron  of  the  night,  who  was  Clyde  Paalette  of  the 
S.  F.  Guards- 
All  the  men  were,  as  it  chanced,  almost  entire  stran- 
gers to  me ;  oF  none  of  them  did  1  know  the  character 
beforehand ;  but  I  studied  thom  all  one  after  another, 
comprehending  what  was  asked  of  fne. 

At  last  I  selected  one — I  cannot  tell  why — by  that  pe- 
culiar instinct  which  leads  us  instantly  to  a  correct  diag- 
nosis ;  and  I  was  greeted  by  loud  shouts  of  laughter  from 
all  present,  incloding  the  man  I  signalized. 

It  seemed  that  be  was  kaown  aa  "  Ruthless  Rhy," 
from  bis  deeds,  bis  intrigues,  his  fatality  to  married 
women,  and  many  other  wicked  sports  and  pastimes,  waa 
indeed  looked  upon  as  the  rery  worst  lot,  in  a  ast  aa  wild 
as  it  was  thorough-bred. 

But  though  they  made  such  mockery  of  me  for  my 
choice,  I  adhered  to  it,  and  would  not  alter. 
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Well,  two  years  later  on,  thia  man,  Vnughan  R.hy» 
worth,  waa  martyred  in  China,  wIirq  he  was  on  hia 
travels;  killDtl  by  the  most  lingering  and  hideous  of 
deaths.  He  mi^ht  have  s&ved  himself — might  ha^^ebeen 
\W\ng  now — if  he  only  wnuld  have  told  one  lie,  Hewou!d 
not;  and  he  pcriFjheil.  Then  men  in  Enj^land,  hearini^of 
that  death,  befjaii  In  tell  Lo  one  another  many  bnried  thing-a 
of  this  lost  life ;  aiid  many  who  had  owed  him  much  were 
full  of  bharae  at  thmr  lonq;  silence,  and  ppoke  out  their 
gi'unt  debts  to  him;  and  the  world  thrilled  strnngely  at  thi^ 
grand  and  sim|j]e  heroism  in  one  who  had  so  long^  been 
calumniated  and  half  shunuGd  lu  its  midst.  And  &o  it 
came  topassa  that  thsy  Ibiind  iil  length  how  widely  I  had 
niiade  my  choice,  and  hf>w  lilindly  they  had  mocked  it,  in 
that  Itite  summer  night  in  the  billiard-room  when,  stead- 
fast in  my  soleetion,  I  had  IruBted  Limbless  Khy. 

Gat  I  wander  too  far  a-field  ag^ain;  if  I  stray  over  all 
my  recoUnetions  I  shall  b:ive  you  as  impatient  of  mie  m 
was  Gil  Blag  of  the  iifehl>i^hop':^  sermon. 

Our  Aacot  week  was  a  \'ex'j  pleasant  one — bar  ita 
loasBS  in  money.  Thtise  were  not  limited  to  the  losses 
oo  the  turf;  they  were  increased  by  those  at  the  piquet 
and  ecarte  tables,  that  ^lood  out  afiur  dinner  on  the  laa- 
restinus  terrace  which  overlooked  the  close-shaven,  lime- 
ehaded  lawn  ;  with  the  co.-siest  of  arm-chairs  beside  them, 
and  the  mellosvest  of  lamps  burning  near  ihetu. 

The  play  was  hip;her  and  more  continual  than  common 
in  consetjuoncre  of  the  preaeuee  of  the  Prince  do  Ferraa, 
one  of  Bellran's  guestH;  a  handsome  and  witty  person, 
who  was  the  most  inveterate  nnd  the  most  fortunate  card* 
player  it  has  evei'  been  my  fortune  to  know.  Bellran 
rather  fancied  himsetf  at  ecarte.  and  with  justice;  for 
there  were  few  better  players  than  he  in  hia  set.  But 
either  the  Prince  wais  in  reality  far  his  Buperior,  or  els© 
the  run  of  the  cards  was  too  strongs  for  science  to  chaaj^ 
theui],  for  it  is  certain  that  in  the  Hve  Ascot  days  M.  de 
Feifaa  won  from  his  host  some  very  enormous  stakes. 

He  was  a  very  rich  man  toOj  which  made  it  more  pro- 
Tokiag-, 

"The  French  were  very  stupid  when  they  iised  Plaj 
ia  the  masculine  gender,"  grinned  Fraafreluehe,  sore  at 
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beart  for  her  hero,  "  How  can  it  be  anything  hat  a 
woman  ?  see  how  it  sniiiea  on  the  fullest  purse  I" 

Av^iiie  Dare,  however,  was  not  like  Hazard^  Rhe  did  not 
emile  on  the  courtlj^  de  Ferras,  who  for  his  part  treated 
her  with  a  cool  and  even  cereraoaious  HiiDiier,  which 
seemed  to  argue  a  profound  didtaste  for  her. 

I  reniarkeii  thia  to  Faiifrelucho  5  who  tilted  her  eara 
over  her  noge  with  her  accustomed  gesture  of  satiric 
Bcorn. 

"  My  dear!  how  can  one  tell  I  I  saw  a  man  once,  the 
whole  London  soaaon  through,  so  insolentlr  rude  to  a 
Diarried  woman,  that  everybody  wondered  she  did  not 
athke  him  off  hor  visiting-liat.  Weill  when  Au|^ust 
came  he  eloped  with  her  in  his  yacht  to  South  America. 
Oh,  you  can  never  toll.  Men  in  love  are  often  mo&t  in- 
tensely disagvaeable.  They  are  so  mad  with  themaelvea 
for  being  such  fools  that  they  take  it  out  in  hard  hitting^ 
all  round." 

"  But  M.  de  Ferras," — I  began  in  a  maze. 

"Oh,  pooh,  my  dearl"  cried  Fatifreluehe.  "He  ftag 
robh«d  his  ho^t  at  carda,  and  a.bused  Ms  host  behind  hia 
hack:  to  fultill  the  whole  duty  of  a  nineteenth  century 
guest,  it  only  reimiius  Tur  him  to  betray  his  host  ia 
lore  I" 

"You  think  very  ill  of  men?"  I  muttered;  I  waSj  in- 
deed, slightly  weary  of  iier  skeptical  supercilious  treat- 
ment of  all  thing;s;  jour  pseudo-philosopher,  who  will 
always  think  ho  has  plumbed  the  ocean  with  his  silver- 
topped  cane,  is  a  great  bore  sometimes. 

"  I  think  very  welt  of  men/'  returned  Panfreluche. 
"  You  are  mistaken,  my  dear.  There  are  only  two  things 
that  they  never  are  honest  about — and  that  is  their  sport 
aad  their  women.  When  they  get  talking'  of  their  rocketera, 
or  their  ruits,  their  pigeon  score,  or  their  bonnes  fortunes, 
they  always  He— quite  unconaciously.  And  if  they  miss 
their  bird  or  their  womaa,  isn't  it  always  because  the  suti 
was  !!»  their  eyes  as  they  fired,  or  because  she  wasn't  half 
good  looking  enough  to  try  after? — bless  your  heart,  I 
know  thcni  !" 

"  If  you  do  you  are  not  complimentary  to  them,"  I 
^rambtcd. 
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"Can't  Tielp  that,  ray  deiiP,"  returned  Fftnfrelucbe. 
'' Gracious!  Whatever  ia  there  that  stands  the  test  of 
knowing  it  well  ?  I  have  heard  Beltran  say  that  j-oa 
find  out  wbtit  an  awrul  humbug-  the  Slaubnch  is,  wliL^n 
von  go  np  to  the  top  and  see  jou  can  straddle  ncroBs  it, 
Wdl— the  Staubach  is  just  like  everj'thing  io  this  life. 
Keep  your  distance,  and  how  well  the  creature  looks  1 — 
all  veiled  in  itB  spray,  and  all  bright  with  its  piiamatic 
(jolora,  BO  deep,  and  so  vast,  nnd  so  very  inipresBiFel 
But  just  go  up  to  the  top^— scale  the  crags  oi"  its  char- 
acter, and  measure  the  faei;;<:bt  of  its  aspirations,  aud 
fathom  the  lorrent  of  its  paseiona,  and  sift  bow  much  ig 
the  foam  of  speech,  and  how  little  is  the  well-spring  of 
thought — wellj,  my  dear  I  it  is  a  very  nncoramon  creature 
if  it  doQ^t  turn  out  just  like  the  Staubaeh  1" 

I  ha^re  Bince  seen  the  Slaubat-h  myself,  and  don't  coq- 
Bider  it  any  Otier  than  the  Kinder  Scout*  of  my  birth- 
place^ at  that  time  I  was  mute;  I  was  thinking  that 
there  were  some  waters,  deep,  and  cool,  and  silent,  hidden 
from  human  sight,  that  no  man  ever  fathomed,  and  that 
that  there  were  such  characters  likewise, 

"Yea,  there  are,"  said  Fanfreluebe,  divining  in  her 
curious  fashion  my  unnUered  reflection.  "  And  there  are 
men  Sike  thera.  Aud  I  will  tell  you  what  there  is  too^ 
there  is  a  torrent  that  flings  airiest  foan^-bells  on  the  wind, 
and  sparkles  with  gayest  colors  in  the  light,  and  seems  to 
dance  and  aing  all  its  rairfhful  honrs  through,  as  lightly 
and  aft  emptily  as  though  it  were  but  a  sheet  of  froth; 
and  yet  beneath,  all  the  while,  it  ia  so  dark,  so  deep,  en 
aad,  ao  still,  and  it  only  flashes  wilh  color  and  foam  bo 
that  none  may  probe  its  depths,  and  none  fitir  its  dead 
that  it  htdes- 

"But,  goodness  met  I  shall  be  too  late  to  dine  at 
Maidenhead!"  she  cried,  interrupting  her,^e]f,  as  though 
ashamed  of  her  momentary  earnestness.  "You  know  the 
Brigades  have  taught  them  simplicity  there,  and  the 
dinners  are  very  good  j  I  don't  care  for  simplicity  as  a 
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krvaaee  euubI  ha  made  for  bia  patriatiu  exagg^rAtion, — &d 
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rule ;  jt'a  (be  big-g-est  bore  and  impoRtor  that  ever  esisled, 
Aud  with  women  always  lucaas  limp  maBliii,  weak  tea, 
and  a  thatched  cottage  full  of  rata  and  earwigs.  But 
when  simplicitv  has  the  Guarda  for  ;y;odfflthers,  and  takes 
the  form  of  ducks  and  green  pens,  or  a  perrect  haunch  of 
veniBau,  I  do  like  her.  Sbe^s  wurtb  all  tbe  forciign  cook^ 
in  tbe  uoivei-se!" 

And  off  Bbe  went  to  enjoy  it,  perched  atop  of  one  of  the 
drugs  of  the  HouathoUl 

Ascot  fell  very  late  that  year  ;  and  ns  I  overheoi'd  that 
we  %vere  shortly  to  go  yachting^,  and  aftci'warda  to  the 
GermaD  gambling  plates,  I  trembled  for  the  fate  of  Gladja 
Gerant  and  Bronze,  notwlthBtaDding  the  agsuranceB  of 
my  little  Meator. 

The  day  ahe  spoke  thus^  was  our  laat  day  under  the 
lindens  and  acacias  of  this  pleasant  little  cottage ; — a  cot- 
tage with  a  billifird-table,  and  &  cToqnet-ground^  a  coa- 
eervatory,  half  a  dozen  nien-servanta,  Qiae  o'clock  dianera, 
Bud  Q  drawing-room  in  blue  velvet. 

There  are  few  things  more  pleasant,  i  am  inclined  to 
believe,  than  the  mlsmre  of  Town  and  Country,  judi- 
ciouijly  managed  You  tike  the  purling  murmurs  of  a 
brook  all  the  better,  if  beside  you  a  delicate  burgundy  also 
murmurs  out  of  its  jug.  You  find  the  odors  of  the  sweet-- 
brier and  the  roses  all  the  sweeter,  if  they  be  crossed  by 
the  spice-lJke  perfume  of  your  favorite  cigarettes. 

The  iiiong  of  tbe  uigliliugales  comes  more  purely  and 
clearly  tUan  ever  as  yoti  sit  by  the  open  windows,  posh- 
uig  the  wine  and  ihe  olives  around,  The  hay  never 
smells  so  fragraally  as  when  the  wind  tosses  it  to  you 
where  the  Gve  o'clock  tea  is  passing  from  htiiid  to  hand^ 
under  the  golden- starred  pyramids  of  the  bloBsonilng  lime- 
trees. 

And  when  the  great  white  moon  goes  sailing,  through 
the  dark  clouda,  above  the  woods,  you  think  how  lovely 
the  night  is— as  lovely  as  your  nights  used  to  be  in  your 
boyhood — when  leaning  over  the  balcony  you  are  fanned 
by  a  jeweled  band,  and  lightly  chiming  across  your 
thoughts  come  breaks  of  song,  murmor&  of  bugbter,  frag'- 
ments  of  the  world's  idlest  talk,  from  those  bright  chaiu- 
bers  within  that  you  see  through  tbe  lace  of  the  curtaiiig. 
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«Dd  thy  scfeen  oFcoDiijIUas  and  myrtles,  as  you  look  away 
froni  this  starrj  still  night,  and  this  fan  tliat  stirs  like  the 
wing-  of  a  bird. 

Oh  yes.  it  5^  well  to  talk  of  the  mountains  and  foresta 
in  solitude :  take  jour  tent  if  yon  will  and  live  roughlj, 
aloft  OD  Eome  barren  plateau  ;  cook  your  Bnared  bird  in  a 
bed  uf  aebes,  nnd  lie  down  to  sleep  on  yowt  pile  of  heather, 
ftnd  Btare  at  the  stare  throuf^h  the  rent  in  your  canvoia, 
&ud  ^talk  out  aloue  in  tbo  midst  of  the  dawn.  That  is 
very  well;  and  it  is  very  well  you  should  think  so,  if  you 
cannot  afford  any  other  ;  and  it  is  sioiple,  aud  solemn, 
und  grand,  und  all  that-  Bet  far  pare  amusement,  ujy 
friend, ^combine  the  Tnwn  and  the  Country. 

A  ccrUin  frieud  of  mint;  went  not  lung  ago  to  pass  Jiia 
ville^natura  in  one  of  the  fairest  spots  in  all  Europe. 
There  is  a  poetic  calm  about  the  plaee  tLat  m  beautiiul 
escceding-Iy  ;  great  snow-clad  mountains  inclose  it;  deep 
darkling;  lakes  sleep  iu  its  shadowy  woods;  wild  pine- 
woods  tower  a^ain^t  ekics  of  deepest  blue;  boats  glide 
all  through  the  day  dreamlike  upon  its  waters;  there  is 
the  sound  of  falling  torrents  everywhere,  and  now  and 
then  the  chime  of  bells. 

He  Bpent  seven  weeks  there  ;  when  he  lounged  into 
Arthur'.^  again,  another  nian  asked  him  how  be  had  en- 
joyed his  time  in  iLat  Luppy  valley  of  the  Oburland. 

"Well,"  he  made  answer  slowly,  with  a  big  cigar  iu 
his  mouth.  "  We  made  the  time  out  pretty  tolerably. 
We  used  to  breakfaat  lato;  and  we'd  get  to  whist  about 
three  in  the  afternoon,  and  we'd  play  on  till  <ibout  two 
next  morning — bar  dining,  of  course.  We  did  that  every 
day.  It  wasn't  half  bad  fun.  Never  had  such  a  steady 
innings  in  all  unylife;  and  we'd  first-class  players.  1 
don't  know  that  I  ever  saw  better:  not  even  here,  nor  »t 
the  Arlington," 

Now  this  man,  whatever  you  may  think,  is  neither  of 
an  unpoetic  temperarQent,  nor  of  an  inartistic  mjnd  ;  he 
Itas,  on  the  contrary,  a  great  deal  of  feeling  and  of  per- 
ception in  him ;  and  for  athletic  powers,  whether  in 
climbing,  boating,  or  walking,  be  has  few  rivals.  It  was 
not  therefore  that  he  was  a  Peter  Bell,  to  whom  every 
primrose  was  bot  a  stupid  weed:   it  was  only  that  be 
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wadtecl  his  town  in  lii;?  couatrjr,  and  took  it,— -ia  the  fofm 
ol'  a  piLck  of  cards. 

1  tbink  that  is  the  reaaan  why,  of  nil  your  humaa  pa* 
times,  yachting  is  the  most  chanuiag-  If'  you, 

You  have  the  freedom  of  the  aeas ;  the  freslineas  of  th& 
winds;  the  width  of  the  waters  is  round  you,  and  abore 
flashes  the  silver-wiag-ecl  gnW  ;  life  anti  ita  worries  lie 
behind  jou  with  that,  low  white  shore  that  has  died  out 
of  si^ht;  all  dchty  and  all  diffic-iilties  have  been  scFereii 
with  tho  ropo  that  moorod  your  row-boat  to  the  pior-ljGad. 
You  aro  away,  nnd  are  afloat,  and  are  free. 

And  yet  all  the  luxurious  pleasanttiesriea  of  the  world 
you  have  left  are  still  with  you.  On  the  cusbioaed  bench 
there  lies  tlie  newest  uovel,  just  cut.  In  the  big  goblet 
the  lumps  of  ice  fli>4it  on  the  gofdfju  wine,  Sei'ewed  upou 
your  deck  your  wbist-tablo  shows  iu  green,  tmuqail,  fa- 
miliar fa:;e.  The  silky  nectariues.  and  the  purple  ^raped 
lie  lazily  together  on  your  plate.  In  tliu  pretty  mirrored 
cabin  a  choice  iittic  dinner  will  wait  you,  when  tho  suti 
goes  down ;  and,  if  you  be  one  not  happy  without  this 
additional  toy,  there  can  be  iilso  beside  you  aonie  femi- 
uine  form  clad  in  the  richest  and  coyest  uf  dre.-ises,  that 
with  gold  buttons  and  azure  aatifl  and  scowy  silk  bo 
amusingly  copies  your  own  sailor's  attire.  You  cau 
strike  right  acrot^a  an  ocean,  and  yot  can  carry  the  towa 
with  you. 

Here  is  the  real  charm  of  yiiehting  that  makes  it  the 
prince  of  all  your  pastimes. 

To  that  paatitue  we  went  from  Ascot ;  to  the  beautiful, 
graceful,  gleiitcing  schoonir^r  Boainehelle,  that  called  my 
nia^tei"  master  also,  where  she  lay  on  the  smooth  gray 
narrow  ribbon  of  the  Solent  water. 

It  was  such  a  picturerique  CKistence,  I  am  aahaaaed  to 
say  I  forgot  everything  else  in  it.  Lady  Otho  was  queeu 
on  board  the  Bonnicbelle — ■charming  Lady  Otho ;  with 
her  pretty  hanghty  head,  and  her  gracious  imperial  ways, 
atid  her  soft  patrician  languor  tbat  was  sweet  as  Iba 
south  wind  after  the  brnsk  tyrannies^  of  the  cocoUes, 

It  was  60  pleasant  there. 

Reating  all  through  the  nighty  with  the  lamps  of  jbo 
opposing  abodes  glistening  through  the  gloam  like  glow- 
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worui^  throut'b  a  twiU^'bt.  Gliding  al!  through  the  day, 
witb  laii|,'ht(!r  and  music  aud  son^,  anti  the  sceut  of  cigar- 
etlea,  and  the  sound  of  g-aj  careless  voices,  just  cmased 
by  the  sailoM^  abouta  aud  the  splasb  of  the  aevered 
waters.  Staying  nuw  and  a^ain  .it  Dooks  in  the  little 
Island,  whnre  ?toniB  pretty  house  was  bowered  in  a  neat  of 
fed  tl^nJiled  creepers,  aud  a  t^roeii  shadowy  lawn  sloped 
down  tu  bo  lapped  by  the  waves;  and  quaint  balconies,  all 
leaf-cQverud,  leaned  over  tbo  while  foam-ereats.  Waiting 
far  into  the  midnight,  whllo  ibo  waltz  tune*  rang  over 
tlie  bea{;b,  aud  the  white  drcij^e^  bero  and  tbere  dashed 
througih  Lbe  ait>[es  of  syrinj^a  aud  myrtle ;  and  the  lights 
shone  out  tJiroug'h  dark  feattioaa  of  fniiage,  and  thickets 
of  tall  fuchsia;  aud  the  ^iari  good-nigbta  were  called 
gayly  from  voice  to  voiee;  and  lbe  cigara  were  lit,  and 
the  boat  was  pushed  off,  and  the  watera  rippled  under 
the  tjart<,  and  the  harvest-moon  arose,  bruad  and  bright, 
above  tho  silvered  ?ea.  Ab  I — how  pleasant  the  life 
was  I — -the  old  i^weet  life  that  id  dead  1 

In  it  I  Could  diricern  no  sigin  that  my  master  had  re- 
membered the  child  Gladys.  Only  once  did  I  fancy  that 
he  had  spoken  of  hei*. 

The  lionniehelle  had  run  far  down  channel;  it  was  u 
very  .-inltry  afternoon;  the  sky  was  cloudless,  and  tbo 
sails  huny  motionless  in  the  bot  diy  air.  Lady  Otbo 
reclined  under  her  awiiiu;;^,  lovt^iy  beyond  compare,  with 
a  great  g-orgeons  feather  fan  Iw  her  hand. 

Bcltran  had  Ik^^l-u  lalkLii;^  mora  dcrionyly  to  her  than 
uflua! ;  and  tlinjso  two,  whobe  attachuiiftit  was  of  the 
serenost  and  the  must,  pa^i^ionlesa  aort,  now  seemed  for 
the  moiiieut  iihuoat  Lo  havo  approached^a  quarreh 

"Yuiii  lurniug  kui^^bL-urrant.  Tore  1"  1  beard  her  aay, 
as  I  drew  nejir  to  listeu;  and  th^^re  waa  a  smile  on  her 
lips  new  there,  and  uoi  Kwe«t.  ^'Ah,  'je  ne  crois  pas  lea 
miraelea  excepts  en  fuiP" 

"ISelieve  or  not,  as  you  like,"  aniswered  Beltran  as  he 
roas  from  his  eeat  aud  lighted  a  cigarette. 

"  Some  women  are  awfally  good  to  us,  Ned,"  be  va\iX- 
tered  i  few  minutes  later  to  LoPd  QuilBadene.  "But  how 
bitter  bad  the  beet  of  them  are  to  their  own  sex  I" 

"Awfully  bad,"  asaeuted  the  haudsouie  Earl,  brewing 
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himself  a  pii^k-iac-up.     "Wbat's  amiss  with  Alict  Beati-^ 
jolais  ?     You'vd  ruffled  her  somehow,  iiaven't  you?'* 

"Not  1,"  said  BoUran.     "It's  the  weather. '' 

But  I  do  not  think  it  was  the  weather,  oppressive 
though  the  tieat  aud  the  caliu  mi^ht  be.  I  thiok  he  had 
been  apeakiug  to  her  of  the  atorj  oi"  Gladys,  and  Beekinjr 
to  interest  her  in  it — vainlj. 

I  suppose  1  shall  be  cuneidered  verj  heterodox  if  T 
write  a  thi%'  that  I  really  bdleve  \  but  I  do  believe  it ; 
and  it  is  this—thab  rucu  are  much  suiter  at  heart  thaa 
womoQ. 

Oh,  I  kaow  niea  can  be  bard  enoii^ii;h;  they  can  swear 
saifaijely  on  occaaioaa;  they  ean  hit  mercilessly  when 
they  are  minded;  they  can  be  like  sleeL  or  granite  to  a 
woman  whom  they  have  ceased  to  care  about;  I  know 
that.  But  for  all  tUat  they  ai'e  uever  hard  with  the  chill, 
contented,  ej^otistie,  lifelong  brutality  of  women.  "Aprea 
moile  deluge  I" — that  ia  a  woman  all  over.  If  the  Pompa- 
dour did  aotsay  it,  ahe  ought  to  have  done. 

Lueretius  baa  &aid  how  charming  it  iy  to  atand  uuder  a 
sbeller  in  a  storm,  and  see  another  hurrying  tbrougL  ita 
rain  and  wiod  :  but  a  wonia,ii  would  reliiiB  that  sort  of 
cruelty,  and  would  not  be  quUe  content  unless  she  had  an 
umbrella  beside  her  that  she  refused  to  lead. 

I  get  very  oat  of  patience  when  I  hear  of  the  tender- 
ness of  women ;  they  are  only  tender  just  for  tbemselvep 
and  their  beloiigiiicfs, — as  tigi'esHes  anij  bears  are.  Thoy 
have  no  notion  uf  any  imperaooal  sympathy.  Men  you 
can  move  by  a  thousand  things— their  imaginations,  their 
affecliona,  their  uhivalrien,  their  follies,  their  intelligeoce, 
their  perception,  what  you  will.  But  a  woman  cau  only 
be  mov'ed  by  just  one  thing  aloue^ — her  own  privata 
interests. 

Women  always  put  me  in  miud  of  that  bird  of  youre. 
the  cuckoo. 

Your  puetry  and  your  platitudes  have  all  combined  to 
attach  a  mof^t  BBntimcotal  value  to  cuckoos  and  women; 
all  sorts  of  pretty  fantasies  surround  them  both  ;  the 
apring'tide  of  the  year,  the  breath  of  early  flowers,  the 
Terse  of  old  dead  poets,  the  scent  of  sweet  summer  raiDS. 
tbe  light  of  bright  dewy  dawnSr— all  these  things  voa 
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have  mingled  witb  the  thought  of  tL(i  cuekuo  till  itd  firdt 
tall  thi'Duyh  the  woods  lu  A])Ti]  brin^^a  all  these  inemoriea 
with  it.  Just  so  ia  like  matiner  have  you  entangled 
ynur  [joelii;;  ideals,  your  dreams  of  pyaee  aud  purity,  all 
divinjties  of  patience  and  of  pity,  all  sweet  saintly  atmri- 
ftce  and  aorniw,  with  your  ideas  of  women. 

Well^cuckooa  and  women,  believe  me.  are  very  much 
like  each  otiier,  and  not  at  all  like  your  fantasy  ; — to 
gut  a  well-feathered  nest  without  tlie  trouble  of  makiug 
it;  ami  to  keep  easily  lu  it  themselves,  no  matter  who 
may  turn  ouL  in  the  cold,  ia  both  cuckoo  and  womau  all 
over;  and  while  you  quote  Herriuk  and  Herbert  about 
ihem  as  you  walk  in  the  dewy  greenwood,  they  are  busy 
slaying'  the  poor  loiioly  fledglings  that  their  own  young 
liiay  iie  siiu,!:^  anil  warnji. 

AllonsI  I  Bimll  be  told,  I  suppoBc,  that  Jt  ia  very  easy 
(and  therefore  ignolile)  to  satirize  wonicti.  It  is  etisy  do 
doubt — ^juat  as  rar^qiiinadea  wei'e  easy  in  the  eorruptioti 
of  Borijian  Rome;  jnat  as  epij^rams  were  easy  id  the 
vilenega  of  Boarbouic  Fra^uce,  Had  Rome  been  virtuona 
or  France  pure;,  Pasquin'd  pillar  would  have  been  blank, 
and  Fi^aro'a  mouth  been  silent. 

After  the  yaebtinj^  there  came  the  playing  piacea  in 
Germany;  and  after  those  there  came  the  shooting:  the 
latter  at  a  variety  of  housea,  in  a  variety  of  counties. 
Our  servant,  who  was,  as  I  have  said,  a  notable  escep- 
tion  to  big  class,  and  bad  taken  lue  greatly  into  his  affec- 
tiona,  bore  me  about  through  all  these  manifold  changea  ; 
and  though  his  mai^ter  and  mine  laughed  at  him,  for  cum- 
bering himself  with  me,  Bdtran  never  offered  any  serious 
oppoaition  la  my  preienco  wherever  he  went. 

It  seemed  to  me  the  hardest  work  that  ever  naen  aet 
themselves:  that  iuveterate  "gunaing"  from  sunrise  to 
sunset:  that  incessant  iinrGmitting  assiduity  with  which 
they  devoted  themselves  to  the  slaughter  of  birds  without 
nny  pause  or  breathing-  space,  save  in  that  one  hour  whoa 
the  hot  luncheoQ  gmoked  uuder  the  nut-(?oppice,  and  the 
charapagnc-cup  was  drunk  where  the  great  curling  feriiH 
"ihielded  the  mouse  and  the  wren. 

But  the  share  that  I  had  in  it  was  pleasant  eoough 
Sometimes  we  were  at  great  country-houses,  filled  with 
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fasnionftble  rfatlierings ;  sometimes  wc  were  at  those 
(frand  ducal  inanaioua  that  stand  amidst  the  gorse  and 
bracken  of  the  midland  shrros ;  sometimea  we  were  at 
his  own  place,  a  gray  rambling  old  baronial  pile,  set  in 
tbo  heart  of  the  green  meadows,  and  the  beechen  woods, 
and  tlie  drowsy  hawthorn  lanes  of  Bnt'ka. 

There  weie  always  women,  of  course  ;  dainty  daraea 
unJ  deauoisfillea  of  the  wiirld  of  fashion.  Alice  Beaujolaia 
being-  always  inviled  with  the  same  circle  of  guests  aa 
Eeltran,  with  that  curious  tacit  recogniLioa  and  eondonar 
tioDofRiacbaliaisoa  which  people  always  accord  while  the 
woman  is  "in  sueiety,"  aud  which  conlrafsts  so  comicdly 
with  their  virtuotis  ostracism  of  her  if  she  once  be  fool 
cnoug^h  to  blunder  into  an  open  scandal^  and  the  columns 
of  the  newspapers. 

"  My  dt'ar,  she  gfocs  everywhere ;  she  attends  the 
Drawiujj-rooniB,  you  know;  and  her  own  people  visit 
her.  It  would  be  ridiculous  for  us  to  object. ''  I  have 
heard  tilled  wi>men  say  this  hundreds  of  limes  of  great 
ladies  of  tlieir  own  order,  whom  they  knew  to  he  g-uilty 
of  the  vilest  of  intrigues,  aud  the  foulest  of  seiiaualities, 
and  whose  "  connecLioiia*'  were  as  notorious  to  their  own 
get  as  though  they  Lad  been  pilloried  in  a  market-place. 
And  they  oever  did  object  accordingly;  but  asked  each 
arietocralic  sinner,  with  her  favorite  "  friend"  of  the  mo- 
ment, in  the  very  kindest  and  most  charitable  manner 
possible. 

If  a  silly  idiot  niianianaged  her  raattera,.  and  created 
scandal  by  getting  into  the  divorce  court,  or  by  irritating 
a  loDg-aufTeriug  society  with  some  folly  that  it  waa  quite 
impOBSible  for  eociety  to  be  hlitjd  to,  of  course  it  W48  a 
different  thing.  They  "^objected"  then  with  all  imaginft- 
bio  severity,  and  combined  their  forces  to  drive  forth  the 
foolinli  one  from  the  saercd  precincts  of  an  outraged  com- 
munity. 

Lady  Otho,  therefore,  beiug  a  woman  of  an  exquisite 
tact,  and  taking  care  to  be  always  au  mieux  with  her 
husband  (a  fiensible  creature  likewise,  who  thought  that 
in  the  matter  of  condonation  it  was  always  best  to  "give 
and  take"),  wenl  to  all  the  houses  that  BeUrsB  went  to, 
ftticl  carried  oa  her  "plalonics*'  with  bim  with  the  most 
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admirablj  ease.  She  dei<;Dcd  to  take  much  tiutice  of  mj* 
Belf ;  antl  tLough  sbo  dccliDcd  to  accept  me  when  offered 
to  her,  [lettud  uie  hatiituallj  very  much  as  she  usually  did 
the  youngest  aod  sauciest  odditiou  to  her  "  pretty  pa^B," 
from  the  coruet-list  of  the  Brigades. 

I  never  knew  quite  whether  1  liked  her — how  can  yoa 
with  those  womeu  of  the  world?  She  was  kind  and  in* 
sincere ;  she  wa-s  gentle  and  fihe  woa  cruel ;  ehe  was  gen- 
erous and  ungetiei*ou9i  sh©  was  tiue  as  steel  and  she 
wati  false  as  Judas — wliat  would  you? — she  was  a  woman 
of  the  world,  with  t^everal  sweet  natural  inipulBos,  aud 
all  a  coqutitte's  diplomacies. 

She  leaded  me  with  the  g-reateat  solicitude  one  day  that 
autumn,  wben  I  had  run  a  thorn  into  mj  foot:  and  the 
very  nest  day,  when  I  was  well  afj^ain,  she  laughed  to  see 
me  worried  on  the  lawu  by  a  hull-terrier.  If  you  have 
not  met  a  woman  like  that,  I  wonder  where  you  have 
lived. 

However,  as  a  rule^  I  enjoyed  myself  amongst  thoM 
fair  patrioians  iti  the  various  houses  we  visited.  I  played 
with  their  wools  and  floeb  silks ;  tore  their  yellow-papered 
novels,  and  at,ept  on  their  velvet  or  ailken  akirta  at  my 
fancy,  in  the  mornings ;  strolled  after  them  in  the  conser- 
vatories and  rose  g^ardens ;  was  curled  on  their  folded 
plaids  when  they  graced  the  pheasant  or  grouse  drives 
with  their  presence;  atid  learned  to  care  for  the  bang  of 
the  breech-loaders,  and  the  rink  oi  a  shot,  as  little  Bsthey 
eared  when  a  brave  old  cock  bird  staggered  dead  through 
the  eoiokoj  aud  they  watched  buw  the  wagera  they  had 
laid  m  gloves  went. 

Then  when  lun(;hcon  came  on  the  sturdy  g;ray  poay^fl 
hack,  and  they  di^poissessed  me  of  their  plaids  to  stretch 
theniseHves  thereon,  they  would  toss  me  foiegrae,  and 
truiBee,  and  biscuits;  while  uonsense,  "delicious  thiog, 
like  the  bubble  fiom  ti  spring,"  and  laughter,  and  storiea, 
and  balf-(i;ay,  half-&ad  frugnietits  of  vague  bentimeat, 
floated  with  the  smoke  of  the  cigarettes,  and  the  scent  of 
the  delicate  burgundies,  amongst  the  yellow  furze  and 
the  wet  mosses,  and  the  big  dockdeavea  of  the  bank,  qp 
to  the  ttranches  of  the  uutriree  hedge,  where  amongst  tha 
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balf-reddeacd  foliage  tbe  liaaet  would  be  siigiog  her 
latest,  and  the  robin  lilg  earliest,  song. 

It  was  pleasant,  very  pleasant,  and  in  these  bright, 
t^areless,  sport-filled  days  of  autumn,  there  seemed  no 
time  in  which  to  reinemher  Bronze  and  Gladys.  I  forgot; 
— and  I  supposed  that  he  forgot  also. 

When  I  met  FanfrelueUe  again,  she  seiffed  at  me  fic- 
verely  for  this.  She  tame  to  stay  with  her  mistress,  at 
that  old  place  of  Bckran'ri  in  the  beech- woods  of  Bucks, 
He  was  deldoni  there  exeept  in  the  shooting  season ;  it 
appeared  that  his  fortune  was  too  impoverished  for  hitii 
to  be  able  to  sustain  the  enormous  expenses  which  a 
nobleman's  open  house,  and  great  establishmeat  iuvolve. 

Wbeu  ho  went  down  to  the  place  it  waa  iu  a  half- 
bohemian,  half-bivouac  fashion,  that  yet  waa  pcrhap3 
pleasanter  than  any  other,  in  the  old,  dim,  piclaresqiie, 
historic  house,  with  its  oak-panneled  roonia,  and  its 
stained  windows,  and  its  &hady  yrass  terracea,  with  their 
broad  dark  cedars.  For  though  he  called  it  roughing  it, 
the  roughness  was  only  of  the  most  artistic  sort ;  with  a 
perfect  couk,  and  perfect  wines,  and  perfect  cigars;  with 
wondrous  old  g^old  Cellmi  plate,  and  falmlous  antiques, 
and  paintings,  aud  china,  all  around;  and  a  j^rtt^nd  piiitiiO 
in  the  Elizabethan  drawiug-rooin,  and  ihe  clash  of  billiai'd 
balls  under  the  painted  arches  of  the  Chapel  cDtrance^  and 
whist-tables  in  the  little  Gardea  room,  that  looked  through 
oriel  windows  on  to  the  terrares  and  the  cedars. 

Here  Lady  Utho  came  notj  and  the  society  somewhaS 
Bcaudalized  tiie  county. 

I  suppose  he  thought  that  the  demi-monde  best  sailed 
that  indolent,  irregular,  balf-boheiuian  existence;  and 
that  when  his  guests  and  he  tunie  tronping  in  through 
the  twilight,  frofn  the  golden  woods  and  the  broad  bistre 
fallows,  iato  that  strange  old  |dace,  it  was  easier  to  be 
able  to  lounge  into  dinner  in  their  velvet  shooting-dress; 
it  was  easier  to  be  able  to  talk  whatevci"  impudent  mis- 
chief came  uppermost ;  it  was  easier  to  be  able  to  brush 
a  kiss  from  a  cheek  as  coolly,  and  ivith  as  little  pardon 
aaked,  as  when  brushing  the  bloom  off  a  peach.  It 
was  easier  certainly:  and  they  wi^re  wont  to  declare  that 
Ihe  ultimate  practice  of  both  vnondes  was  tbe  same^— 
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It  was  tbeir  tbeoriGS  only  that  differed.  And  wlica 
you  come  ia  ttred  frocn  a.  long'  daj's  ehootitig,  aad  inilia- 
posed  for  more  exertion  than  to  drink  jrour  wino  and  Iq 
light  your  cigar,  it  is  easier  to  have  to  do  with  women 
who  havG  no  theoi'ies.  For,  at  any  rate,  the  theoristg 
expect  you  to  put  od  your  dress-coat,  and  to  keep  awake 
after  dinner. 

By-the-way,  permit  me,  in  pareo  thesis,  to  say  that  one 
of  the  thief  causes  of  thai  pi'efereoce  for  the  denil-moude 
which  you  daily  and  hourly  discover  more  and  more,  is 
the  indul;:rei]ce  it  shows  to  idltMiess.  Because  your  livea 
are  so  intense  now,  and  always  at  high  pressure,  fur  that 
very  reason  are  yuu  mora  indolent  also  in  little  things. 
It  bores  you  to  di'essj  it  bores  you  to  talk;  it  bores  you 
to  be  polite.  Sit-  Cbarlca  Qfandison  might  find  ecstasy 
ia  elaborating  a  bow,  n  wi.^-,  or  a  speech  ;  you  like  to  ^W& 
aHttlenod,  cut  your  hair  very  short,  and  rnaUe  "awfully" 
do  duty  fur  all  your  adjectives. 

**  Autfes  temps,  autrea  mtBura."  Toa  are  a  very  odd 
mixture.  You  will  go  to  llie  ends  of  the  earth  ou  the 
Bccnt  of  big  game;  but  you  shirk  all  social  exertion  with 
a  cyuical  ]a7,Lness.  You  wilt  come  from  Damascus  at  a 
stretch  witbuut  sleeping,  and  think  nothing  of  it;  but 
you  find  it  a  wretched  thing-  to  have  to  exert  yourself 
to  be  eoorlGoua  In  a  drawing-room. 

Therefore  the  demi-moude  suits  you  with  a  curious 
fitness,  and  suits  you  more  and  more  every  year.  I  am 
afraid  it  is  not  very  good  for  you.  I  don't  mean  for  your 
morals;  I  don't  care  the  least  about  them,  I  am  a  dog 
of  the  world  ; — I  mean  for  your  manners.  It  makes  you 
slangy,  inert,,  ruile,  laEv.  And  yet — what  perfect  gentle* 
men  you  can  be  Ktill,  and  what  grace  there  is  in  youf 
careless  weary  eade,  when  you  choose  to  be  courteouai 
and  yoj  always  do  choose,  that  I  must  say  for  you,  when 
you  find  a  woman  who  is  really  worth  the  trouble, 

Fanfrehiche.  who  eame  thither  with  Avice  Dare^  took 
me  to  task,  as  I  say,  for  my  supposition  that  Beltrao  had 
forgotten  bis  promise.  She  insisted  that  he  bad  not  done 
BO,  however  appearances  might  betokoo, 

"  He  hasn't  forgotten,'*  she  assured  me  agaiu  and 
again)  and  with  much  force,  one  Sunday  afternoon,  when 
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there  was  no  gunmu^,  and  everjbody  was  out  on  the 
terrace  ia  tbe  warm  goldeu  October  afternoon ;  readio^ 
novels,  playing  ecarte,  drinking  seltzers,  chanting  glees, 
sauntering  under  the  great  old  cedars;  while  the  crim- 
Boned  woods  stretched  away  iu  the  sudin-ht,  and  tlie 
creepers  f^Iowed  scarlet  where  they  trailed  over  the  atone 
balustrade. 

"  Geutleinen  don't  Torjfet ;  not  ttiat  sort  of  thing,  I 
mean.  Now,  yon  bok  there  at  Neil  Strathalau — there — 
he'a  pouring'  out  the  claret-eup  for  Laura.  Beastly  stuff, 
that  those  tomfools  of  the  butler's  pantry  puke  cucum- 
ber, and  lemcia,  aud  spice,  and  brandy,  and  every  abomi- 
nation  imol  As  though  wine  weren't  bad  enoutfb  by 
itsiBlf." 

I  looked  ftt  Neil  Strathalan  as  she  spoke;  he  waa 
one  of  the  men  staying  with  ng  5  an  ex-guardaman ;  a 
duke's  son;  a  handsome,  worn,  reckless,  indolent-looking 
man  of  the  world,  of  whura  I  had  seldom  heard  anything, 
save  that  he  was  dead  at  rocketers,  and  had  been  con- 
cerned in  some  of  the  most  notorious  intriguea  of  the 
last  tiveuty  gensona. 

"  I  know  whiit  a  bad  fellow  everybody  thinks  ray 
Lord  Neil.  And  he  does  go  awfully  fttst ,  that  I  grant. 
Plunges ;  turns  ni^ri^lit  into  day  ;  makes  love  to  no  end  of 
married  women ;  does  everytiiini^  that  he  ou^ht  not  to  do. 
Well — I'll  tell  you  a  thiog  I  know  about  Neil.  It  hap- 
pened a  long-  time  ag-o,  when  I  belonged  to  the  Brig-ades. 
There  was  a  man  aliv«  at  that  lime  called  Maurice  Drysj- 
dale  ;  he  was  a  gri^at  fViend  of  Xeirs,  and  they  were  al- 
ways to^f-etber.  Poor  Maurice  was  thorough-bred  all 
over,  but  he  wad  fearfully  poor;  he  went  the  pace  like 
all  of  them,  and  he  hadn't  stay  in  him  for  it  j  and  be  broke 
down — utterly  :  fortune,  and  body,  and  mind-  He  got 
abroad  tu  avoid  arrest,  and  be  died  abroad  ;  at  a  little 
fishini^  town  in  Norway. 

"Neil  Strathalan  was  yachting  at  that  lime  in  tho 
northern  waters ;  and  he  just  rtaehed  in  time  to  ace  the 
last  one  of  the  hand-somest,  bravest,  trueijt  gentlemen  that 
ever  was  killed  by  plunging.  I  was  with  him,  and  I  saw 
Maurice  too.  Lying  in  that  little,  pent,  dark,  close  cham- 
ber,  with  its  Bceat  of  fish,  and  of  tar,  and  of  salt  water ; 
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and  with  tbe  endless  souEd  of  the  )^ea,  comiog  in  ibroug^b 
the  square  hole  m  the  wall,  which  was  all  that  served 
him  as  casement. 

"I  can  see  bim  now  with  his  frank,  fair  face,  and  fais 
brijrht  tliestnut  curls,  und  his  groat  masstre  limbs  that 
had,  so  little  awhile  before,  owned  ail  tiie  streDgth  of 
(fiauts,  and  now  were  Btretehod  there  powerless  as  a 
child's,  and  with  tba  life  ebbing  out  of  them  aa  the  tide 
ebbed  oQ"  the  aboi'o.  His  eyes  were  growing-  very  dim, 
but  he  kuew  NeiL 

''He  looked  up  at  him  with  big.  old  sweet  smile,  and 
found  force  to  grasp  his  hand.  *  You'll  take  care  of 
Ailie?'  he  murmured.  "  Poor  little  Ailie  I  She'l]  he  aafa 
with  70U,  Neii?  You'U  look  after  her,  won't  you?  her 
and  the  child  V 

*'  Neil  clinched  hie  hand  in  both  his  own :  '  By  God  I 
will  V — and  as  he  said  it,  the  last  wave  of  the  tide  rolled 
off  the  shore,  and  the  last  breath  died  on  Maunce  Drys- 
dale'a  lips.  And  Xcil — ah  I  do  you  know  what  a  man's 
grief  is  to  eeo  ? 

"Ailie  Graltan  Was  a  mere  i^irl,  eighteen  years  I  think 
at  most,  and  she  had  loved  Maurice  with  all  a  woman's  pas- 
sion, and  raucti  more  than  most  women's  fealty.  He  had 
met  her  ill  a  summer-tout" about  the  Irish  lakes;  it  had  been 
the  old  story,  the  Fa«*t-story  that  the  world  loves  to  coq- 
dema,  whilst  it  leaves  unavraigued  the  Measalinas  of  ita 
palaces,  She  was  far  lovelier,  truer,  and  more  tender, 
than  moat  Oretcibecji  are.  Dying  there,  his  last  thouglit 
had  beea  of  Ailie— poor  little  Ailie — as  defenseless,  as 
lotioly,  and  almost  as  inuoceot  as  any  one  of  the  heaths 
on  her  nalire  mountains.  For  hs  had  kept  her  in  perfect 
eeelusionj  aad  had  never  lot  a  gross  word  or  a  coarse 
glance  lig^ht  near  her.  Yet  he  had  died  atone — well,  l)e- 
cause  such  men  will ;  they  drag^  themselves  out  to  soli- 
tude like  strickca  stags. 

"  Do  you  think  Neil  forgot  his  promise,  or  not?  Per- 
haps yo«  will  confe&s  that  I  know  sonielhing'  more  of  mea 
than  you  do,  when  I  tell  you  that  no  aister  was  ever  dealt 
with  mora  loyally,  tenderly,  and  revereotly,  than  is  his 
dead  friend's  darling  dealt  with  by  Neil  Strathalan? 
Ailie  lives  in  utter  solitude  j  giving  herself  up  to  the 
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avkfe  of  her  bdd,  and  to  the  oioiiiorj  of  h«t  lost  aad  uaro^ 
gottca  lore.  Alt  w^aat,  all  bardijhip,  all  anxie^tyt  ^^^ 
Bpared  ber:;  and  sbe,  absorbed  m  one  remclubraaae, 
bardly  hoeds,  scarcely  kaows,  all  Chat  Bhe  and  ber  child 
owe  to  Neil.  As  for  wot'da  of  shame  or  passion,  he 
would  no  more  breathe  tbeiui  to  Iter  thaa  be  wauld  lift 
bia  band  to  Blay  her. 

"  Ouce  when  bis  visits  lo  ber  ^ot  bruited  about  (for 
•II  tbin^is  are  saaa  and  told  in  Lbig  dayl),  the  world, 
which  is  always  so  vile  of  tbouj^ln  llmt  it  deema  all  mea 
must  be  vile  of  deed  also,  said  that  this  maa  was  worse 
even  tbnu  it  bad  called  him;  that  ere  bis  comrade  was 
told  ill  bis  jE^mve  be  tioiij^ht  the  dead  mao's  mislress  aa 
uia  OWL.  Neil  siuiled  wbeo  be  heard  that  they  said  this. 
He  kuevv — ^I  know^tbat  Jiai;red  to  him  as  the  name  of 
his  nioiher,  were  the  triidt  of  hid  frleudf  and  hia 
promisti.'* 

I  said  nothing;  I  fok  that  alts  gpoke  truth;  although 
of  Neii  Strathalao  I  aaw  uothin^  save  au  es^il,  uai'elesa, 
hard,  ^ood-lookirjg  man,  whoae  speech  was  vci'y  caustlCj 
and  whose  lifo  was  very  lasy.  arid  whosu  ways  and  words 
wefe.  as  the  world  &aid,  all  of  wIcUedneaa. 

Fanfreluche,  ashamed  ay^aju  of  having  suffered  herself 
to  feel, — uuwise  Bban^e,  that  she  bad  caught  up  from  bar 
frieoids  of  the  Clubs  and  the  Row, ^trotted  off,  sbaklog- 
her  bells  to  beg  for  bouboas  from  Beltran.  Whether  she 
was  ri^ht  about  hiB  memory  of  the  child  Gladys  1  knew 
Dot;  aud  treats  aooa  took  place  which  thrust  ail  specu' 
lationa  on  it  out  of  mj  head. 
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The  CoToaet  waa  of  course  far  too  fashionable  a  the»- 
ttsr  to  be  open  during  tbe  cnontha  whuo  the  towL  waa  a 
desert. 

Hapless  amateurs  would  indeed  now  and  ag-ain  diaport 
themselves  upon  i  Is  stage,  and  some  erased  creatu  ro 
would  perchance  ruia  hlaaaelf  with  a  "  Shakapearian  re' 
Tivalj"  or  "an  Opera  for  the  Million,"  in  those  dusty, 
desolate  months,  when  the  clubs  were  tenantleaa,  and  the 
park  was  a  prairie.     But  its  own  people  knew  it  no  more. 

Mrs.  Delamere  went  to  the  Batba,  sweeping^  from  Spa 
to  Hombupg',  aad  from  Homburg  to  Badea,  at  her  fancy, 
changing  her  dress  three  ttmeg  a  day,  wearing  the  cost- 
liest of  Worth's  costumes,  throwing  the  Astolat  gold 
away  at  the  tables,  and  holding  her  pretty  claaaic  bead 
as  proudly  as  any  Queen  Regnant,  or  Empreaa,  anoongst 
them  all.  And  ao  did  likewise  such  of  her  wise  eister- 
hood  as,  nominally  dancicg  at  tbe  Coronet,  actually 
Bpeat  in  three  months  the  fortune  of  any  young'  baronel, 
or  ourottel  of  the  Brigades,  who  thought  it  manly  aad 
faeUionable  to  hi^ve  their  brazen  chij^nons  be.^ide  him  in 
his  pbaetoii,  and  to  pay  for  their  ball  at  Willis's  RoomSj 
or  their  big  dinner  at  Richmond. 

Aa  for  the  luckless  onei*  who  either  had  not  a  pretty 
face  to  attract  the  stalls,  mi  fllse  were  foolish  enough  to 
cling  lo  some  poor  shred  of  self-respect  and  honesty,  they 
of  coursB  wentiu  the  dead  season  to  East-end  theaters  and 
musii;-balla,  or  to  a  toilsome  tour  about  tbe  prorinces; 
and  Bpent  their  sultry  summer  amongBt  the  grit  and  dus;t 
of  stifling  cities,  paying  thus  in  murk  and  miaery,  aod 
coQtiuual  toil,  for  their  ignorance  in  not  perceiving  that 
the  only  horn  of  pteuty  ie  held  fast  Id  the  hands  of  vice 
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With  tlie  earl^  days  of  NoTember  the  glorios  of  tho 
Coronet  rehired;  and  were  to  revive  with  more  estravB- 
gance  than  ussual  this  seaaou :  with  a  new  burlesque, 
gorg-eous  in  the  extreme,  and  of  eaormnua  cast,  in  which 
the  darliug^  of  the  public  was  to  delight  it  with  dvbq  less 
drapery  and  more  jigs  than  ever. 

It  warj  ranch  talked  of  dufin^  the  shontin^-tinie,  and 
AS  no  paina  or  expense  had  been  spared  in  the  prepara- 
tion of  it^  sii  great  results  were  expected  from  its  pm* 
duction. 

Denzil  had  oftea  urged  ray  master  to  sever  hia  con- 
Detttioti  with  the  theater^  but  Beltran  had  never  beeu 
induced  to  do  so. 

"■  Amateur  management  is  worse  that*  plunging,"  Den- 
sil  had  Baid  one  ni^ht  on  the  grass  terrace  in  the  shoot- 
ing season.  "  Farquhar  of  the  old  Royal  Buskin  makes 
his  fortune  by  a  theater,  and  why?  Because  he  is'  a 
clever  man  of  business,  who  supplies  the  town  with 
amusement,  as  a  mere  matter  of  commerce,  just  as  a  pub- 
lican does  beer.  He  hag  heerv  at,  it  (ill  his  days,  is  not 
troubled  with  Bcruptes,  and  la  a*  hard  as  nails  to  boot. 
He  would  never  allow  a  pretty  pale  piece  of  inanity  to 
murder  a  fine  bit  of  '  leading  business,'  as  I  have  known 
you  to  do  because  the  piece  of  inanity  was  yonng  and 
poor,  and  wept  bitterly,  and  prayed  of  you  to  treat  her 
like  a  star.  And  he  woiild,  on  (.lie  contrary,  take  hia 
twenty  or  thirty  sovereigns  u  night  from  any  dainty  dame 
of  casino  celebrity j,  whose  '  friends'  would  pay  to  ^'■et  her 
on  to  tlie  board^^  whose  dreasea  would  be  ninety  ^fuineaa 
eachj  and  all  stilF  with  golden  brocade,  and  whose  wX- 
tnirera  would  till  the  stalla  and  muster  strong  and  ofttJii 
in  the  private  boxes.  Now,  as  for  yout — you  bade 
Wyuch  keep  oa  that  wretched  woman  Berthald  becauM 
the  woman  was  old  and  was  ug]y  and  could  ill  find  en- 
gagomenta;  yoa  insisted  on  little  Lucy  being  retained 
because  she  waa  only  seventeen  and  had  not  a  shilling 
in  the  world,  when  you  knew  she  broke  down  in  the  mere 
letter  with  every  fifth  word  she  spoke  ;  you  allowed  that 
wild  German,  Waldenvorat,  to  rant  in  Kotzebue  and 
Shakspearc,  because  you  found  him  a  scholar,  and  a  poet, 
and   a  beggar,  and  Qod  knows  what  all  besides;  you 
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never  gire  yourself  the  trouble  of  harms'  the  accounts 
audited  by  any  public  accouatant;  aciil  you  oever  gi^e 
you^-solf  the  chaocc  of  mukinj  moiiey  by  tbe  only  puying 
places  La  the  house,  bccausG  you  arc  alwa3'a  lendiag  stalls 
to  any  man  that  wants  tbem,  and  always  offering"  the 
boxes  to  tvery  pretty  creature  that  you  meet.  Ni^ht 
after  night  I  bave  seen  every  private  bos  fillyd  with 
women  of  our  sot,  to  whom  yoii  had  given  theiis,  and 
who  only  came  there  to  Qirt,  and  to  chatter,  and  lu  yaWQ 
a  lit.tl<B,  and  to  have  cups  of  tea  sent  them  in  from  yoar 
room  I" 

Beltran  smiled. 

"Go  on,  prayl  The  recollection  of  the  t«»  seeoia  to 
excite  you  rather.  As  far  as  I  can  remember,  the  wiae 
that,  the  Press  drinks  is  the  bigger  item," 

*'  And  I  have  seen,"  par&ucd  Denzil,  re^ardlesg  of  the 
inberriiption,  "the  very  best  attresaea  you  ever  had 
snubbed  nut  of  the  theater  by  that  woman  yonder.  I 
have  known  the  poor  g;irls  actually  surrdndoi'  their  en' 
gagementa  rather  than  endure  tbo  insolence  of  hej"  abomi- 
nable injuries.  When  she  ia  called  at  rehearijal  she  la 
always  absent:  inquire,  and  you  ftiid  she  was  'bored,' 
ftod  ig  i^oae  to  her  brougbam,  and  so  are  Dora  Delaay 
and  Vic  Villiers  just  because  you  give  tbeai  bi^'h  wages, 
to  oblige  Annualey  and  Fred  Orford,  tbough  neither  of 
the  ^\v\a  hiis  a  grain  of  talout,  or  scaao,  or  decency  eyoa; 
and  both  have  Uieir  *  brougham,'  and  can  snap  their 
fingers  at  Hoesj  I  Then  when  the  iirdt  night  cornea  yon 
woader  they  arc  not  tettcr-pcrfect,  and  that  the  prompter^a 
ia  alraoHt  tbe  ouly  voice  beard." 

"  You  are  hard  to  please,  Derry,"  said  Bultrun,  wJtb  a 
amile,  "  I  am  wrong  when  I  take  penniless  virtue,  and 
wrong  when  I  take  indepundent  vicel  Pray  go  on,  itia 
dcltgbtfui  to  hear  yo'i.  In  Gertrude  D'Byocourt's  time 
you  weren't  so  severe  on  that  poor  old  Roi  d'Yvefcdt — • 
the  stage.'* 

"  Like  most  Rois  d'Yvetflt,  it  pays  its  ministers  with 
a  seaile  laugh,  and  starves  its  public  while  it  orams  ita 
cuurtesans." 

'*  Don't  be  eo  fearfully  epigrammatie.     An  epigram  ia 
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e  tniffie  of  truth,  dished  up  in  a  soafflegof  auperdlious- 
Dess.     TouP  antagoiitam  to  the  poor  theater- — — " 

"  I  hare  no  antagonism  to  nny  theater.  I  have  a  very 
bitter  aotai^onism  to  woniGQ  who  order  their  lover  to 
take  one^  as  they  bid  him  buy  them  a  £5000  diamond 
locket,  cai-elusa  how  lie  may  pay  for  their  toy  with  hia 
ruin;  women  who,  without  one  shred  of  talent,  grace,  or 
learning,  seek  it  simply  as  ibe  arena  on  which  to  show 
their  forms,  md  display  their  diaoioods,  dress  at  their 
rivals,  and  put  themselves  up  lor  sate.  It  is  as  utterly 
disastrous  for  a  g<tinUemaD  to  bEiCome  an  impresario  as  it 
is  for  hitn  to  become  a  builder.  Where  the  adept  makes 
a  fortune,  the  amati^ur  only  rushes  to  ruin.  A  theater 
13  a  most  ruinous  toy  lor  any  man  of  your  temper  and 
tastes.  Is  the  f^anie  worth  the  millioDs  of  candles  yon 
burn  at  both  ends  fiir  it  T  For  the  life  of  me,  I  can't  aee 
what  you  get  iQ  return  for  your  money?  Only  the  obli- 
gation to  give  dinners  and  suppers  to  actresses  whose 
getiiua  lies  in  their  legn  or  their  hair,  and  comedians 
whose  facetiffl  are  even  staler  and  more  intolerable  over 
the  ciaret-jug  tham  before  the  floats;  only  the  necessity 
to  miugle  in  a  society  inferior  to  your  owu,  composed  of 
people  who,  whilst  they  supplicate  you  with  unblushing 
impudence  for  your  invitations,  cnrae  yoti  behind  your 
back,  because  you  are  what  tbey  call  a  swell !  People 
who  Buhrait  to  your  couteuipt  for  the  Bake  of  your  cham- 
pagnes, and  who  tout  you  fur  Richmond  or  Wiathan 
dinners,  while  Ihey  hate  you  like  poison  for  the  mere 
tooe  of  your  voice,  the  tnere  cut  of  jour  coat,  the  mere 
cost  of  the  flower  in  your  button-hole !" 

Beltran  laughed,  and  got  up  from  his  seat. 

"You're  awfully  good  fun,  Derry,  when  one  does  get 
arise  out  of  you.  Perhaps  I  shall  please  even  you  with 
an  actress  one  day^tyui  yjura  verra.  There's  the  dinner- 
belL  The  cook  sent  me  word  that  he's  invented  a  new 
style  of  jumping  mushrooms  In  wine,  which  he  tbiaks 
we  shall  pronounce  very  j^^reat  in  its  way.    Come  along:." 

In  this  wise  was  Denzil's  advice  always  disregarded ; 
and  we  went  to  town  for  the  Brat  night  of  this  splendid 
piece  J  many  of  Beltran^s  own  set — men  and  women  both 
— did  likewise,  although  it  was  early  winter,  and  fashion- 
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able  London  was  still  deaolaLe,  It  w&a  to  be  produced 
OQ  tbe  Sattirday  uiglit;  and  he  went  up  iu  the  aftei'Dooa 
of  that  duy;  having  asked  some  score  of  crlticg  and  literati 
to  a  dinner  on  the  morrow  at  th*?  Leviathan:  the  one 
hotel  in  London  where  the  clarets  are  what  they  call 
themaelves,  and  the  iniiuxnerahlc  nuances  of  ehoiee  fish 
are  etudled,  and  the  urtlchuke  imd  the  tomato  are  com- 
prehended to  be  as  equal  ia  import,  and  as  diOerent,  as  a 
fuf  ue  of  Bach,  and  an  overture  of  Rossini. 

Laura  Pearl  had  been  in  London  some  two  weeks  or 
80,  rehearsing ;  and  the  extravaganza  was  entirely  to  her 
glory;  for  notwithBtanding  its  magniSceDcej,  its  cost,  and 
its  reputed  worth  aa  a  thing-  actually  of  esprit,  it  was 
well  undei'stood  that  its  chief  attraction  for  the  town 
would  He  in  the  fact  of  its  being  written  chiefly  to  ex- 
hibit a  BonUesg,  Rhaniele&s,  mindless  woman,  who  had 
ft  fairer  face  and  a  more  notorious  infamy  than  any  other: 
or  at  least  bad  tbe  good  fortuae  to  have  tbom  more 
talked  abont 

"If  there  were  a  Garripk  on  the  stage,  the  stalls  would 
vole  him  bad  form,  yawn,  and  go  away  to  their  car- 
riages,  or  their  clubs.  But  they  will  flock  nig-ht  after 
night  to  see  Pearl,  half-dressed,  jump  about  in  a  break- 
dowQ,"  eatd  Fanfreluche.  "  The  faacination  Pearls  pos- 
sess for  society  is  a  very  odd  feature  of  society.  It  ia  a 
fact — tbere  is  no  disputing  it — that  the  public  are  as  eager 
to  Bee  the  worst  woman  of  her  year,  as  they  would  be  to 
6ee  tbe  greatest  heru  that  ever  lived.  A  theater  will  fill 
from  pit  to  roof,  if  ouly  a  cruel  courtesan  will  show  on  ita 
boards.  A  girPs  photograph  will  Bell  lite  wildfire  if  she 
be  only  known  to  be  absolutely  infamous.  People  in  the 
park  gaze  after  Laura  Pearl  or  Lilian  Lee  with  as  curi- 
ous a  wonder  and  reverence  aa  if  they  gazed  after  a 
Jeanne  d'Arc,  or  a  Vivia  Ferpetua.  Honorable  women 
name  them  openly,  and  study  tbeir  dreHS,  and  put  their 
pielures  in  the  albums.  They  have  their  opera  box,  and 
Ihek  pew  at  church ;  they  are  copied  in  their  coiffures, 
and  they  are  asked  for  their  patronag'e  to  charities.  It  ia 
awfully  odd — Ihifl  deification  of  degradation  1  Where  will 
it  end,  I  wonder  ? — Ah,  where  will  it,  indeed  ? — Well  I  I 
Suppose  it  Will  end  in  tbeir  apotheosis^     They  have  got 
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to  tbe  Lawn  ;  they  will  g^x  to  Hurlingham  :  ftod  then  I 
suppose  thpi-<;  won't  I>e  a  rcasonabJe  doubt  but  what 
they'll  jreL  alfio  to  Heaven  !" 

Which  wtts  profane  of  Fanfreluche,  but  pardonable t 
for  if  &he  placed  Heaven  latest  and  btg-hest  in  her  esti- 
mate of  tbu  triad,  it  1:^  certainlj  more  Lhaa  nsuat  lailiea 
Beom  to  do. 

T  contrived  to  slip,  unaeenj  down  to  the  Coronet  ou 
ihia  Saturday  night.  We  arrived  there  towards  the  end 
of  a  witty,  graceful,  old  comedy, — which  formed  the  lever 
du  lideau.  Beltran  wont  almost  at  once  to  the  box  of 
Alice  Beaujolais,  and  thence  to  other  people  he  knew  m 
the  house.     I  renmined  behind. 

The  comedy  soon  came  to  au  end.  Maode  Delamero 
&wept  off  in  a  euperb  drtisa,  anil  an  injured  frame  of  mind ; 
martyred  indeed  she  might  well  feel,  aa  the  house  had 
been  only  ono-third  full  until  her  last  act;  and  she  was 
well  worth  Beeing  in  her  comedies,  despite  the  Midaa* 
Bne;crs  at  her. 

It  was  half-past  nine;  the  time  for  the  burleaque. 

"Where  uu  earth  13  Laura?"  said  Beltran,  coming  in 
froDi  the  front  of  the  bouse,  where  he  had  been  eouversinpf 
with  some  friends. 

"It's  a  quarter  past  her  time,"  said  Denzil,  who  waa 
flirting-  a  little  with  Mrd.  Delamere  ad  he  put  her  carriage- 
cloak  round  her. 

Beltran  went  across,  aud  rapped  ou  the  panels  of  th» 
PearFs  dressing-room  door;  silence  following,  he  pushed 
it  open.     The  little  chamber  was  empty. 

The  music  bad  burst  out  afresh,  and  succeeded  In  amua- 
mg  the  audience.  They  played  through  the  whole  of  the 
Brome  Morse  overture;  when  it  was  ended  she  had  not 
made  her  appearance. 

Bellrarj  stnntcd  on  with  apparent  indifferonoe,  but  hia 
eyea  grew  angry. 

The  g-ods  of  the  gallery  began  to  raise  an  uproar;  they 
Btamped,  aad  kicked,  aud  whistled,  and  screamed  snatchea 
of  song. 

"Time's  upl"  they  hallooed. 

"'Tis,  hy  Jove  I"  muttered  Denzil.  ^' Shall  I  go  aui] 
IqoIl  for  her,  Beltran  V 
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"Let  the  call-bny  go." 

The  call-boy  went. 

Thu  orcbestra — ^g-allaiit  defenders  of  tbe  stormed  breaci 
— hur&t  bravely  into  a  ringing  waltz  of  Offtiobacb. 

But  the  goiia  bad  board  enough  of  nielodj,  and  pre- 
ferred their  own  tuueful  SLTeechiDjjifs  ;  they  would  not 
hearken  to  their  Orpheus  with  his  flourisfaed  b&ton. 
Thej  shouted,  and  biased,  and  ewore,  and  kicked,  aud 
Boresjuied  out  Bnciches  of  the  Tileal  muBic^hall  cmuic 
bftltfids. 

The  fitiills  jftwned  visibly^  tbe  women  in  the  private 
boxc.^  roso. 

Bcltran,  witb  his  oi<rar  in  hia  teeth,  looked  pate  with 
an|;:er.  But  be  said  nothing;  sileDce  was  bis  second 
nature  io  nny  crisia ;  he  ut-horrpii  people  who  "  ruCQed 
Ul." 

''Let  me  go  on  and  sing,  bit!'*  said  a  little  musical, 
fevfri^h  voice  at  bis  p1I>ow,  "  Tbey  cotton  to  me,  you 
knoiv,  my  lord ;  and  p'rhapfi  I'd  keep  'cm  quiet?" 

Ho  looked  kindly  down  on  Nellie,  as  ahe  approncbed 
him.  iShe  bud  boon  allotted  n  good  part  in  the  coming 
burU'aquo;  and  was  radiant  in  the  gauze  aod  gold,  tbe 
glittering  wing;',  and  the  starry  crown,  of  a  fairy's  beat 
Paris  costume. 

"You're  a  goo<l  child.     Well — go." 

She  tripped  on  to  the  Btage  at  his  order,  and  burat  with- 
out preface  or  trepidation  into  a  charming  little  slang-song. 
It  was  utter  uoDsense.  but  it  had  gay,  airy  music  to  itj 
tbe  musicians  knew  it,  and  took  up  Us  burden  at  her  first 
bars  ;,  tbe  gods  welcomed  her  with  rapture  and  growling 
intermixed.  The  song  was  a  success— aud  a  trucCi^for 
the  moment. 

"While  they're  quiet  I'll  get  Alice  away.  They  may 
grow  noisy,"  murmured  Beltran. 

A  second  or  two  later  £  £aw  hina,  through  tbe  flies,  m 
a  private  box  where  sat,  with  her  party,  Lady  Otbo 
Beaujolais. 

"What  au  ass!"  swore  DeDzil,  regarding  bira  as  be 
placed  her  eaehemirea  round  the  great  lady's  ahoiildcrs, 
and  led  ber  firom  the  box.  "  To  give  the  sigual  himself 
to  enpty  his  own  house  T' 
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*'What  on  earth  did  you  do  that  for,  Tere?"  he  asked, 
when  Beltran,  returning  to  tbe  aceoe  of  warfare,  calmly 
relit  another  cig'ar. 

"Lady  Otho  hates  rows,"  he  said  briefly. 

"And  you  think  there'll  be  oQ©?'* 

'*  Must*  be." 

He  leaned  bia  hack  a^ajtist  one  of  the  uprig^ht  beams, 
Bud  waited. 

There  was  a  frightful  confuaiou  and  tumult  arouad 
tim;  prompters,  scene  paititer,  old  Wynch,  the  luckless 
players,  iti]  the  nomberlesB  supers  and  mat-hiuistg  of  a 
fashionable  theater,  were  wild  with  exultation  and  agitar 
lioa.  Stiil  he  aaid  noihEno' ;  but  his  face  grew  pale,  and 
I  did  not  care  to  look  op  at  the  gleam  in  his  ditrkening 
gray  eyes. 

There  was  still  no  appearance  of  Laura  Pearl  nor  of 
any  apolog-y  from  her. 

■'Surely  most  be  ill?"  hazarded  Denzil. 

**  She'd  have  sent  in  that  ease,"  said  her  lover,  his  feel- 
ings undisturbed  by  the  sug-^estioo. 

To  conmieace  the  piece  without  her  -was  impossible; 
the  first  scene  entirely,  and  almost  solely,  depended  on 
the  absentee. 

The  gallant  little  Wood-Elf,  aheroine  to  the  core,  recom- 
menced her  singing  with  a  daring  and  persistence  worthy 
of  the  VieiUe  Gaj-de  itself.  But  her  cbarming  could  eharm 
no  loDffer;  almost  alt  the  respet table  part  of  the  house 
had  followed  when  Beltran  had  led  out  Lady  Othoj  some 
men  ia  the  stalls  alone  remained.  But  tbe  crowd  in  the 
two  upper  tiers  and  the  pit  still  were  there;  and  their 
howling  and  hooting  sounded  aa  though  demons  them* 
eelvea  were  unloosed. 

Tbe  Wood-Elf  ran  off  breathless. 

"  Oh,  my  lordl  I'm  afeard — I  am  indeed — that  Ihey'U 
get  chucking'  something;  at  mel" 

"Dress  aad  run  off  borne,"  answered  Beltrao.  "1*11 
thank  you  to-morrow,  Nellie." 

The  girPs  eyes  Hashed  and  danced,  and  her  yoai)>( 
cheeks  were  in  Qame  beneath  tbeir  rouge. 

"  I  don't  want  thaiikmg,  sir,'^  she  whispered.  "Migbj 
I  please  stay  and  gee  it  out  V^ 
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Ere  he  coald  Rttead  to  or  aaswer  her,  tlie  cnll-bof 

rasbed  in ;  gasptag  for  utterance 

"Well?"  said  Beltraa,  iniperioualj'. 

"  If  you  please,  gir,"  palpitated  the  hapless  Mercury, 
who  was  in  morUl  terror  at  the  laesaftge  he  brougbtj 
'Mf  you  please,  my  lord^  sbe've  a  bin  out  eince  five^  and 
she  han't  bin  back,  my  lord.  But  they  sea  aa  howr  this 
ere  waa  left,  and  was  to  be  Bint  when  you  siDt  arte'' 
her." 

And  the  boy  tremblingly  tendered  a  note. 

Beltran,  with  his  face  as  calm  as  an  alabaster  tuask^ 
lore  open  the  letter. 

lionff  afterward  I  knew  that  letter  ran  thus  : 

"  YouVe  a  clever  fellow,  Eeltran  ;  but  you're  a  fool  all 
the  same.  Don't  tel)  a  woman  a^^aia  you  can  get  as  good 
as  her  for  break-downa  with  whi8tlint?  for  'em.  Wben  yoa 
get  this  I  shall  be  off  lo  Paris  with  tbo  Prince  de  Ferras. 
If  you  think  me  worth  fighting  ftboul: — well,  he^s  a  deal 
better  shot  nor  you ;  I  saw  that  with  the  roeketera.  I 
hope  your  uew  piece  will  be  a  hit  to-uight.  But  I  guess 
it  woa'^t  work  very  smooth.     Yours  qo  longer, 

"  LAUftA." 

As  be  read,  bis  face  changed  terribly ;  but  it  was  only 
for  a  moment:  be  recovered  himself  mstantly,  aad  crushed* 
the  note  up  in  bis  band. 

"  She  will  not  be  here  at  all  to-Dight,'*  he  said  simply 
to  the  men  around  him,  witboab  a  tremor  either  of  pasaio'a 
or  emotion  in  bia  voice.  '*Tell  the  people,  Wynch,  that 
the  piece  is  put  of;  and  return  tibem  their  mouej — 
doubled-*at  the  doors." 

Wynch  only  stared  anxiously  at  him. 

"  Damn  you,  sir  1  do  you  hear  me  f"  said  bia  master, 
ealmly  still,  but  with  an  accent  in  his  voice  which  Bent 
ibe  wicked  old  man  to  obedience  as  fast  as  bis  legs  could 
carry  hini- 

■"  YoQ  may  all  of  you  go  home  now,"  Beltran  continued 
to  tbe  actors  and  actresses,  who  stood  Like  Beared  gheep 
mbout  bina.  "Attend  here  to  morrow,  at  uojQj  us  usual 
Your  salaries  will  continue." 
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Thon  he  put  hiR  hand  on  DsdziI's  arm. 

*' Come  out  witli  me+  Derry/' 

They  turned  to  g^o  ;  Imt  at  that  moment  the  announce- 
ment that  Wyncb  was  making,  in  lieu  of  conciliating  the 
people,  only  exasperated  them.  In  the  tumult  of  their 
rage  they  scarcely  heard  the  offer  of  the  double  money, 
but  only  inoensed  at  the  deprivation  of  their  eFeoing's 
amuijeJiK'nt.— for  at  this  bouse  the  drama  counted  for 
Dothiug,  and  the  burlesque  for  everything', — they  became 
utterly  unmanageable  iu  the  pit  and  gallery,  and  howled 
like  a  herd  of  hyenas. 

''Clear  the  houee  1"  cried  Beltrari,  his  voice  ringitig 
Brni  and  imperiouy  out  as  he  piiUfKed,  nnil  abatldoned  bis 
lutenLion  of  quitting  the  Bceno. 

*^  Easier  said  than  done  I"  muttered  Denail. 

"  We  sball  ba^'e  a  free  fight,"  laughed  Paget  Desmond. 
"  I'm  a^eeable." 

"  Call  police,  and  clear  the  bouse,"  Raid  Beltran  again, 
unheeding  alike  the  terror  of  bis  actors  and  the  laughter 
of  his  frieuda. 

Old  Wynch,  before  the  fallen  curtain,  continued  to 
Bbriek  his  eatreutieato  the  public,  all  in  vain  The  roughs 
were  strong  in  numbers,  and  rampant  in  injured  feelings. 
They  saw  an  ejtquisite  opportunity  for  their  vengeance, 
and  the  teniptatioa  to  seize  it  proved  irreRiatible.  Pit 
and  gallery  rose  on  one  impulse;  booting  like  owls,  roar- 
ing iibe  tigers,  and  set  to  work  to  damage  and  demolish 
ererythiug  that  they  could  reach  and  seize. 

The  half  dozen  men  remaining  id  the  stalls  left  their 
Beats  and  came  round  to  us  by  a  passage  wbTch,  as  they 
were  privileged  frequenters  of  the  wings,  they  knew  by 
heart, 

"House  will  be  wrecked,"  muttered  Denzil.  *' I'll 
&wear  she's  eont  a  score  of  lambs  in  here  on  order." 

As  he  spoke,  Beltran — forgetful  that  his  name  bad 
never  appeared  to  the  public  lu  eonnection  with  the  Coro- 
net, since  it  was  ostensibly  licensed  by  the  Chamberlain 
to  old  Wynch- — left  the  flies,  and,  displacing  his  manager, 
etood  himself  before  the  footlights. 

"At  the  doors  you  will  get  your  money  doubled,  1 
regret  yon  have  lost  your  night^a  amuaeraent,  but  I  will 
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make  you  wbat  amends  I  can,"  he  said  to  thu  iaruriated 
mob,  while  bifl  voice  penotrateJ  lo  the  furthest  corner  of 
the  theater.  "As  to  ^-otir  riotiag,  I  shall  not  permit  it^ 
qoit  the  house  at  once,  or  the  law  shall  forc^eyou  " 

For  an  instant  they  were  too  amazed  at  his  uneipeeted 
snd  nnexplnincd  appearance  tue^peak;  but  the  pansc  lasted 
only  that  one  flecllnff  second  ;  the  nest  the  very  calmness 
and  contempt  of  bla  attitude  ttnd  addrcas  infuriated  tbeEa 
thu  niore. 

"  Curse  the  swell,"  roared  a  gigatitic  buiUj,  who  seemed 
to  urge  on  tlie  fsflfrfty.  "  Wil!  ye  give  over  a  rare  lark 
juBt  for  his  cboek,  lads  ?" 

The  worja  were  the  signal  for  a  terrific  ooslaugbt. 
The  n^en  henanie  lunatics,  possessed  and  loosed",  thej 
tore  the  cunning  down,  they  wrenched  away  the  gilded 
scroll-work  of  the  balconies,  they  bi'oke  the  gl&s^^  of  the 
gas-burners,  they  pulled  up  the  benches,  and  used  tbem 
as  levers  and  as  mallets  to  work  more  destruction  ;  they 
wreaked  their  rago  upon  the  inanimate,  harmless  tbioga, 
as  a  mob,  once  seized  with  the  devil  of  ruin,  always  does 
in  its  blind  rabioa. 

"The  beasta  !''  awore  Beltran  under  bis  breath.  In 
another  inatant  he  aud  the  eight  or  lea  meo  of  hia  own 
class  who  were  behind  the  sceneaj  had  sprung  across  the 
orchestra-box,  vacated  in  a  rush  by  the  terrified  bands- 
men, and  were  in  the  luidst  of  the  crowd  and  the  worst 
of  the  combat. 

I,  as  though  the  blood  of  all  the  mastiffs  flowed  furiously 
in  ray  veins,  stood  with  leonino  courage  before  the  floats, 
and  barked  my  loudest,  til!  I  thong^ht  that  I  should  sbaki) 
the  house  down,  Samson-like,  on  friend  and  foes  in  one. 

1  have  since  been  told  that  my  loudest  does  not  rise 
one  note  higher  that  the  smallest  wail  of  a  penny  truia- 
pet,  but  this  I  du  oot  believe.  Franfreluehe  lias  said  it, 
ftud,  besides,  iho  notorious  fact  that  no  female  creature 
ever  acknowledijes  excellence  in  what  she  has  not,  done 
herself,  it  is  well  kuown  that  all  earthquaking  thunders, 
whether  of  the  orator^s  voice  or  the  hero's  cannon,  are  in- 
variably poob-poobed  by  those  Jealous  of  them,  as  the 
loere  collap^iag  eraek  of  broken  windbaga. 
I  mustr  however,  in  veracity,  grant  that  the  fulnjSn»« 


idDs  of  my  wrath  took  little  perceivable  effect  upon  tba 
combataota.  The  roughs,  oT  whom  there  were  this  night 
anusaal  numbers  in  pit  and  gallery  fur  this  fasbiouahle 
tbealer,  had  h^gaa  wild  work,  and  appeartjd  only  the 
more  resolved  Lo  prosecute  it  to  ils  worst  issues,  be- 
cause "  tbe  swells"  endeavored  to  prevent  them.  No 
Bcarlet  clothed  Matador  ever  more  furiously  enraged  aa 
Estremadurau  bull  tliaa  did  tbe  si^ht  of  these  eight  or 
ten  men  in  evening-  dreaa  iafuriat©  tbe  i&weepa,  and  cos- 
t^rmong-ers,  and  batchGr-bnys,  and  counter-jumpcra,  who 
had  comnieneed  the  sack  of  the  Coronet.  '"The  gentle- 
men,'^ hitting  out  straight  with  their  old  Oxford  science, 
ioafced  ^0  cool,  eo  tranquil,  bo  eouteniptuoas ;,  and  tbe 
roughs,  hot,  and  dirty,  and  clamorous,  and  clumsy,  were 
60  thoroughly  conscious  of  that  immeasurable  difference 
betwixt  themselves  and  their  ad^eri^aiies,  and  hence  grew 
only  madder,  dercer,  coarser^  and  more  brutal.  It  was  a 
I  duel  of  class  in  its  way  ;  and  bitter,  as  class  warfare  ever 
must  be  :  with  disdctin  ou  one  side,  aud  hatred  on  tbe 
other. 

BeltraTi  and  hU  frieads  were  bat  as  owe  against  a  scare, 
a  little  knot  of  silent  scornful  men  forciag-  tbeir  way,  shoul- 
der to  Bhoulder,  against  a  furious,  yelling,  tumultuous 
cTOwti ;  leveling  their  blows  with  fearful  force  wheu  they 
did  strike,  and  thinking,  it  seemed,  less  of  saving  the  thea* 
ter  frura  its  wreckers  than  of  chastising  tbe  audacity  of 
tbe  mob  towards  ibemsetvea.  There  were  only  ten  of 
them,  and  there  were  some  three  hundred  of  the  rioters; 
yet  I  felt  the  little  Courcy  ^irl  wag  rij^ht  as  ahe  cried 
breathlessly  to  the  procupter,  crouching  terrified  iu  hia 
den,  "Ten  thousand  to  uothia'  on  the  swells,  Dary  ; 
ihey'It  beat,  they'll  beat,  they'll  btiiU  I" 

But  Davy,  cruuehiog  in  hirt  boud-like  box,  was  far  too 
white  ami  frightened  to  accept  or  even  bear  the  wager. 

Meautiiuo,  every  available  weapon  that  eould  be  torn 
or  Lwisted  out  of  wood  and  riietul  work,  the  mob  seized 
and  used.  Fragmeuta  of  gilded  mouldings,  of  shattered 
glass,  of  eolored  plaster,  of  carved  decorations  flew  burt- 
Uog  through  tbe  air  There  was  not  aa  unbrokea  gaa 
globe  left  En  tbe  whole  house.  Tbe  central  chaadeliei 
^ung  unhurt  indeed  aloft,  hut  all  its  glftterlng  glaaa  star* 
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■□d  raj6  fell  crasbiug  to  the  Soor  under  the  iDisstTea 
hurloil  ugainat  it.  Howling,  stamping,  and  struggling, 
they  wreaked  their  passion  on  all  tilings  withiq  their 
reach. 

Never  a  word  spoke  Beltran,  but  he  acted  as  his  Order 
ftlwaya  acts  whea,  out  from  the  Berenity  and  iiupaaaive- 
aesa  of  habit  and  of  tetaper,  the  lire  of  a  sudden  furious 
scorn  breaks  into  flame.  Tlie  roughs  went  down  like 
failed  oxea  heforo  him,  no  stroke  went  homo  so  surely 
and  so  cruelly  as  his,  and  here  and  there  a  rioter,  glancing 
up  aud  eatchiug  the  look  in  his  eyes,  crouched,  though 
UDstruek,  like  a  lashed  hound  before  hiiu.  The  mob 
knew  by  instinct  that  this  man  contemned  them  utterly ; 
aod  would  Devei'  fear  them,— kn^3w  also  that  though  his 
property  was  boiog  destroyed  before  his  eyes,  there  was 
a  certain  fiiirce,  cool,  sweet  deli|jfht  in  the  mere  sense  of 
combat  that  had  hath  pleasure  and  passion  jn  it  for  tba 
quiet  ariatourat, 

The  actors  and  actresses  had  all  Qed  away  aghast  by 
the  stage-doors  \  the  worknteo  and  oLher  people  of  the 
place  huQg  aloof  amoagst  the  vi'ings,  unwilJinig  to  come 
forward  ;  no  constables  had  as  yet  arrived  j  there  was  only 
Nellie,  who  kepi  her  ground  and  watched  the  issue  of  the 
night  with  aa  intense  absorption  into  which  no  selSsh 
fears  had  power  to  intrude  lu  all  her  fluttering  gossa- 
mer and  golden  glisten  and  winged  fairyiam,  painied  and 
tijisekd  and  spangled,  she  yet  stood  there  with  so  much 
of  youth,  of  oagernesa,  of  fear,  of  vivid  feeling  atid  of 
tortured  pain  upon  her  face  thtit  all  iho  art  and  artificB, 
the  uoaryenesa  and  the  commonness^  seemed  dead,  and  all 
the  lenderae^s  and  courage  that  were  iu  her  tho  only 
living  ruling  things  tlmt  bad  Lbeir  dominion  over  her. 

Laura  Foarl  could  never  have  been  ti'ausrigured  by 
emotion  as  this  poor  child  was.  She  was  only  a  iiltle 
common  girl,  with  a  pretty  baby  face,  that  was  her  only 
fortuue,  uud  au  ignuraut  little  niiud,  that  iiad  slang  songs, 
and  obscene  jests,  and  evil  kuuw]ed|»e,  and  vulgar  trick' 
eriea  as  its  sole  store  of  wisdom ;  she  thought  it  fun  to 
show  her  shapely  form  in  posture-dancing,  she  bared  her 
pretty  rounded  limbs  unthiDking.  to  the  gase  of  tbe  lewd 
populace,  she  had  never  heard  a  gentle  word,  or  caught 
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Ihe  echo  of  a  holy  Ibought  tLroug-hout  her  brief  hard  life, 
wLose  tau^bter  was  more  sorrowfiil  e^ea  than  its  sobs. 

Yet  for  the  hour  staudiDg  there,  she  was  transfigured, 
—because  she  had  not  fear^  and  she  had  love. 

The  conflict  probably  had  not  endured  ten  minutes,  but 
its  uproar,  its  ua;hs,  its  ferocity,  its  insane  frenzy  of  de- 
Btructiou,  ila  noise  of  aplitLing  wood,  and  trampled  plas- 
ter, and  falling  glaaa,  made  it  seem  like  a  long-drawn-ont 
battle.  The  broken  b&nch^s  were  already  slippery  wiib 
blood,  the  gFotmd  was  already  cumbered  by  the  prostrate 
bodies  of  some  half-score  of  the  mob ;  the  roughs  em- 
ployed CTery  miasile  they  could  lay  their  grasp  on,  the 
B^eotlemen  only  used  their  science  of  attack  and  of  de- 
fense;  yet  tbose  aeat  straight  calm  blows  were  very 
pitiless  and  took  uuerriag  effect.  From  the  raomeut  that 
the  strugg'le  had  commenced,  Beltran  had  striveo  to  reach 
the  ringleader  of  the  affray,  »  huge  brawny  bully  in  the 
■fiftsh  garb  of  a  cracksman,  who.  standing  erect  at  the 
back  of  the  pit,  had  beeu  the  first  to  shout  forlh  the  aig' 
nal  for  tbe  wrecking.  He  appeared  to  perceive  the  efforts 
of  "the  swells"  to  reach  him,  aa  he  dodged  them  repeat- 
edly, forced  himself  behind  woodwork,  or  amongst  a  thick 
knot  of  bis  companions,  atjd  e&caped  that  direct  vengeance 
which  he  saw  hung  over  him.  At  length,  however,  Bel- 
tran, with  a  leap  like  a  stages,  sprang  at  and  reached  him 
and  caught  him  by  the  throat. 

Although  the  bi^  brute  was  a  giant,  the  gentleman  in 
height  outmatched  him  \  but  where  Beltran  wiia  of  slen- 
der build,  acid  bati  lost  strength  from  the  manner  of  the 
life  be  led,  hiy  foe  waa  of  massive  form  and  sinew; 
a  mighty  brawler,  all  made  of  bone  and  museie.  The 
conflict  looked  utterly  unequal,— the  delicately  fashioned 
raan  of  pleasuro  looked  to  have  no  possible  chance  agaiast 
the  bully  of  the  populace,  strong  as  any  hnllock.  As 
tbcy  closed,  their  faces  Were  iu  fla  wide  contrast  as  tbajp 
forms- — the  oue  L":olorlcaa,  calm,  iuteiit,  with  the  pale 
curved  lips  pressed  close;  the  other  fiushed,  and  swollen^ 
ttQd  big-veined,  with  the  great  teeth  locked  like  a  mas- 
tiff's. 1  shuddered  and  closed  my  eyea  for  a  moment,— 
only  one, — when  I  looked  again  the  man  was  down,  and 
BeltrtiQ,  with  his  banda  Btill  at  the  rioter's  throat,  shoQk 
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him  to  and  fio  as  thou<;h  he  were  a  cfaild^  and  beat  hia 
frcat  shock  head  against  tb€  iron  pillar  beside  which  be 
i&tood, 

I  saw  then  what  the  ra^  uf  a  man,  habitually  calm 
anil  indi^tireot  to  au  excess,  can  bo  when  it  at  leogtb  ia 
roused.  All  the  pent  passioa  in  htm,  to  which  he  had 
permitted  no  utterance,  poured  itself  out  now  in  physical 
violence. 

The  iron  columu  was  the  one  nearest  the  sta^e  of  alt 
that  raw  of  QuLeii  gilded  metal  sbafta  which  ran  the 
whole  seraicii'de  of  the  house,  and  gave  it  half  its  elegance 
and  lightness.  Tims  he  waa  very  near  to  me  and  to  tLe 
Wood-Elf.  The  girl  gased  on  in  that  rapt  faacinatioa 
which  the  ferocity  of  physical  struggles  exercisHa  over  all 
women;  and  I  shared  it  with  bef.  The  writhing  of  the 
huge  ruQiau'B  body;  the  impotcat  coavubiouB  of  hia 
gigantic  limbs;  the  swelling  of  the  blaefc  veins  of  hia 
throat;  the  gaapiug  of  hi;*  open  rnonUi  for  wofds  that 
would  not  tiorae;  the  dull  thud  as  his  skull  was  again, 
and  again,  and  again  dashed  againBt  the  iron;  the  con- 
Iraat  of  the  furioua  onslaught  which  thus  dealt  with  him, 
and  the  look  upon  Beltruu's  face,  which  never  lost  its 
pitiless  and  immovable  repose!— these  had  an  awfal 
fascination  for  both  myself  and  her^  one  which  held  ua 
breathless,  wonder-atrk'keu,  apell-hound. 

"You  will  kill  hini^  my  lord  I"  gasped  Nellie. 

Bellruri  did  uot  aeem  evea  to  hear  her  voice. 

"You  will  kill  him,  sir!"  she  cried  out,  her  pretty 
chiming  voice  gruwxi  nhrill  and  tremulous  with  fear, — 
uot  fear  far  the  dt!Atb  of  the  man  of  her  owu  class,  but 
fcui'  for  the  iid^ue  of  the  pa^tiioas  that  she,  fur  the  first 
tiaie,  iiaw  roused  and  looHcd. 

The  cry  pas.ied  over  the  head  of  the  one  she  gup- 
plicatcd,  unheard  or  unregarded.  The  girl,  beside  bsr- 
self  with  agitation,  aad  nerved  by  the  strong  impulsion, 
of  an  impersonal  terror,  sprang  down  the  six-foot  depth 
that  severed  her  from  the  ground-floor,  and  seized  with 
both  her  handa  the  sleeve  of  Beltran's  coat. 

"You  will  kill  him— my  God  1" 

"Why  not?"  said  Beltran,  without  looking  up; — and 
be  struck  the  maa's  skull  yet  again    against  the  iron 


eolumn:  drivfag  it  borne  upon  the  metal  fts  though  h& 
drove  a  dqU  ia  witb  a  mallet. 

The  girl  gazed  with  her  great  hiae  eyes  dilating. 

•'  Is  he  worth  it,  sir?"  she  dared  to  whisper, 

Her  instinct  led  her  to  sav  the  only  thiag;  that  coald 
have  touched  him  to  attentioQ  io  this  hour. 

Wis  old,  quiet,  Cooteiuptuous  amile  came  od  his  mouth 
ia  aa  instant, 

"I  doubt  if  he  be,"  he  said,  indiSerently,  rather  to 
the  sense  of  her  words  than  to  their  speaker ;  and  he. 
flung-  the  man  dowu  with  a  crash  upon  iho  floor,  where 
the  hug-e  body  Jay  motionleas,  and  tfie  beaten  brain 
throbbed  slowly  into  stupor. 

At  that  instant  one  of  the  many  g-as  jets  from  which 
the  glass  globe  had  been  shattered,  flaring-  hig'her,  caught 
one  of  the  lace  curtains  of  the  pit  tier  boxes.  There 
"were  a  sheet  of  flame  j  a  scent  of  burniij|f  stuffs  ;  a  puff 
of  smoke; — they  were  enoug-h, 

The  rioters,  dominated  only  by  the  one  sov^ereign  im- 
pulse of  self  preservation,  ceaaed  from  their  work  of 
violence  and  ruin,  and  rushed  pell-mell  to  seek  their 
outward  way  through  the  narrow  doora  and  pasaajjfea. 

Beitran  saw  the  danger;  it  was  in  a  favorite  bos  of 
bis  own,  whore  he  would  He  perdu  Bomotimes  dfleir 
dinner,  with  only  the  jeweled  Hrm^  and  the  bouqact, 
and  the  lor<^non  of  his  companion  of  the  hour  visible 
through  those  very  draperies  of  blue  eilk  and  white  laee, 
which  were  now  conguniiu^  under  flames.  As  he  saw, 
he  caught  up  a  breadth  of  green  baize  which  bad  been 
torn  off"  the  pit  benches,  reached  up,  grasped  the  burning 
curtain,  and  wrenched  it  dowu  with  no  other  coat  than  a 
Bcorched  wrist.  In  two  more  seconds  the  danger  which 
had  threatened  the  theater  had  died  wholly  away,  and  only 
left  the  odor  of  charred  wood  ling-ering  after  it,  and  the 
naked  framework  of  the  box  eiposed- 

But  the  terror  it  had  inspired  endured  much  longer; 
the  crowd  were  blind  and  deaf  to  the  fact  of  their  own 
safety;  the  alarm  of  fire  had  killed  all  other  memory  in 
them.  Like  teirified  sheep  one  momcnt,^  and  ragiog 
wolvea  the  next,  they  huddled  together,    then   fought, 

eand  shrieked,  and  swore,  and   trampled  oae 
2ti* 
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another  UDcterroot  Iq  mad  compt-tition  for  pro>emiaegD» 
In  e^i'ess. 

"The/  will  do  their  own  killing  now  I"  stiid  Beltrflii 
with  thnt  plftt'id  contempt  which  raen  of  hre  character 
alwaya  fuel  for  the  excited  agonj  and  maniacal  terror  of 
a  populace  And  he  stood  with  that  odd  quiet  smile  on 
his  fuce,  looking  on  at  the  plunging^,  bhrieking,  atru^glidg- 
muss  of  his  eneaiies  a.3  tbey  fought  their  way  out  through 
the  portaia  of  the  house  which  they  had  ruined. 

It  waa  no  veagSflnoQ  of  his  own  seeking;  hut  it  was 
Fengeance  curiously  swift  oad  sure.  That  wtld  throng 
pouring  from  the  doora,  the  stronger  trampling- down  the 
weaker,  the  more  ruBiaaly  hrutally  forcing  their  passage 
OTer  the  troddeD  bodies  of  the  feebler  in  the  fight,  tha 
whole  stream  tushing  outward,  peot-np,  broken,  mad  with 
fury,  like  a  awoUen  nioimtain-streaiii  hemmed  in  a  nar- 
row gorge,  drew  at  last  attention  in  tlie  fitreet  without ; 
and  constables  coming  to  the  rescue  were  met  by  that 
jammod,  screaming,  terriQed,  maddened,  living  river. 

At  length  the  Imilding  was  slowly  cleared  of  the  last 
of  the  mob  ihut  had  distlgurod,  nnd  striven  lo  destroy  it. 
That  laetwaslbe  big  bully.  A**  they  raised  him,  hiseyea 
opened  and  glared  stupidly,  yetwiih  reluming cooscioua- 
ness,  around  him. 

They  fell  upon  his  conqueror. 

He  made  a  sign  for  Beltraa  to  draw  nigh  him,  and 
drew  hJB  breath  tightly. 

"Itwaa  ail  along  oVier,"  he  gasped.  ^'  Look*ee,  yeVe 
hit  me  hai'd,  but  1  don't  hate  yer,  aa  I  hate  that  deTil, 
now  all's  said," 

"  She  set  you  on  to  thta  to-m'ght?" 

"  Damnl  I  sea  she  did,"  gaaped  the  wretch,  hia  voiee 
hoarse  aod  almost  inarticulate.  "'  I  warnH  no  worse  nor 
most,  and  I  bore  ycr  no  grudge,  thougli  ye're  a  swell, 
but  I  seed  her  uigbt  after  night  in  yer  theayter,  aud  I 
was  mad  on  her,  right  on  mad.  She's  the  buxomest 
blowan  as  ever " 

"  Never  mind  that,  go  on  " 

"  Yer  minded  it,  aa  well  as  me  I  I  ain''t  got  no  bi'eath, 
I  can't  go  on  ;  not  rightly.  Yer  see.  them  buazies  that 
jer  swells  take  up  with,  they  lags  ycr  rtady,  but  it's  ua 
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Ihey  seta  tteir  eyes  on;  they  aren't  never  tri.G  to  you 
swells,  liiey  alUia  git  a  (over  soraewheer  out  o'  their  owq 
kind.  It's  a  fa<:t,  don't  ga  for  to  doubt  it.  You  swella 
keep  my  lady,  and  my  lady  beeps  Tom,  and  Dick,  and 
Jerry  uubekuown  to  ye!  Lord,  what  game  1'tb  made 
ofjer  with  her——" 

He  stopped,  his  brefith  failing  him,  and  the  ^eat  veiaa 
In  ilia  throat  swelling  like  cords. 

"Go  on,"  said  Beltran  simply;  but  the  look  in  hia 
eyes,  under  llieir  lowered  lids,  was  darker  even  thaa  that 
which  had  been  ii  them  when  he  had  hurled  this  maa 
down  at  his  feet. 

"Good!  ye'd  go  on  choking  like  this,"  gasped  the 
other.  "  She  made  a  lord  o'  me  for  an  hour  or  two, — 'tis 
them  women's  way — I'd  yer  wine  and  yer  gold,  and  yer 
vlctualiS  and  yer  baccy,  and  yon  warn't  never  na  wiser! 
Ye  never  are,  noae  of  ye.  Ye  daioty  swella,  yeVe  poor 
trash  to  wenches  like  her,  they  takes  atrappin'  big  blokes 
like  me  a^'ll  beat  'eoi  a:^  soon  as  look  at  'eat.  Eh  ?  what 
was  I  tellinn;  ye  I  My  bead — be  do  buzz  so,  Haod- 
some^ — ay,  she's  a  rare  'un  to  look  at,  but  a  bad  'un  to 
beat.  She  got  sick  o'  me,  she  bcp  me  on  and  off  like  .  I 
was  a  awful  fool.  Not  such  a  fool  as  yon,  though. 
Well,  days  agone  alie  seud  me,  just  a  minute  like;  and 
iShetelled  me  as  how,  if  Td  wreck  yer  place  to-night,  she'd 
take  Jiie  ba,L-k  to  favor,  aud  not  never  look  at  you  no  mort. 
She  sed  she'd  bo  in  the  theayter,  and  wheo  the  smash 
was  done,  she*d  have  me  round  la  her  own  room  j  and 
we'd  get  dead  drunk  together  and  nobody'd  come  anigh 
her  never  agen  but  me  And  1  aed  I  waa  game  for\ 
and  I'd  do  it^  and  I'd  get  my  pals  about  uie  like,  bo  that 
there'd  be  the  damndest  row,  'And  there  /ieubeen — eh  ? 
And  now  she  aren't  here,  cui'tie  her, — and  they  sed  awhila 
agone  close  by  me  as  she're  a  stole  away  wiih  some  for- 
eign king,  and  ehaated  you,  and  iiie,  and  all  on  us  I  And 
they'll  give  me  the  stone  jug,  and  hard  labor,  just  for  this 
ere  sprcc—damQ  her,  damn  her,  damn  hetl" 

And  with  the  savage  oatbs  rushing  fiercely  in  a  torrent 
of  blasphemy  from  hia  purplod  lips,  the  man  once  agaia 
lost  all  sight  or  sense  of  where  ho  was  or  what  he  said* 
No  one  bad  beard  ths  strange  confession. 
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"Take  him  away,"  jsaid  Beltran  quietly,  taming'  to 
the  police,  "and  have  him  as  well  cared  for  as  you  cao, 
at  my  cost." 

Then  he  turned  to  bia  own  friends:  "They  can  do 
without  us  now;  and  we  have  had  enough  of  itj  I  think. 
Won't  yau  come  aad  have  sonrie  snpper  ?'' 

The  other  men  assented  willingly:  they  were  heated 
and  bruised,  two  or  throe  of  ibem  had  coutusiona  ;  and 
all  were  thirsty  and  tired. 

"  It's  a  happy  thiDg  they  did  not  know  where  the  wines 
were,"  said  Beltran  with  a  little  laugh,  as  he  mutioced  his 
friende  to  precede  him  lhrong:h  the  familiar  ways.  "  There 
was  something  worth  wrecking  in  them,  if  they'd  only 
guessed  it." 

He  lingered  behind  the  rest,  and  approached  the  Wood- 
Elf,  who  Btood  by,  very  pale,  so  that  her  rouge  burned 
with  a  heetie  fire,  and  her  large  blue  eyes  looked  black 
and  humid  in  a  httle  plaintive  face. 

He  took  her  hand  with  a  grave  and  gracious  respect 
m  the  action. 

"  I  thank  you  sincerely,  Kellie,"  he  said  gravely  ;  ^'  yoa 
saved  me  from  a  pasdioa  that  disgraced  me." 

It  w:is  very  gracefully  said,  this  aeknowledgment  from, 
a  man  commonly  so  contempluons  to  his  kind,  and  so  re- 
ticentof  all  G^anifestation  of  feeling';  and  it  tookaelranga 
effect  on  the  poor  little  dancer. 

She  trembled  in  all  her  limbs  till  her  bright  silvery 
ivinga  shook  like  those  of  a  frightened  dove.  If  a  eeason 
earlier  be  had  given  her  a  jeweled  trifle  and  a  flattery 
she  would  have  received  both  with  a  B&uey  laugh  ;  the 
touch  and  the  words,  that  had  as  much  reverence  in  them 
as  though  they  were  givefi  to  hfa  sister  or  bis  wife,  moved 
her  curiously  to  a  passionate  sense  of  pain  and  of  up- 
worLhinciis. 

"  It  was  a  rou^h  scene  for  you,  Nellie,"  he  continued 
gently,  noting  ber  embarrassment  and  her  emotion, 
though  not  witting'  of  their  cause,  "You  were  a  brave 
little  soul  to  stand  by  ng  through  it.  Come  to  supper 
with  me^  and  have  some  claret-cup  to  shake  off  tboa* 
horrors." 

The  girl  shrank  back. 
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"Not  now,  my  lord,'^ she  murmured ;  " aot  lo-aight.  I 
couUln't,  r  couldn't  !" 

He  luoked  at  her  qaietlj,  and  understood  sonietljiTig 
of  what  was  Dioving  her, — moving  a  little  ignorant,  child- 
ish, burlesque  dancer  whom  be  paid  lea  ahilliuga  a  nsg'ht 
— to  Ffjeet  an  honor  andi  a  pleasure  that  a  week  earlier 
would  have  raised  her  to  the  height  of  ecstasy  and 
triumph  I 

He  dropped  her  hand^  ond  did  not  press  her  further. 
But  he  stooped  to  her  with  that  graver,  sweeter  accent  in 
his  voice  which  Laura  Pearl  hnd  never  beard. 

"Ton  are  as  wtll  away,  little  one.  Go  home;  and 
keep  your  bright  and  honeat  coiirafj:e  untarnished  if  you 
can.     When  you  want  a  friend, — rely  on  me." 

Then  he  went  on  his  way  to  his  sopper-room. 

The  customary  attendants  had  fled  In  terror ;  but  the 
supper  was  set  forth  as  uaual  on  the  table,  and  he  bade 
them  w'eJcLime  to  it.  He  was  easy,  tranquil,  indiETerent, 
in  no  way  altered  from  bis  habitual  manner;  and  but  for 
the  disorder  of  his  attire  and  bis  inability  to  use  hia  left 
arm,  there  appeared  no  sort  of  change  in  liim.  1  shivered 
at  what  aeemed  such  fl,]|iiost  inhuman  self-possession.  It 
is  true ^  I  was  famished  and  unnoticed;  all  thing's  look 
dark  to  us  iu  such  a  ease. 

As  they  sat  down  there  wiis  a  buzz  of  voices,  crossing- 
one  another  in  a  fitTj-  fury  of  excited  talk  \  when  it  lulled 
a  little,  Paget  Desmond's  ringing  mellow  voice  came 
straight  athwart  thu  table  in  a  point-blank  question  : 

"  Vcre  I  You  have  never  told  us, — what's  amifla  with 
Laura?" 

•'  Nothiflg  19  amies  with  her." 

Tlie  voices  fell ;  all  the  eyes  of  his  guests  turned  wou- 
deringly  on  Beltran 

"Nothing!"  echoed  the  guardsman  in  amaze.  "No- 
thing !     Then  why  on  earth  didn't  she  show  ?" 

"  Caprice  1"  put  in  Denzil,  hastily,  divining  that  there 
was  something?  wrong  with  his  friend,  "Last  wmter,  iu 
Paris,  Ysaffich  paid  a  forfeit  of  twelve  hundred  franca, 
Bnd,  what  waa  more  BBtoniabing',  left  her  great  part  to  be 
filled  lip  by  her  moat  detested  riiral,  for  a  mere  piece  of 
Dbstinaey  and  ill-temper,  and  the  determination  to  apend 
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that  particular  evening  in  a  dinner  witL  Ruflsiana  nt  the 
Cafe  MaJriiJ,  as  ehe  bad  maile  a  wayer  to  Rpend  it*' 

"  But  that  wasn't,  a  firat  night,  aurely  ?" 

"  It  would  have  niaile  no  difference  to  Ysaffich  if  it  had 
been.  Sbe  would  have  Ueggnred  herself  of  everything 
Blie   possessed  to  carry  out   her  caprice,  and  wio    her 

"  The  wager  was  a  big  &take,  then  ?" 

*'  The  wager  was  a  box  of  saj^arod  chestnrits  from 
Sii'audin'a,  Nothing  more  on  either  side,  Paget,  on  my 
word,  you  don't  know  women  if  you  can't  estimate  the 
overwheluMDg  eeataay  that  lies  foT  thfni  in  having'  their 
own  way,  even  when  their  own  way  is  their  own  ruin." 

"  Well — is  Laura  dining  anywhere,  then,  like  Ysaffich  ?" 
persisted  Desmond,  who  was  the  biggest  and  most  good- 
humored  of  guard&nien,  but  slow  to  comprehend  or  to  fol- 
low a  hint.  "  It's  deuced  cool  and  ilUnatured  of  lierif  ahe 
be — making  all  this  row  I" 

"What  on  earth  will  poor  Beaufort  say?  He  begged 
me  to  telegraph  how  the  piece  went./' said  Dudley  Moore. 
He  spoke  of  the  author  of  the  extravaganza — a  clever, 
graceful  jester,  who  was  imprisoriW  by  a  sudden  attack  of 
fHuess. 

"  Beaufort  need  not  despair,"  said  Bellran,  with  a  cer^ 
lain  infleetion  of  coldness  and  of  authority  in  bis  poice. 
"  It  19  only  a  que&tioa  of  delay.  His  intereata  will  no! 
suffer." 

"  Pardon  me.  It  is  not  in  your  power  to  promiss  that. 
The  public " 

"The  public  I    Weill    What  of  the  public  ?" 

"Is  not  a  turnspit  dog  that  will  come  at  yoar  bidding 
to  rouet  every  joint  you  may  put  to  the  firCi  and  it  cer- 
tainly won't  be  itieliDed  to  perform  its  good  offices  for  one 
of  which  it  baa  once  been  balked  aa  a  meal." 

"  No  ?  And  yet  how  contentedly  it  lives,  famished  on 
the  crnrabs  which  the  Press  scatters  to  it  from  the  begged 
crustB  of  borrowed  opinions  !  At  any  rate^  Mr.  Beaufort 
nhftll  hare  what  jusUce  1  cau  procure  for  him,  and  what 
compengation  money  can  offer," 

"That  ia  very  amiably  said/'  interrupted  the  great 
fiditor.     "  But  it  aeema  to  me  that  you  utterly  ignore  tbo 
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fact  that  !t  was  tin?  abfe^^nce  of  a  favorite  actress  to-niyht, 
not  any  hitch  or  fault  in  the  presentation  of  the  piece,  tbat 
caused  the  limcute  yonder.  Now  it  will  be  exceedingly- 
difficult  tci  pTpaBe  the  public  wir.h  that  same  piece  anyhow. 
It  is  as  bad  ae?  champagne  that  has  been  uncorked  but  not 
tJrunk ;  whatever  vintage  it  mij^ht  be  from,  whateifer 
spiirkle  it  mi^'ht  oncepoageRS.  il  is  flat  and  fJaTorlesa  now. 
To  produce  it  at  all  will  be  of  very  doubtful  wisdom  j 
not  in  youp  interests,  T  fancy,  certaiTdy  not  in  Beaufort's; 
but  to  produce  it  without  Laura  Pearl  in  it  will  be  shceriy 
and  shnply  an  impossibility." 

*'  Why  so  ?" 

Beltran  asked  the  questioa  coldly  and  curtly,  and  a 
darkness  came  into  his  ^vnj,  tranquil  [syes. 

"  W]iy  90 !  Can  you  ask  ?  And  you  have  known  the 
theatrical  public  all  Ihese  years!" 

**  And  Bu  have  I,"  dashed  In  Denzil.  "And  I  could 
see  your  meaning  fapt  enouf^^h  if  you  were  talking-  of  an 
actress  of  mind,  of  talent,  of  taste  ;  but  we  are  only  talk- 
ing^  of  a  handsome  woman  who  dresses  well,  and  doea 
break-downs.  There  are  scores  of  tbem  to  be  had  at  the 
music-halls." 

Dudley  Moore  laughed  a  little,  ^vimly. 

^' We  are  talking  of  a  woman  who — he  it  throagh 
beauty  or  breakdowns  —  ingratiates  herself  sufl&eientty 
with  her  audience  for  them  to  pull  the  house  down  be- 
cause she  don't  appear.  This  popularity  of  hers  makes, 
her  ft3  neces&ary  to  the  suceesa  of  this  establlebment,  as 
though  she  were  a  Grisi  or  a  Ristori.  I  am  not  paying 
ber  a  cotiipliment.  If  the  public  get  accustomed  to  see- 
ing a  performing  monkey  at  a  certain  bouse,  and  like  ine 
monkey,  and  find  salt  in  its  antics  and  tricks,  it  will  make 
a  feaiful  row  if  the  monkey  be  absent  from  any  piece  per- 
formed at  that  theater.  It  considers  itself  cheated,  in 
point  of  fact ;  cheated  out  of  its  pet  spectacle  and  di^'^er- 
Bion." 

"You  are  not  very  gallant  to  the  absent  I"  cried 
Denzil. 

'"  I  am  not  seeking  to  be  gallant ;  I  am  stating  a  fact. 
Yon  say  she  is  of  no  consequence  because  she  is  only  a 
burlesque  acrtreae;  1  say  !ihe  would  be  ol'  just  as  muct 
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consequence  Jf  she  were  ooly  a  monkey.  HoweveFf  I  am 
talking-  on  thu  pvtimiac  that  either  her  caprice  of  uou-ap- 
pearantre  (whatever  its  uauae)  is  to  continue,  or  that  onr 
friend  bore  ia  irritalciJ  enough  by  it  to  reaent  it  by  her 
future  oxclusiou," 

**  Oh,  han^  it !"  cried  Desmond  io  dismay.  "  I  Bay ; — • 
we  can't  do  witboot  LftUTa,.  She's  no  end  of  fun  id  those 
flip-flaps.  He  won't  out  up  rough  with  her  for  this — will 
jou.  Beltran  ?" 

"  Colonel  Desmnad,  you  forg:et  that  we  are  all  of  ua 
uneniigbtened  as  to  thu  cause  of  the  ludy'a  absence,  and 
conaoqueutiy  fio  afl  ti?  the  exteiit  of  her  offenses  and  the 
duration  of  har  exile,"  said  Dudley  Moore,  with  dry  cruel 
UDCtion. 

Beltran  himself,  thus  directly  appealed  to  once  uiore;, 
could  DO  longer  evade  answer. 

"I  don't  fancy  you  will  any  of  you  be  likely  to  aee  her 
in  this  place  again^"  be  .said  very  calmly;  *'aa  for  the 
causH,  —  1  don*t  thiuk  that  much  matters  to  anybody. 
Ysaflich's  aweetmeats  only  concerned  those  who  bad  to 
pay  for  Ibem.'' 

There  waa  the  strans^e  quiet  smile  about,  his  raouth  as 
he  spoke,  with  which  ho  had  watched  the  rioters  rush  on 
tbeir  owd  destruction;  everybody  at  the  table  felt  that 
tlie  Huhject  was  not  one  to  be  pursued  with  him,  even 
Desmond  g'athei-ed  that  it  nii^ht  be  beat  to  drop  the  topic, 
and  Dudley  Moore's  bitter  tongue  remained  for  once 
inactive. 

Beltran,  with  his  easy  languid  laugh,  changed  the 
theme  by  a  brief  and  witty  story.  It  waa  very  aeldoin 
that  be  ever  took  the  trouble  to  amuse  people;  when  he 
did,  no  one  could  do  it  with  luoi'e  cffetit  or  greater  chafLH. 
He  '.'hoose  to  do  it  thia  evening,  and  succeeded. 

The  conversation  ^rew  brisk,  and  gay,  and  bright  with 
genuine  mirth  ;  tlie  wines  were  admirable,  the  men's  tem- 
pers wore  boated.  Tiiey  drank  perhaps  a  Httle  mote  than 
they  ought  to  have  done;  but  the  laughter  if  contiauoua 
waa  alwaya  good-natured  and  always  waa  genuine. 

I  no  longer  thought  Beltran  callous  and  heartless;  he 
Beemed  to  me  a  ^^tj  marvel  of  self>commaad  and  ol 
courage. 
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To  be  aura,  by  this  time  lie  had  j^iven  ma  food  in  abun- 
dance and  a  drink  of  water,  which  naturally  made  nie 
regard  him  throug-h  Claude  glasses.  But,  my  very  duat 
people,  you  do  just  the  same;  when  your  master,  the 
world,  keeps  you  starring,  you,  in  your  cynical  hunger, 
murmur  at  its  coldness  and  hai'shncaa;  it  ia  a  Saturn  that 
devoura  ita  children,  it  ia  a  Tfero  that  Eddies  whde  you  are 
shrieking;  in  agony,  it  is  a  Comniodiia  that  sees  m<3n  tear 
each  other  to  death  for  his  pleasure,  it  la  a  Juda§  that 
betrays  its  maat«r,  it  is  au  Israul  that  crucifies  all  divinity  t 
Hut  if  the  world  only  toss  you  a,  cake,  only  keep  you  well 
fed  and  well  fattened,  wbat  a  good  aod  a  fair  world  it  is, 
how  full  of  all  sweetness  and  light,  how  true  in  ita  vision, 
how  pure  in  its  excellence;  fruitful  as  Ceres,  smiling"  aa 
Toung  Hebe,  tender  aa  the  virginal  mother  of  Krishna, 
many-breaftted  as  the  Carthaginian  goddess  by  whom  all 
the  multitudes  of  men  might  be  norturedl 

And  you  are  as  aiiicere  in  yuur  worship  aa  in  your 
curses,  only  you  are  an  optimist  in  both. 

When  the  Bupper-party  broke  up,  it  was  aoiaily  aud 
joyously;  there  had  been  tio  gayer  or  pleasanter  night  at 
the  Coronet  than  this  whii-h  followed  oa  so  wild  a  comhat. 
Beltran  saw  his  guests  out  by  the  private  door^  aod 
latighed  them  a  carelesjs  good-night 

It  was  only  one  in  the  niorning  when  he  reached  hia 
chambers;  but  two  atid  three  and  four  were  chimed  hy 
the  clocka,  and  lis  never  moved  from  the  chair  into  which 
be  had  east  himself. 

One©  his  lips  quivered  with  rage,  tbough  they  had 
laughed  so  lightly  and  so  listlessly  all  the  past  hours 
through.  His  heart  indeed  had  not  been  pierced  by  the 
blow  dealt  him  that  night;  he  bad  never  loved  this  woman 
pave  with  the  slight,  soulless,  inconstant  passion  which 
a  loveliness  purely  physical  invokes.  But  he  was  deeply 
wounded  in  his  pride,  and  in  tha.t  form  of  self-love  yet 
stronger  than  pride,  which  makes  a  discovered  iuRdelity 
BO  biuer  to  any  man,  even  in  a  wife  or  miatress  who  has 
lost  all  charm,  and  from  whom  rtjlease  13  ardently  desired. 
It  was  horrihle  to  the  haughty  and  exclnaive  gentleman 
to  be  thus  cheated  and  betrayed ;  to  be  tbua  cast  to  the 
jeais  of  the  town ;  to  be  fooled  like  any  hoy  in  hia  earliest 
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youtb;  to  he  made  tlie  dnpe  and  the  laugLing-sLouk  of  i 
woman  drawn  frotu  ibe  driijc^s  ol"  tbe  populace  I 

When  \\'\»  ignoljle  rival  had  pautad  oiit  [\\s  confesilon  of 
batrtd  and  treachery,  EeUraii  bad  sufTered  one  of  the 
keenest  iudigniiies  tbat  a  man  of  his  temperament  could 
hare  endured. 

For  the  opmion  of  the  world,  when  he  himself  chosa 
In  provoke  it,  he  eared  not  ouc  straw;  btit  tbe  opitiioa  of 
the  world  when  be  knew  himself  a  lit  subject,  for  ita 
mockery  was  a  very  different  thinj;  to  endure. 

He  had  been  univeraally  aacccaaful  in  his  intrigues; 
he  had  been  unifornily  more  the  sought  than  the  seeker 
of  women  ;  he  was  unsparing  in  his  contemptuous  ironies 
on  Lhnse  wht>  were  the  fools  of  their  own  amours  ;  he 
was  piiVon  to  holieving,  and  to  imliuinrr  others  with  bia 
own  helit'f,  in  his  perfect  keenneHs  of  vieion^^  and  iofaUU 
bility  of  jnd^niicnt;  he  had  aa  little  of  vanity  and  as  much 
of  it  as  a  man  ef  line  instintM.  and  cool  e.eQse,  hut  spoiled 
by  a  society  that  has  too  greatly  deferred  to  hinij  usually 
poaaesseR.     Above  all,  ho  was  intensely  proud. 

The  blow  fell  on  the  most  aensitive  uervea  of  biu 
nature,  and  the  curse  that  ht;  breathed  through  his  teeth 
npou  his  traitress  could  hardly  have  been  deeper  or  fiercer 
if  a  ch'eated  idolatry  and  a  wronged  worship  tad  spoken 
in  it.  His  pride  had  been  pierced  totlie  quick  and  abased 
in  the  dust;  it  is  a  less  forgiving-  and  a  more  terrible 
enemy  than  the  most  cruelly  outraged  love,  for  ita 
wounds  are  far  slower  to  cure,  and  its  scars  far  slower 
to  fade. 

When  five  o'clock  struck,  and  the  last  spark  of  flame 
died  out  from  the  gray  aahes  in  the  grate,  he  was  still 
there ;  cast  backwards  in  the  great  depths  of  the  chair, 
and  gazing  out  at  the  dead  embers  of  the  £re,  as  though 
in  its  dreary  shadows  he  saw  the  ghosts  of  Lis  own  dead 
years;  years  whose  strength  had  been  spent,  and  whose 
resolves  had  been  stifled,  and  whose  purer  dreams  and 
whose  higher  desires  had  breathed  out  their  faint  Uf* 
forever,  under  the  murderous  ennbraceB,  and  the  poisoned 
kis»ea,  of  haHots. 
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Aboi^t  ten  o'clock  in  tlio  moruinjj  the  valet  was  com- 
moaly  used  to  knuck  at  Wm  juaalir-s  door^  and,  being 
bidden  to  enter,  would  carry  ia  dome  cafiee  or  aome  aoda 
and  brandy,  ami  ^ucli  It'ttevs  as  had  coiue  by  the  early 
post.  At  thiit  boar  1  was  always  aucuatomed  to  rai  in 
ilkewiae ;  aad,  peri'bin^  myself  on  Bclti'au'd  bed,  to  eat 
ihecofftiu-tiu^^ar,  and  wntih  him  wliilst  he  Rlaneed  through 
bis  correspandcatie.  It  was  generally  a  great  amusement 
to  me,  for  Ijelnij;  of  quick  intelliyeucG,  I  had  aoon  lejirnod 
to  guess  from  wha^t  fair  band  each  epistle  came  by  ita 
very  air  and  aspect,  to  eay  nothiny  of  its  monogram,  find 
it  was  a  little  eumedy  tu  uie  to  see  the  wearbey^,  the  im- 
patience, the  contemptuoug  aiDUseoient,  or  the  curt  dis- 
missal, which  were  what  he  generally  bestowed  on  these 
delifnte,  tpnipting,  and  glossy  letters,  which  the  writers 
doubtless  had  con€eii'ed  wimld  he  so  welcome  or  bo  ter- 
rible to  bim,  acL'ordiuj5  us  tbey  wooed  him  or  reproached 
liim.  This  morning",  for  orn^e,  the  servant's  rap  waa  not 
answered  by  n  permission  to  enter ;  but  Bcltran,  with  the 
Duly  savage  oath  1  ever  heard  him  use,  bade  the  mao 
begone  and  the  letters  al^so,  Even  to  my  wbine  and 
monD  no  heed  was  paid  by  him ;  and  1  aat  outside  the 
iuaccesaible  chamber,  tired  in  patience  and  wounded  in 
heart. 

Neglected  by  xay  master,  bewildered,  saddened,  and 
per[tlesed  by  the  strange  events  of  the  past  nigrht,  I  did 
afijoliah  thing.  1  incautiously  wandered  down  the  stairs; 
and,  Boding  the  houae-door  SLandiDg  open,  1  went  forth 
into  the  street. 

it  was  a  sunny,  firoHty  momiDg,  and  people  wero  astir; 
it  was  bright,  and  busy^,  and  tempting.  There  are,  la  our 
toce,  natural  and  aomadic  indtiacts  that  do  education  or 
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caplivitj  c^ati  etadiCfLte ;  elu  iobori]  p^slon  Tor  freedom 
and  eujojmeut;  this,  Id  iuihd,  la  daiuDed  with  texta  by 
your  priests,  aad  lu  dogs,  is  cbaatided  with  slripea  bjr 
your  kaepora,  But,  as  tk  rul^n  byiu^of  ilaelf  innocent,  and 
degirabit!,  andeveo  nublti,  it  is  loo  strong  always  for  either 
priests  or  keepers ;  and  uudcr  the  di:]imuaLioa,  or  the  do^- 
whip,  will  turu  the  mau  crimiiiQl,  aud  the  do^f  mad.  Thia 
iQatiiict  awakiu^  iu  tue,  aud  I,  being  a  little  fooliah, 
guiielt!ss  {h'm^,  deprived  by  tny  mude  of  life  of  many  o( 
my  proper  ciuaiities  of  aelf-pceserfatioD  and  of  foresight, 
aud  reudeitid  belpleaa  and,  dependent  against  my  very 
will,  waa  vaguely  moved  by  it,  and,  kuowiug  no  better, 
moved  to  my  own  destruction. 

1  wandered  down  the  street^  playing-  with  the  msiy 
leaves  ihttt  blow  alLing  the  pavement,  feeling'  plcusui'e  in 
tbefretih  wind  that  wantoned  amon^mycui'la,  aud  thinking 
of  no  evil,  because  meauin-^  none.  The  leaved  were  always 
erfeaping  me,  and  always  runuing  gayly  on;  imd  1  ran 
after  tbem,  wondering^,  indeed,  bow  such  poor  shriveled, 
brown,  and  aged  thiuga  had  heart  in  tbem  for  play  wheu 
tboy  knew,  aa  they  could  not  fail  to  know,  that  tbeir  day 
was  done  forever,  that  ibey  nevor  more  eould  toss  in 
Western  winds  and  snmiuur  sunUp  bnt  had  no  other  thing 
I.O  do  than  to  drift  dully  on,  aud  die. 

For  I  waa  young,  and  did  not  guess  that  the  leaTes, 
though  so  worn,  and  aear,  Buii  useloi^s,  areiill  uDconsciana 
of  ibeir  fate,  and  niarmur  amongal  each  other  of  their 
8pru)g-time  aud  their  forest,  as  thongh  they  were  tossing 
fitill  aloft,  and  had  not  buowa  decay — even  as  the  old 
ufflonget  you  *'  babble  of  green  fields"  and  do  not  Bee 
tbeir  grade. 

I  ebaeed  the  leaves,  and  the  leaves  outstripped  me ;  I 
rao  uDwittiugly  tlirough  many  tortuous  turns  of  streets. 
Just  ae,  triumphant  at  the  last,  I  oaug-bt  my  play-follows 
and  fuuud  them  rotten,  useless,  fr&il  as  tinder,  a  black 
Hhadow  fell  between  me  and  the  tight;  a  black  cloth  was 
flun^gotrer  my  bead  and  body  ;  I  was  seized,  crushed  into 
BiJeoce,  aud  borne  away. 

Wbeu  I  &aw  the  light  agaiu,  I  waa  in  the  horrible  den 
of  Bill  Jaeobs. 

'*  He's  got  to  be  a  cussed  pretty  beaf l,"  said  the  brut*, 


B9  be  surveyed  lue.  "  I  shaD^t  chance  a  reward;,  rewards 
is  plants  now  witb  them  swells.  He's  worth  two  ponieg, 
ftnd  ril  get  two  ponies  Tor  him." 

I  have  a  dim  recollection  of  blows,  bruises,  sharp  for- 
eiga  toug-ues,  bewilderment,  dark  deus,  sharp  whipcord, 
Bickcess  from  a  curious  tuotioQ,  and  imprlsoumeat  in 
eooie  floating'  duag-TOd.  But  what  1  distinctly  recivll  m 
iho  Hrst  picture  on  my  mimi  after  the  hideous  scenes  of 
bloodtibed  and  suHerin^  at  Bill  Jacobs's,  are  a  sky  of  the 
deepest  and  mo^b  radiant  blue,  and  a  vivid  qaivering  suU' 
tight  tbat  seemed!  alive  ia  its  Intensity^  b,  crumbled  wall 
all  clothed  with  a  green  that  I  knew  later  as  that  of  the 
acanthus ;  a  herd  of  goats,  a  huge  barrel  upon  wheels, 
and  a  Biiiall^  cream-hvied,  foxlikc  face  that  was  peering 
eloj^e  against  mine. 

"  Hush  !"  said  the  owner  of  that  face,  in  the  tongue  of 
my  own  kiad.  "^Husbl  I  will  not  haft  you.  I  am 
Spirka.^' 

'*  Spirka,"  I  echoed:  the  name  conveyed  no  meanin' 
to  me,  anil  L  did  not  know  where  I  was  I 

"  Yes  I  am  Spirkfi,  the  Pomeranian.  I  live  in  the 
Jittle  hooded  house  there  up  on  the  wine-cart.  That  ia 
MatLeo,  my  mayter,  yonder,  givin|j;  a  drink  to  the  p;oat- 
herd,  Oh,  it  is  no  luiitlor,  he  will  hll  up  the  cask  from 
Ibc  well.  No  one  will  be  tbe  wiser;  and  the  wine  is  not 
hiri,  you  know.     Are  you  in  pain  now  ?" 

1  groaned  that,  I  wag, 
.     "That  13  bad,"  said  the  sympathetic  Spirka.     "  Yoa 
have  been  En  my  hoase  three  weeks,  and  have  seemed  to 
know  nothin^^." 

"  I  know  nothing  now.  What  has  happened?  Where 
am  1  ?" 

"  You  are  on  the  road  between  Cirita  Vecchia  and 
Rome.  And  you  are  in  my  wine-cart,  Tou  were 
knocked  over  by  one  of  the  wooden  rounds  at  Ruzzola. 
That  is  one  of  our  games,  you  know.  Matteo  gut  play- 
ing at  it  with  your  Pcpe,  and  Pepe  knocked  you  over; 
they  thoU;^rbt  you  were  killed.     So  did  I " 

''  Rua;;oia — Pepe — I  do  not  understand  ?" 

"^  Well — I  can  tell  you  no  more.     Pepe  is  a  seTvant  to 
21* 
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a  Marchesa,  wbose  villa  Ib  c1ob«  by  ;  and  be  had  been 
eent  to  fetch  you  from  t.he  Eng;lish  ship;  some  English 
friend  had  boQglit  yon  as  a  gift  to  tho  Marcliean;  and  \o\ 
— as  Pcpe  was  between  ihe  town  and  the  villa  we  over- 
look him  at  ii  little  village.  The  conladiai  were  playing 
Ruzzola;  and  Matteo  was  giving  ihem  wine;  and  he 
challenged  Pejie,  aud  Fepe  set  you  down  and  went  to, 
pky  ill  right  fiercre  earnest.  They  are  all  alike — tbe^ia 
Italians — g-ive  theiu  a  spade,  or  a  mattock,  aud  tlioy  die 
perapiring  in  ten  minutes;  but  show  tliera  a  ball,  or  a 
disk,  or  something  to  gamble  with,  and  they  will  fag 
themselves  at  it  fi'om  siesta  to  eimsetl  So  they  got  to 
play,  these  two,  and  they  presently  wased  furioua  at  it 
That  wino  is  fresh  frooi  tho  vats,  and  Matteo  does  not 
water  it  for  his  own  drinking  I  Old  Pep©  had  staked 
every  coin  he  had  on  him  before  they  had  played  half  aa 
hour.  Tho  luck  waa  at  see-saw;  and  lured  him  on;  then 
it  sot  dead  against  him,  and  still  ho  played ;  he  staked 
his  pipe,  bo  staked  his  buttons,  ho  staked  his  shoea,  and 
before  he  b^d  done  he  bad  stripped  himself  neai'ly  bare. 
Then  he  wont  mail — ai)d  he  staked  you." 

The  Pomoranian  paused,  nud  1  shivered;  though  you 
make  yonr  own  selves  so  often  into  helplees  counters  on 
the  g-reen-tabln  of  fortune,  you  have  no  idea  how  iiorrihle 
it  is  to  a  dog-  to  feel  that  be  ha^  bcea  a  meco  stake,  thrown 
for  as  a  thing  of  no  feeling,^ — of  no  volition,— of  Do  vitality. 
A  man  very  often  will  game  himself  away  till  he  has  no 
more  Eshame  or  sentient  power  than  his  dice ;  but  a  do* 
never  does  this,  and  never  loses  either  his  self-respect  or 
Wa  sonaitiveness. 

'  "Staked; — and  lost  you,"  continued  the  commuoicative 
Spirkft.  "You  were  the  property  of  bis  mistress, — a 
present  from  a  foreign  ]and, — a  thing  of  price  intrusted 
to  his  care.  He  shrieked,  he  raved,  he  cnrsed  himself  jind 
you;  then  up  he  lifted  hia  wooden  disk,  and  let  it  fly  with 
fai'iou3  force.  It  struck  you  as  he  meant  it  should;  and 
as  it  stretched  you  senseleaa  on  tbo  grass,  he  took  to  hia 
htela  and  fled,  howling  like  a  boast — fled  before  Matteo'a 
knife  tsould  reach  him  Every  one  thought  you  wero  dead; 
b^t  Mfttteo  tht'Ugbt  not.     Anyhow  be  pirt  you  ap  here. 
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b*&jde  me^  and  gare  you  &  chance  of  youT  life.  And  yoa 
ore  alive." 

In  my  present  state  the  declaration  appeared  to  m© 
premature  and  unconclusive;  however,  as  I  certainly 
hreiitheiJ,  heard,  aad  saw,  I  did  not  dissent  openly  from  it. 
1  ventured  to  aek  why  Matteo  bad  oot  taken  me  to  this 
Murchcsa,  who  was  to  be  my  fate. 

"  Pooh  I"  said  Spirka.  contemptuously.  '*  He  won  yon 
-  -fairly—at  Ruzzola.  It  was  not  for  him  to  turn  out  of 
his  road  fur  a  slraD/rc  woman  and  a  forei(3;n  dog.  What 
would  she  have  given  him  foi'  a  little  beast  with  two  riba 
broken,  as  yonra  were?  He  would  have  had  the  stick 
forgetting  at  games  with  Pepe,  and  you  would  have  beeu 
thrown  neck  aud  crop  down  a  well.  Do  not  get  asking 
rude  questions,  or  I  will  give  you  a  shake  with  my  teeth." 

"Would  it  be  rude  to  aek  what  is  Rome?"  I  paated 
timidly. 

"  Rome  !  I  heard  a  man  s^^y  once  that  it  waa  ao  eternal 
arehaiwrn,  uttered  in  nuLrblor^^whatevt-r  that  may  have 
meant  It  is  the  place  we  take  our  wines  to ;  that  is  all 
I  know.     We  shall  aoon  he  there." 

"Is  it  in  Ei.-laiid?" 

'*  England  I  England  is  a  little  hit  of  mud  floating  in 
the  middle  of  a  duck-pond  I     f  have  hoard  Americans  say 

BO." 

"It  IS  notl  It  is  a  noble  place;  a  great  placet"  I 
panted,  nostalgia  coming  on  me  though  I  knew  oot  one 
_ountry  from  another. 

^' Pshaw!  Nothing  ia  either  nolile  or  great  except 
Raulthelhautszeim  I"  responded  Spirka,  awelling  with 
scorn  and  prido. 

''And^v'hat  is  Raulthelhautszeim  ?"  I  asked^  appalled 
At  the  mere  rolling  grandeur  of  the  quadrupedal  word, 

"My  village!"  responded  the  Pomeranian  with  digni- 
Bed  emphaiii.'? : — and  thereon  fell  a-barking  at  a  goat  who 
hud  strajed  nearer  the  cart-wheels  than  Spirka  deemed 
6tting. 

I,  with  my  scarcely-healed  ribs,  lay  still  and  silent 
amoog  the  straw  in  the  little  pent-house  over  the  shafts. 
The  extreme  strangenesa  of  the  soeae,  and  the  marvelous 
eflulgence  of  the  sunlight,  stupeQed  me. 
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"What  time  to  the  year  is  it?"   I  asfced   fdatlj,  m 

length. 

"Deceuibcr,"  the  Pomerjiaiati  anHwered  in  a  brief  pause 
of  his  breathless  tirade  at  the  obnosloue  goal. 

It  had  been  in  November  that  I  hnd  been  seized  iu 
London,  Ig-norant  as  I  was  of  time,  or  of  occurrencBf 
I  arrived  at  Ibe  conclasion  that  I  must  have  been  boM  hy 
the  thieves  to  Fsorie  purchaser  who  had  conaigiied  ma 
hither.  And  this  conclusion  very  naturally  explained  all 
the  imprisoumenl,  siifferinp:,  and  bewilderiag  tonneata 
that  I  bad  endured,  and  which  were  all  blurred  in  nij 
mE^mory  Into  oue  indiBtinct  mazG  of  half  obliterated 
wretchedness. 

Matteo  eame  to  hia  place  oct  the  cart;  the  horse,  with 
ita  bedezined  leathern  harness,  jogged  on;  the  wbeela 
creaked,  the  bells  jingled;  the  huge  wine  cask  was  drawn 
slowly  along ;  and  I  lay  motionless,  exhausted,  and 
frig-htenedj  araougst  the  straw. 

And  thus  we  moved  on  through  the  great,  golden,  s ilea t 
waste,  all  alive  indeed  with  glorious-colored  insects,  and 
waving  varioiis-hued  grasses,  and  shrill  grasshoppers 
trilling  under  the  leaves,  and  wise-faced,  bearded  goats 
straying  under  broken  arches,  and  gazing  down  from 
vine-wreathed  ruins  ;  but  yet  withal  so  still — so  stratige^ 
— so  death-like. 

The  road  was  uneven ;  the  day  was  hot ;  Matteo  did 
not  urge  his  horse  ;  in  point  of  fact  he  was  asleep  almost 
all  the  way,  trusting  doubtless  to  the  vigilance  of"  Spjrka. 

Slumber,  and  your  dog  will  guard  you ;  it  is  only  your 
human  friend  who  will  Koize  that  hour  of  your  eyelids' 
dosing  to  steal  your  purse,  or  press  adulterous  kiBses  on 
your  darling's  lips,  or  bid  your  children  mock  you  fcr  a 
Riuggard. 

So  we  moved  slowly  on,  through  that  wondroua  blind- 
ing sunlight,  which  seemed  as  though  no  clouds  could 
ever  darken,  and  no  rainfall  ever  soften  it;  moved  on 
through  two  days,  resting  innumerable  limes,  and  cover- 
ing but  a  very  few  roada  in  an  hour. 

The  hor&Q  paused  at  a  little  town,  whose  name  is  need- 
lefis  hero;  a  little  cluster  of  dwelliogs  lying,  as  your 
Campagna  village  often  doc^^  among  deep  cork  woods 
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aDd  old  cheetnut-trees ;  with  quaint  gray  lioueea,  and 
ancient  walla  made  lovely  by  tbo  lithftQS,  aod  great  wellg 
everywhere,  into  which  forever  water-sponta  were  emp- 
tyinfj;  Chemsclvea,  with  sweet  coal  soothiuj^  measure. 

Spii-ka  barkoci  loudly  ;  Mjitteo  awoke  ;  looked  loving-ly 
for  a  moment  at  the  0[jen  door  of  a  tavern,  then  descended 
bel'oro  it.  The  wine,  to  whomsoever  it  belonged,  seemed 
likely  to  be  long  ii[wn  it.a  journey  Romewarda. 

A  handaoine,  f^ood-tempercd,  dark-eyed  woman  bade 
biui  welcome  joyfully;  and  after  setting  him  down  to  a 
oieal  at  a  liitle  rouud  table  in  the  ivy-hung  balcony, 
brought  ti>  me  and  to  tipirka  a  plateful  of  ricu,  and  of 
what  they  calf  niiLCiironi. 

Before  I  had  a  ehiince  to  louch  a  portion  of  it,  Spirka 
ewept  the  whole  up  with  bis  tongue. 

*'  What  right  had  you  to  do  that?'*  I  murmured  woe- 
fully; "  some  Wiis  mine," 

"Right!"  snapped  Spirka:  *'I  like  your  impadeace. 
Why  I — 1  am  a  I'mssian  1" 

Who  does  nut  believv  iji  nalionalitiea  ? 

1  wonder  if  Eurojte  will  erer  do  ag  the  good-natured 
Roman  woman  did;  she  lx}acd  Spirka's  cars  (who  took 
it  quietly  as  she  was  bo  much  bi^^^ger  than  he),  and  then 
ehe  served  me  afresh  with  gome  food  by  myself. 

There  was  a  hlack-browed,  handsome,  thievish-looking 
man  sitting  in  the  baleeny  with  a  box  of  musical  puppets 
beside  hint.     He  looked  at  it,  and  spoke  to  Matteo. 

i^oixi  afterwards  be  citme  down  from  the  balcony,  and 
took  mc  out  of  Llie  wiue-eurt,  and  shook  ami  piutihed  and 
tunuentud  mi;  li]  that  peculiar  maimer  whereby  you  men 
imagine  that  you  test  an  aiiimal'ij  value,  and  health,  and 
lecuper.  lie  wag  clad  in  greasy  sheepskiua,  he  had  a  'sly 
cruel  gleam  in  hiA  great  black  eyes,  and  he  looked  slug- 
gish, brutal,  and  a  rogue  to  bout.  I  trembled  buoealh 
tuij  slightest  toui;h. 

"  What  didst  give  for  him,  Matteo?"  I  heard  him  ask. 

"  I  won  him  at  Ruzzola,"  the  wine-carrier  replied. 

"Art  in  the  mood  to  sell  him  ?' '  asked  the  puppet  player. 

-'Ay, ay," assented  Matteo.  "I  have  no  wish  ibr  him. 
I'll  Btake  him  again  at  a  game  of  morra  if  thou  wiU 
against  five  baiocchi." 
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"  Donel"  cried  tbe  other  Komaa,  with  jiU  his  natioQ'B 
passioti  for  haaard,  aiiii  for  lottery,  set  on  fit-e. 

So  Ibey  commBuiitid  jjlayiug- 

I,  trembling  in  the  hoodud  houso  of  Spirka,  was  power- 
less whilst  my  fate  swung'  in  the  hatauue.  It  wsls  one  of 
the  greatest  moments  of  nienta,!  agony  that  1  Lave  ever 
known. 

They  played  thfit  wild,  strange,  ancient  game  of  morra, 
which  with  it3  antics^  its  vociferation,  its  twinklinj^,  daz- 
zling', ceaseless  movement  of  the  fingers,  so  utterly  be- 
wilders llie  atL'aa^^er  who  watches  it.  They  looked  to  me 
like  maoiaca.  But  to  be  Bure,  if  dogs  ruled  \ti  the  world 
they  would  very  often  raise  the  cries  of  *'  Rabies  I"'  againat 
very  many  bumaa  ftctiona  and  grimacBs, 

A  man  wheeling  round  in  the  mase  of  a  waltz  ;  a  man 
frantically  tearing  over  the  turf  in  a  running  match  j  a 
man  labor! oualy  beating  the  water  wiih  two  flat,  wooden 
blades;  a  mao  solemniy  blowing  forth  Bre-amoke  from  his 
mouth  and  nostrils,  a  man  furiously  battling  with  twenty 
others  for  the  right  to  kiok  a  big  ball  into  space  ; — do  not 
all,  and  any,  of  these  look  infinitely  more  like  insanity  than 
a  poor  dog  just  speeding  iiia  straight  line  to  the  river-side 
on  a  hot  summer^a  day  ? 

This  frantic  and  foolish  battle  came  to  aa  end  in  favor 
of  tbe  puppet>player. 

My  heart  sank  within  me.  The  wine-carrier  had  a  frank, 
good-humored,  sunny  face^  that  inspired  me  with  some 
trnst,  but  the  mere  touch  and  glance  of  this  CantoccLnl- 
owner  froze  my  blood. 

He  saluted  me  with  a  blow  by  way  of  greeting,  on 
entering  into  postiesaiou  of  my  liLtle  capt-ive  body. 

"Hoi  In  a  week's  time  thou  wilt  jamp  about  like  &n  eel 
in  a  frying-pan]"  he  cried  tome;  and' nodding  and  laiigh- 
ing  a  good-by  to  Matteo,  he  threw  me  roughly  on  tha 
top  of  his  mnsic-box,  and,  hoisting  it  on  hia  shoulders, 
departed  from  tlie  hostelry. 

'*  What  an  »ss  tbou  hast  been,  Matteo  1"  the  woman  ot 
the  house  said,  as  we  tuoved  away.  "  To  have  lost  at  a 
game  of  morra  a  little  beast  like  that,  who  looks  worth 
his  weight  in  silver !" 

Matteo  hung  bis  head,  looking  wild  with  himself  for 
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hia  greed  and  his  loss.  Spirka  barked  a  loud  farewel], 
but  I  think  he  was  glad  to  reig-a  onco  mare  alone  on  bia 
throne  of  the  wine-cart,  where  he  had  eo  long  been 
fiuprcme. 

As  fur  me,  I  weTit  with  a  bitter  heart  and  a  tremhlin^ 
brain  forlb  on  fresh  travels,  seated  oq  the  elantiD^  roof 
of  the  box  ia  wllich  the  puppots  of  mj  new  master  reposed. 
Ah!  \\Q\v  I  wished — the  Krat  of  a  thousand  such  futile 
wiehes — thai  since  we  were  raado  to  be  delivered  over  to 
be  the  ala^es  of  mati,  we  had  been  created  deaf  and  dumb,, 
aa  tboBB  wooden  bufCUtini,  and  not  cursed  with  uervea, 
aud  fibers^  and  affet-ttonSf  and  instincts,  that  are  never  of" 
any  other  use  to  ua  save  only  to  make  us  suffer! 

I  had  indeed  cause  so  to  wish  ;  for  the  time  of  my  most 
jnteasfl  torture  was  now  at  hand.  I  had  never  suffered 
like  it  ere  then;  in  truth,  X  doubt  if  any  human  beingever 
knows  such  suCFerin^^  even  in  the  worst  agouiea  of  your 
prisons,  yourmineSj  and  your  madhouses. 

My  task-master^  whog^j  name  was  Giacone,  known 
amount  the  populace  as  GUi,  proved  the  tyrant  hts  look 
had  betokened.  lie  was  indeed  merciless  beyond  ail  de- 
scription; aud  the  brulalitiea  and  pri^^ations  he  inflicted 
on  nie  came,  of  course,  with  tenfold  more  torture  to  me 
because  of  tbo  peace  and  comfort — and  latterly  the  ex- 
travagant luxurr—of  the  lifo  I  ]):id  chiefly  lefl,  Willi 
the  exception  of  the  time  passed  ifl.lacoba's  power,  I  had 
never  had  anything  to  prepare  nie  for  the  m.i&ei'y  I  en- 
dured with  this  Roman  jrlave-driver. 

Iti  the  Urrit  place,  he  iscarcely  fed  me,  save  with  just 
euou^h  to  keep  my  life  sonlicDt;  in  the  secoud,  he  fettered 
mf  limbji  mto  a  Hltle  coat  and  cap  that  were  to  me  what 
Ibe  fetters  of  iroa  are  to  your  priooaera;  in  the  third,  hv* 
exercised  every  ingenuity  of  torment  iu  the  process  of 
what  he  called  my  education,  i.  e,  the  endeavor  to  make 
me  dance,  jump,  poaturSj  and  g^o  tbroug^h  card  tricks  to 
the  Bound  of  bis  organ-musio. 

And  this  reminds  me  to  tell  you  what  idiots  you  are 
when  yoo  beiit  your  dogs  as  you  do;  a  puppy  is  thrashed 
within  fia  incb  of  bis  life  to  leacb  him  "  iDtelligencel" 
Inlelligenv-e,  forsooih ! — when  you  have  dazed  the  poor 
bewildered  bia.ln,  and  confused  all  the  struggling  eeneeBj 


ruoK. 


with  physical  pain  I  In  edncatjuff  a  dog  fnr  sport,  for  in- 
staa^re,  remeiuljer  that  you  are  edueatin^^  hira  againAt  nil 
his  natural  iasLiniils,  though  to  your  own  uses:  i.e.  you 
want  bim  \o  wtand  still  and  point,  when  nature  would  tell 
him  to  dash  forward;  you  mei;5t  oq  bis  aot  ruffling  an 
inch  of  either  fur  or  feather  in  retrieving,  when  in- 
Btinct  would  Imad  bim  to  eat  up  the  whuK:  bird  or  beast; 
you  swear  at  bim  for  not  anoaking  step  by  step  at  your 
heel,  when  every  fiber  of  his  body,  and  every  pulse  of  his 
liinba,  are  quivering  with  longing-  to  be  "at  thenn;"  you 
requiroj  in  a  word,  ever}  law  of  hia  beiDg-  to  be  either 
violated,  or  altered,  to  serve  your  purpose  and  pleasure. 

This  being  the  case,  you  procetfd  to  instruct  him  in 
these  offenses  against  his  own  habits  by  the  brutal  stripes 
of  that  foul  iostrumtiut  of  torture,  a  dog-whip  ;  aud  whea 
you  have  made  every  muscle  throb  with  pain,  and  bewil- 
dered  all  his  mind  with  iaieraal  sufFering  aad  piteous  ter- 
ror, you  wonder  at  his  "stupidity,"  atid  curse  him  or 
shoot  him  bctauac  be  does  not  obey  your  word  on  the  in- 
stant. Oh  how  wise  you  are  and  how  just  I — if  there  bo 
a  spectacle  on  earth  to  rejoice  the  angels  it  ia  your  treat- 
ment of  the  animals  that  you  say  God  haa  given  unto 
youl 

It  is  not  for  me,  a  little  dog,  to  touch  on  &ach  awful 
myaleries;    but — sometliues — I  wonder  if  ever  He  Eksfc, 
you  how  you  have  dealt  with  his  ^Iftj  what  will  you  aa* 
swef  then  ? 

If  all  your  slaughtered  millions  should  instead  answer 
for  you — if  ali  the  countlesa  aud  unpitied  dead, — all  the  < 
goaded  maddened  beasts,  from  forest  and  desert,  w)io 
were  torn  usuudur  in  the  holidays  of  Kome ;  and  all  the 
innoeeut,  jilayful,  gentle  Uvea  of  little  home-bred  creatures 
that  hivve  been  rucked  by  the  fcuivea,  and  slain  by  the 
poisoaa,  and  convulsed  by  the  torments^  of  your  modern 
Science  should,  instead,  answer;  with  one  mighty  voice 
of  a  woe  nj  louger  iuarticulate,  of  au  aeeusatiou  uo  mora 
dieregnrded,  what  then  ? 

Weil  I  Then  if  it  be  done  unto  yoa  as  you  have  done, 
yoQ  will  seek  for  mercy  aud  find  none  iu  alt  the  width  of 
the  univerae,  yon  will  writhe,  and  none  shall  release  yoa, 
you  will  pray,  and  none  shall  hear. 
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Wher«  was  I  ? 

Al>  1  Let  me  pass  quickly  over  the  pala  of  tbat  cruel 
time, 

I  do  not  wisii  to  dwe]l  on  this  portion  of  my  life, 

Giil  was  at  bis  best  bat  a  rougVi  taa it-master,  and  at 
times  a  very  brutal  one.  Ho  taught,  me  many  aceora- 
plishitieiits,  &H  I  have  aaid,  such  as  be^g-iug  far  food,  as 
erect  aa  a  Bentiaui ;  uiarcliiu.i^  oa  my  hiud  legs;  sboulder- 
11)^  a  piece  of  stick  as  a  musket;  taiiing  wondrous  leapa 
over  a  stretched  cord  ;  aud  Sually  puttiu^  a  little  cap  on 
my  head,  and  sitting  gravely  in  a  ctiair  with  a  pipe  in 
my  mouth.  Aa  I  was  excesaively  small,  the  pipe  waa  a 
very  email  oue  also :  aud  as  this  waa  a  very  favorite  a1> 
titiide  with  my  audiences,  I  gained  the  uume  la  Italy  of 
Plpetta. 

Like  most  other  brilliant  amuscrs  of  the  public  I  was 
weary  enough  at  beart,  and  thoui^h  I  looked  so  gay  and 
gilded  to  the  conladini  in  my  little  scarlet  coat^  and  my 
little  cap  with  the  gold  band,  aa  I  went  throug-li  my 
tricks,  I  wished  over  aud  ovqy  again  tliat  I  were  dead, 
and  ached  in  erery  bone  of  my  little  body  from  blows 
and  from  hunger,  X  went  through  my  daneea  and  my 
postures  trenibiiu^  with  terror,  till  in  the  burning  daya  I 
waa  as  cold  aa  iee;  and  I  only  costumed  and  capered  from 
dfead  of  the  lash  and  starvation,  as  your  men  of  wit  coin 
their  brain  from  the  dread  of  poverty  and  a  prisoo. 

It  was  a  miserable,  toilsome,  sordid  life  I  led ;  one 
mechanical  routine  of  stereotyped  antics;  one  eeaseles.^ 
round  of  mimicry  of  that  joy  of  which  my  heart  gave  not 
one  echo. 

I  was  the  envy  of  all  the  children  for  that  Jittle  red 
coat  of  mine,  that  little  gilded  cap,  that  little  pipe  I 
imoked,  that  little  taTubourine  I  played. 

Dogs  were  too  wise  to  envy  me,  for  they  knew  I  waa 
not  free ;  and  I— I  envied  every  do*  I  saw  that  roved  at 
large,  though  with  a  soiled  coat  and  a  hungry  body; 
every  dog  that  barked  from  his  heap  of  straw  outside  hia 
master's  loggia;  every  dog  that  drove  his  herd  of  goats 
to  and  Iroin  their  milking ;  every  dog  that  followed  eome 
homely,  honest,  simple  duty,  and  owned  a  kindly  hand 
that  would   cares9  hini  nosv  and  then,  and  a  wooden 
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houss  that  he  could  call  his  owa.  To  be  a  goatheni'9 
dog;  to  sleep  on  a  fragrant  bed  of  dried  wild  thyme j  ta 
bask  in  the  soft  warm  dawns,  and  slumbroug  evening 
shadows  ;  to  wake  to  the  memory  of  a  pleasant  dutj  to 
be  done  to  the  chime  of  tinklio^  bells  ;  to  drink  and 
Bplash  at  will  in  the  bill-side  brooks,  and  to  watch  the  old! 
wIsG-looking  bearded  goata  nibbling  at  the  greeo  wild 
Tine  shoots.  What  ha|i]>iuess  it  seemed  to  me  ]  How 
passionately  I  onvied,  ^^  I  passed,  them  ;  ail  shabby  and 
Bhftffgy  though  their  coata  might  be  I 

Some  of  tbeae  do^s,  doubtless,  were  eoroetimes  roughly 
treated;  aometimea  buQ^ercd^and  smarted,  aad  were  foot- 
Bore,  iind  sun-heated.  But  they  were  freel — ftiid  they  bad 
not  to  go  through  that  dreary  desolate  pantomime  of 
mimickGd  gayety,  whilo  their  hearts  were  breaking  I 

Ah!  you  pity  your  hewtn'S  of  wood  and  drawers  of 
water,  you  weep  for  those  who  do  your  rude  hand-toll 
that  needs  no  thought,  and  live  in  the  open  air  of  moor 
and  meadow  blown  on  by  all  fresh  winds  of  heaven: 
guard  your  compassion  rather  for  those  who  must  still 
pipe  for  you,  though  you  no  longer  dance;  who  must 
wear  the  festal  rohea  of  frivolity  though  famine  gnaw  at 
their  entrails,  and  despair  devour  their  heart. 

You  laugli  1  You  can  see  no  parallel  betwixt  a  littie 
woe-begone  antickiog  dog,  and  the  men  and  the  women 
of  geaius  ?  Well ^  it  may  seem  foolish;  jet  believe  me 
they  have  nearer  kindred  than  you  think;  that  one  close 
terrible  kindred  of  woe,  and  solitude,  and  bondage,  and 
the  Iron  crueicy  of  mimicked  mirth. 

My  life  endured  thus  for  a  year.  I  saw  and  heard 
much  in  ihe  many  wanderings  which  we  made  through 
all  the  Papal  States;  much  whieb  remains  on  the  copper- 
plate of  recollection,  with  sharp  and  defined  outline; 
siDce  there  is  do  aquafortis  that  biles  ia  so  sharply  aa 
m.isery. 

There  are  many  beautiful  pictures  which  arise  in  my 
memory,  of  earth  and  aky,  of  color  and  form,  of  night  and 
day ; — of  the  rnajeattc  old  world,  beauty  of  the  women, 
and  of  the  quaint,  poetic,  ricb-hued  life  in  the  vineyards 
and  cornOelds,  in  the  hilbsidc  osteria,  or  the  harvest- 
Beason's  ou4-door  camp.     But  other  and  worthier  than  1 


hare  painted  theae  a^aiu,snd  Bgaiu.and  a^&m,  ever  siDee 
the  world  waa  yomig.  All  the  universe  knows  the  smell 
of  tLo  Parma  violets,  anri  the  ta&te  of  the  waters  of  Trevi ; 
the  wail  of  the  pifferari,  and  the  cliant  of  the  barefooted 
uiouks  ;  the  frank,  street  lifrht  of  the  Roman  smile,  and 
lh<3  deep,  sti'un^  stench  of  the  Roman  cabbage.  Why 
fihould  I  dwell  on  these  ? 

Though  the  sun  was  so  cloudlees,  and  the  smile  bo  fair, 
and  the  sod  so  thick  with  Qowcrs,  the  time  was  dark  and 
drear  to  me.     A  tiiue  of  desolntiou. 

Now  and  a^aiu  some  ^irl  drawing^  the  metal  p&il  up 
from  herfoantaiu,  would  pitj  ray  little,  duat-Btained,  way- 
worn face,  and  give  me  a  drink  from  the  clear  Virgine 
■water,  and  a  kiss  froni  ber  arched,  ruddy  lips. 

Now  and  agaio  some  old  woman,  seated  at  sunset  under 
the  viac-hung  gallery  of  her  house,  telling  herbeada  iu  the 
cool,  calm  deeiinc  of  day,  and  of  a^e,  would  lift  hei  voice, 
and  bid  mjtuaster  tjease  to  liGu-t  ine,  as  he  passed. 

Now  and  u^ain  some  gentle-eyed  priest,  with  a  wistful 
pain  and  pence  together  on  his  face,  would  tate  me  up, 
and  omrmur  a  kind  word  to  me,  and  pause  at  a  stall  in 
the  street  to  buy  me  a  little  fried  fish,  all  golden  and 
shining  from  the  stove. 

But  these  were  few. 

For  the  most  part  people  are  cruet,  cruel  if  only  from 
lack  of  thought.  And  they  were  cruel  to  oie.  The  ehii- 
di'eu  m  especial:  children  are  eruel  everywhere.  Few 
indeed  of  the  virtues  are  inborn;  and  the  virtae  of  mercy 
rarely — very  rarely — ever  runs  in  the  quick,  gmy,  &elf- 
moved  blood  of  youth. 

The  children  were  cruel  always.  When  they  wished 
me  to  daDce,  I  had  to  dance,  though  I  died.  When  T 
made,  lhrou;j;h  fright,  an  error  in  my  tricks,  they  stoned 
roe,  and  bawled  at  me.  When  1  had  walked  round  and 
round,  on  two  feet,  till  I  was  sick  and  giddy  with  the 
etraiu  and  fell,  they  Bcreamed  to  my  owner  to  beat  me  for 
the  fault: — that  fault  of  my  weakness  which  injured  their 
pa^time- 

The  children  were  cruel  always : — those  brown,  hand- 
Bome,  graceful  creatures,  with  the  liraba  of  gods  and  the 
eyes  of  angels.     So  cruel  they  were,  that  at  length  when 
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I  saw  children  drawing  nigh  I  would  shiver,  and  moaa^ 
aad  seek  lohide  raydelf  under  a  stone.  In  vain.  Unerr- 
inglj  Ihey  would  buuL  me  out,  untj  riot,  and  scream,  and 
tenr  me  from  one  aud  auother,  till  Gu\,  far  the  sake  of  my 
Talao,  would  rescue  me  from  their  olamor  and  their  grip, 
half  deat^. 

Therefore,  that  time  ia  very  hideous,  very  hateful,  to  roe. 
And  ]t  Beemed  to  me  always,  that  in  this  Latia  land  tba 
very  earth,  by  reasLin  of  its  drouijlit,  and  pain,  aud  tbe 
innuaierabie  dead  it  hid,  was  cruel  likewise;  and  that 
even  the  sun,  burning  through  ao  many  weeks  and  months 
without  one  drop  of  rain,  grew  Lard,  and  horrible,  and 
rather  shed  death  than  bngat  life,  with  its  unquenchcd 
rays. 

There  used  to  come  upon  mean  iafinite  longinif  forthe 
cool,  gray  mists,  the  cool  brown  shadows,  the  dewy 
grasses  damp  at  noon,  the  wild  wo3t  wind  sea- fed  in  sum- 
mer, that  I  had  knowD  in  that  old  north-country  of  mj 
birth. 

It  13  a  thirst,  I  think — ^such  as  birds  caged  in  citJea  feel, 
— which  devours  ua  with  so  terrible  a  desire  when  we, 
who  drew  our  first  breath  in  the  Bhady  stillness  of  g;reeQ 
northern  woods,  burn,  and  stifle,  and  grow  blind  in  tba 
merdless  glare  of  southern  suns. 

I  suffered  far  more  also  because  of  the  indulgence  and 
laiury  of  my  late  brief  enjoyment  of  &  life  of  fashion.  I 
had  kuown  what  it  was  to  be  en  idol  of  society,  to  ba 
Bunned  in  the  smiles  of  coquettes,  and  to  be  caresaed  by 
the  Lands  of  great  ladies;  my  palate  had  been  attuued  to 
dainty  living,  and  my  taste  to  all  tbe  gay  frivolities  and 
charming  fullies  of  tbe  world  of  pleasure,  only^ — as  it 
seemed — that  I  might  suffer  more  acutely  from  the  degra- 
dation of  my  fate  and  tiie  iniaery  of  my  captivity. 

I  thought  how  Wicked  I  had  been  to  scorn  all  those 
poor  daacing-girla,  who  slaved  for  the  popular  amusement 
on  a  miserable  pittance.  I,  too,  knew  now  what  it  waa 
to  be  the  elave  of  tbe  public,  to  be  in  the  dress  of  tbe 
mime,  to  have  to  donee  with  aching  Hiubs,  and  play  with 
an  nchiag'  heart. 

How  often  I  bad  joinod  with  Fanfrelucbo  in  her  merci- 
less ridicule  of  these  poor  jaded,  tired,  rouged,  and  span* 
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gled  eoryphfiea  of  tliR  burlesque ;  how  often  I  had  scoffed 
with  her  at  Lheir  poverty  and  their  sorrows  ;  at  the  faded 
prints  and  the  rag-ged  whawla  of  tbeir  own  dfty-atttre^  con- 
trasted with  the  gorgeous  dresses  in  which  they  flashed, 
and  glittered  in  the  gfis-ljght;  at  the  hard  bread,  and  striiog 
cheese  they  nihbltjd  by  stealth,  while  tliey  waited  for  re- 
hearsal ;  at  tlie  teara  that  gushed  into  their  eyea,  under  the 
coarse  oaths  and  brutal  vituperations  of  their  stage  tyrant; 
Ht  the  piteous  rashloa  la  wliioh  they  would  trudge  forth 
oil  foot  into  the  rainy  or  snowy  midnig-ht,  they,  who  went 
ekippinn;  and  bounding',  and  whirling  and  laughing-  before 
the  fontllghte,  as  though  they  had  not  a  care  in  the  worlds 
or  a  need  in  the  univerael 

I  knew  DOW  what  it  was  to  go  through  this  mimicry  of 
gayety,  this  ogtontation  of  radiant  aiirtb,  with  grief  in  the 
heart  and  famine  in  the  body.  I  knew  what  it  waa  to 
]on^  to  lie  down  and  die,  yet  be  forced  to  rise  and  caper, 
and  seem  merry,  because  a  ruthless  Public  cried — "  Dance, 
dauce,  dance  I  Shall  ye  date  to  be  weary  or  sorrowful 
whea  we  have  bid  yc  be  joyous,  and  have  boiight  your 
joy  with  our  inooey  ?" 

Alas  I  If  I  had  been  cruel  from  the  levity  add  the 
thoughtlessness  of  young'  years,  my  sin  was  visited  very 
heavily  upon  me. 

And  another  sin  too, — my  momentary  oblivion  of  my 
first  beloved  home,  seemed  to  me  now  but  justly  aveng-ed 
by  the  wretchedness  of  my  doom. 

PulTed  up  with  the  sudden  fashion  and  luxury  of  the 
emineoce  to  which  1  bad  been  raised ;  inflated  by  the 
compUmenta  and  caresses  that  I  received  from  ooble 
h'ps  and  gentle  hands ;  esteeming  myself  among  the  great 
onea  of  the  earth,  because  I  fed  oQ*  eilver,  and  ate  of 
costly  wonders  out  of  their  Beason,  and  drove  in  coro 
neted  carriages,  and  looked  from  the  windows  of  Doble< 
inenand  geutleraen  ;  conceiving  myself,  in  my  foolishues*, 
to  be  far  lifted  above  the  good  and  gentle  companions  of 
my  infancy ;  I  had,  wickedly  and  fooHahly,  thought  scora 
of  their  Bimple  and  harily  Life,  and  had  dreaded  lest 
people  should  ever  know  that  my  Oriiit  year  had  been 
epent  boneatb  the  roof  of  tbatrose-tborn  cottage.    Wicked 
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ingratitude,  foolish  Bhame  [ — that  now  had  bitter  puDish^ 
iiitiDt.  And  it  was  uot  for  the  gsy  rich  life  in  London, 
l)ut  far  the  uinucent  forest  liTc  in  the  green  pinewood  oF 
the  Ptti-k,  thai  I  jE-arued  with  such  an  agODy  of  longing 
as  I  wns  dra<r<:t^d  ihroii^^h  the  towns  and  villages  of  Italy, 
foot-sorej  brnitjed,  bleedinj^,  worn  out  with  fatigue,  sore 
all  over  from  blows,  devoured  by  huu^jer,  driven  half-mad 
bj  thirat,  and  tievor  hearing  any  other  voices  than  those 
that  rained  ibeir  curses  on  me,  or  shrieked  to  me  to  dance 
though  I  were  dying. 

A  year  passed  with  ttie  thus. 

It  was  a  hard  lil'e  enough  for  Giii  himself:  sU  such 
lives  are,  howevt-r  roninnce  may  color  them^  or  their  vi- 
cisaitudea  muke  them  seem  adventurous  to  the  eyes  of 
imaginative  youth. 

To  traiiip  all  weathera  on  foot,  with  n  heavy  box  of 
fantocjcioi  stropped  to  your  hack ;  to  Rlet'p  where  yoii  can, 
in  a  hay-loil  or  a  coru-lmrn  ;  to  walk  lil'teeu  miles  to  a 
town  where,  may-he,  yuu  do  not  get  us  many  pence;  to 
play  in  the  scorchinw  lieat,  under  the  balconies  where  the 
happy  people  lounge  in  their  pleasant  idleness,  which 
Beeuie  to  insult  you  with  its  insolent  prosperity  and  peace; 
— Brll  tbia  was  hiird  enoujrh,  even  for  him. 

But  thea  he  had  mauy  easy  hours  withal :  welcome 
at  some  way-side  trattoria  where  trade  was  dull,  and  a 
fritter  was  to&sed,  and  a  stoup  of  wine  poared  with  eager- 
ncfis  for  him;  aiirih  at  some  rustle  bridal,  where  the  fun 
was  at  its  height,  and  he,  though  a  stranger  and  a  wan- 
derer, was  frankly  biddtin  to  Join ;  a  turn  at  morra  ;  a 
Btroke  at  pallone  ;  a  cast  of  the  hoccette  ;  a  game  at  dom- 
inoes when  the  day  was  done,  and  the  men  and  the 
mflidens  were  jesting  and  dancing  in  some  little  village 
under  the  cork-treea.  He  had  all  these  thin^g^a ;  for  ho 
was  a  man  of  ready  tongfue,  and  comely  enough  in  per- 
soiL  Bui  I  bad  doqo  of  these — I  starved  whilst  be  ate 
hia  Btew;  I  aclied  with  bruit*ea  whilst  be  laughed  in  the 
iim-poreh  \  I  waa  the  sport  and  the  prisoner  of  the  l>rutal 
chUdron  whilst  he  was  Uin^i^ing-  bia  hcela  in  the  measurea 
of  the  dances.  1  was  infinitely  miserable;  and  it  seemed 
to  me  that  tuy  misery  would  have  no  end. 

la  the  Eternal  City,  even,  I  was  but  a  Little,  lonelj, 
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frieadless,  miserable,  aufering  thin^.  To  me,  therefore, 
it  was  boi'nble, 

A  victory  looks  but  a  sorry  thing-  to  the  boy  conscript 
lying  cramp&d,  and  Ijleedinjt^,  and  crashed,  and  woe-be- 
gone  iu  the  arubuUnce  wagon  on  tbo  red  eveniag'-tide' 
aficr  the  bailie.  Homo  looked  but  a  motloy,  blinding, 
cruel,  uncfliiuy,  eldriteh  place,  full  of  noise  aud  color  to 
nie,  as  I  used  to  lie,  achinj^  and  terrified  aad  heart-broken, 
on  Tlie  tO[i  of  the  wuoden  fantocciiil-lios. 

I  have  heard  you  speak  often  einee  then  of  its  sorcery, 
(jf  its  sadness,  of  its  wondtirfiil  Imes,  and  ita  unutterable 
beiiuty,  and  all  it3  mysticai,  awful  cbai'ni^  tbat  none  who 
have  once  been  under  its  speli  caa  resist;  well — I  never 
fell  any  of  tlieae.  To  tue  it  was  only  a  place  where  I 
Buffered. 

litlieve  me,  it  is  the  light  or  the  darkness  of  our  own 
fate  ttiat  ellLer  g-ives  "greenness  to  tbe  grass  and  i^lory 
to  the  flower/'  or  leaves  both  sickly,  wan,  and  colorless. 
A  little  breadth  of  sunny  lawn  ;  tlie  sprt^-adin^  shadow  of 
a  siDgle  beech  ;  the  gentle  click  of  a  little  garden-gate  ; 
the  scent  of  some  simple  aumiiier  rosea, — ^how  fair  these 
are  iu  your  memory  because  of  a  voice  which  tbeu  waa 
on  your  ear,  because  of  eyea  tbat  tben  gazed  in  your 
own!  And  the  grandeur  of  Nile,  and  tbe  luster  of  the 
after-glow,  and  the  solemn  desolation  of  Caroac,  and  tbo 
wondrous  beauty  of  the  flushed  sea  of  tossing  reeda,  are 
aU  cold  and  dead,  and  valuelesSj  because  in  those  eyes 
no  love  now  lies  for  you  ;  because  that  voice,  for  you,  is 
DOW  forever  silent. 

The  narrow,  crowded  streets ;  tbe  bray  of  mules  and 
asses;  tbe  eternal  "wail  of  the  beggars;  the  stench  of 
Btews  and  frys  from  the  cooking  stallg  in  tbe  alleys;  tte 
overpowering  odor  frotn  tbe  greet  mounds  of  fruit  and 
flowers;  the  squalor  and  tbe  glitter,  the  filth  and  the 
beauty ;  the  glimpse  through  tbe  butchers'  doors  of  a 
dying  kid  or  lamb,  as  it  struggled  beneath  the  ktufe;  the 
Bhrifek  of  a  goose  or  a  fowl,  as  it  was  seized  from  tbo 
living  flock  to  have  its  neck  wrung  at  the  market  stall: 
— tbese  were  what  I  saw  of  Rome;  what  I  always  aee 
Dow  when  I  tbiak  of  it. 

Moreover,  I  waa  harder  tasked  iu  the  City  even  than  in 
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the  CanipagTia.  Td  the  latter  there  had  beeo  but  &  scant 
aiiclienc'e  ut  btst;  two  or  three  performancea  had  alwayg 
ButBced  to  yaia  what  coins  were  to  be  had  in  the  district. 
But  ilk  Roiiie  there  was  an  audience  the  whole  day  ]ongr, 
save  Et  the  brief  tiouu-bours  ;  and  all  through  the  starlit 
eveuiiigs,  tiU  iate  into  the  ni^-ht. 

When  oue  crowd  hud  dispersed,  another  gathered.  No 
sooner  was  the  round  ol"  tnt-kg  Ooifcihedf  than  it  had  to 
be  cominencod  alVesb.  There  was  scarce  a  tiioiuent  that 
]  was  not  cither  dancing,  or  lelllug' fortunes  on  the  cards, 
or  walkinff  round  with  my  toy  tambourine  to  collect 
baiocehi.  Gii  had  no  mercy,  and  the  people  had  no 
mercy  either.  It  was  oue  perpetual  toil,  one  everlasting 
misery.  At  last  it  so  wore  nie  out  that  I  went  thro«igli 
the  whole  programme  mechanically,  with  a  noise  like  the 
rufihing^  of  winds  in  my  ears,  and  the  darkness  of  a  siirkly 
swuon  before  my  eyes.  More  tban  once  I  dropped  from 
Bhcer  exhaustiou ;  and  then  was  roused  with  a  kick  and 
curse. 

I  think  if  jou  knew  what  you  did,  even  the  moat 
thoughtless  amongst  you  would  not  sanction  with  your 
praise,  and  encourage  with  your  coin,  the  brutality  that 
trains  daucing-doga. 

Have  human  mimes  if  you  will;  it  is  natural  to  hu- 
manity to  caper  and  grimace  and  act  a  part:  but  for 
pity 'a  sake  do  not  countenance  the  torture  with  which 
Avarice  niercilessly  trains  up  "dumb  beasts"  for  the 
trade  of  tricks. 

All  through  those  long,  sickly,  burning  days,  with 
their  scorching  sun  Btrcaming  on  the  parched  ground, 
the  iaeh  of  my  task-master  kept  me  at  my  tread-miH  of 
mimicry.  It  was  as  bitter,  unbearable,  agonizing'  toil  to 
lue  as  any  that  your  galley-slaves  suffer  is  to  tbem.  The 
strain  on  the  muscles  and  limbs  was  un  inteu&e  physical 
torment;  and  tbo  incefiaant  nervous  apprehension,  the 
terror  of  ill-usage  and  blows,  were  yet  more  excruciating 

"  The  clown  dog  draws  throngs  to  lau£?;lQ  and  ap- 
plaud," says  Home  advertisement: — yes, — and  I  knew  a 
Very  olcFer  clown  dog  once.  Uis  feet  were  blistered 
with  the  hot  irons  or  which  he  had  been  taught  to  douce; 
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his  leeth  bad  been  drawn  lest  ho  should  uge  b  a  natural 
weapous  a^iiinst  bis  cowai-dty  tymnU;  bU  skiti  beneath 
bis  short  white  hair  was  blacl;  with  bruises;  though 
origiDQllj  of  mag-nificent  courapfe,  Siis  spirit  had  been  so 
bioken  by  torture  that  he  tretubJed  if  a  leaf  blew  against 
him;  and  his  eyes — wall,  if  tho  crowds  that  applauded 
hiiu  bad  once  looked  at  those  patient,  wi&ifiil,  quiet  eyea, 
with  their  unutterablo  despair,  those  crowds  would  have 
laughed  no  raorn,  unless  tbey  had  indeed  been  devils. 

Who  has  delivered  ua  unto  you  to  be  thua  tortured  and 
martyred  P  Who  ? — Oh,  that  awful  eternal  myatary  tbat 
ye,  yourselves,  cannot  explain  I 


CHAPTER  XXTL 


l-SE   SILVER   STAG. 


After  a  space  Q'\k  quitted  the  city.  What  he  did  I 
know  not;  but  it  is  certain  tbat  ho  displeased  the  priestly 
authorities  in  some  manner,  and  had  to  go  stealthily  and 
Bwiflly  out  of  Romo,  For  1  heard  many  dark  ominous 
words  paas  between  bim  and  bia  mates,  the  pijferari,  and 
the  pi//'erari  counseled  fli^rbtj  and  hu  dc|>art.ed  thence, 
all  hurriedly,  by  ni^-ht,  takiuj^  mo  and  the  box  of  fantoc- 
cini with  him.  From  th«  niultered  fiasmentfl  of  talk  that 
I  heard,  I  have  a  fearful  fancy  that  Iw  had  killed  some 
hapless  wouinn  in  a  drunken  brawl,  and  that  the  woman, 
biiing  a  priesi'a  light-of-lovG,  existence  on  the  Seven  Hills 
w&a  Qo  longer  safe  or  even  possible  for  him. 

You  will  filways  Gnd  that  these  sluj^g-ards  who  are  too 
lazy  to  laboi"  for  themselveis,  aud  setik  thtir  support  by 
means  of  some  poor  perforniinf^  animab  are  ^reat  brutea 
Bfi  well  as  gieat.  cowfti'ds.  Were  you  wise,  you.  would 
furbid  all  such  performances,  for,  if  the  man  who  works 
neither  brain  nor  body  be  deeniod  by  you  useless  and  of 
wil  example  to  the  community,  what  then  must  he  be 
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who,  ia  order  that  ho  may  live  in  a  sat^s  idleneaa  and  in- 
dulg-eace,  dyes  daily  Ijusit,  futigue,  and  torture  a  ci'catitre 
delivered  into  bis  power? 

nidiag  and  ^kulkinjf,  and  hy  means,  I  think,  of  false 
papers  ED li  names,  Glk  ^ot  across  to  OiJtia;  aod  thence 
went,  by  sea  Lo  Marseilles.  The  horrors  of  tbia  passage 
1  canaot  dwell  upon.  I  was  starved,  sick,  beaten  for 
moaning,  and  drenched  ia  a  deluge  of  rain  that  swept 
the  whole  Mediterranean  wiLb  almost  the  force  of  a 
water-spout.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  goodnesa  of  an 
old  weather-beaten  Bailor,  who  wrapped  me  in  a  luoreel 
of  tarpaulin,  and  tied  mo  with  a  rope  to  the  seat,  I  uiuet 
have  been  swept  overboard,  or  havs  perished  of  wet  and 
cold,  whilst  Gia  below  drank  brandy  and  played  domi- 
noes with  the  half-drnok  skipper  of  the  rotten,  groan- 
ing, olive-laden  felucca. 

There  \s  thia  that  is  consolatory  in  life  :  its  darkest 
hours  rarely  have  no  ray  of  light;  Eta  woes,  its  tyran- 
nies, its  ajjonies,  commonly  give  birth  to  some  act  of 
kiadliaess,  or  of  coura^a^,  or  of  compasBiou,  that  arises 
in  their  midst  as  a  palm  in  the  desert;  it  is  little  enough 
oftentimes,  but  it  is  something j  aomethlng'  that  just 
saves  the  earth  from  being'  hell. 

Marseilles  lay  white  and  blinding,  and  scorched  with 
b  hard,  burniDg,  sand-laden  wind  from  the  Afriean  chores, 
when  we  at  length  reached  it  afler  a  hideous  vogage  of 
storm  and  heat,  of  hurricane  and  drouth  united ;  a  voy- 
age through  which  the  sJtiU  of  the  old  sailor  I  have 
umned  alone  brought  the  vcskd,  whilst  its  captain  lay 
drunk  ia  the  cabin,  and  the  crew  shrieked  and  roared  la 
the  Biilnta. 

In  MiirHoilles  we  tarried  some  time,  and  thence  pasaed 
across  Fraiieo  to  Paris. 

It  was  the  same  old  miserable  life— the  same  tramjH 
ing,  and  playing^  and  performing. 

'*0h,  what  a  hapiiy  little  thing  art  thou!"  said,  one 
day,  to  me  an  honest,  hut  rather  stupid  dog-  (the  only 
dog  ever  unwise  enough  to  envy  me),  who  lived  in  a  hut 
amidst  the  fields  of  the  great  southwest,  with  a  goatherd. 
*'  Look  at  me.^1  faro  so  hardly,  I  am  out  In  all  weathers, 
I  never  tag  e  anything  eicept  a  hit  of  black  bread  oi 
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rancJil  incat,  I  am  all  the  jear  round  with  those  silly 
g-oaLs,  I  never  see  anything  all  day  Iod^  but  a  plover  or 
a  ben-barrier  fiittiag  by  over  the  marsbea.  Uow  lucky 
thou  1 — to  ride  ou  tha  lop  of  that  box,  and  to  be  tossed 
Bweet  calces  and  biscuits,  and  to  bavg  nothing  at  all  to 
do  but  only  to  dance  for  thy  livinj^!" 

Alas,  he  little  knew  the  perpetual  agony  of  my  eiist- 
eaee,  and  how  gladly  I  would  have  changed  places  with 
bim,  and  taken  his  black  bread  and  Liia  liberty  together! 

There  is  no  labor  so  utterly  weary  aad  t^ruel  under  the 
sua  as  the  labor  which  takes  the  sembUncre  oF  paatimo. 
For  the  dullard  is  free  to  ^o  to  his  solitude,  and  weep 
hia  heart  out,  if  he  will,  for  the  dead  whom  he  laments  \ 
but  Verdi  must  write  bis  opera-bouffe,  though  the  mis- 
tress of  his  youth  liea  scarce  cold  ia  her  coffin. 

Our  passage  across  France  occupied  long-,  going  so 
elowiy  as  wb  did,  pau^sing*  at  es^eTy  little  hamlet  or  way- 
side wine-shop  on  the  road.  The  people^  on  the  whole, 
were  more  cruel  than  those  of  Ihe  Campagna;  the  women 
were  toil-hardened  and  sun-dried,  and  had  not  that  frank, 
dweet  smile  of  Rome.  There  were  often  fairs,  or  f^tes,, 
OQ  Saint-daya,  in  the  townships  through  which  we  went. 

These  were  very  quaint  and  picturesque,  [  admit;  all 
the  color  and  the  movement;  all  the  gorgeous  charlatans 
and  conjurors ;  all  the  saints,  and  images,  and  bannera  ; 
ail  the  white-robed  choristers  with  their  censers;  all  the 
flower-crowned  girla  with  their  crosses  5  all  the  chanting 
priests  and  singing  women;  all  the  groen  branches,  and 
floating  ribbuiiH,  and  ringing  music,  chimed  in  so  well 
with  the  old  gray  walls,  and  tho  higb-peakod  roofs,  and 
the  straight  poplar-trees,  and  the  quiet  narrow  streets. 

But  on  such  popular  days  as  these  I  was  so  maddened 
with  the  noise  and  tumult,  1  was  so  worn  out  with  over- 
exertion and  pitiless  demands  on  my  frail  strength,  that 
at  length,  whenever  we  drew  near  the  gates  of  a  town, 
and  I  saw  the  gleam  of  the  gulden  host  upliftecJ,  or  ineard 
the  clamorous  charivari  of  the  !ifes  and  drums,  I  trenililed 
and  sickened,  and  strove  vainly  to  escape  in  am?  ditch  or 
any  bole,  and!  was  only  dragged  within  the  gate*  by  sheer 

e curses  and  cuffs,  and  kicks  and  blows, 
■se  I  had  no  power  against  my  tyant.     I  was  » 
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little  weaklj,  linnd  Lfain^,  and  all  the  natural  agilily  and 
spirit  I  posseescd  were  cramped  by  the  garb  in  which  he 
had  impnsotJGd  nje,  and  cowed  by  the  hung-er  to  which 
lio  Bubjected  me. 

So  my  life  passed;  and  I  had  boon  two  yeare  and  a 
half  with  Gii\  when  at  Inst  wo  drew  near  to  Paris.  I 
dreaded  tho  city  beyond  al]  words  to  tell.  I  Ihoiig-bt  that 
there  I  shonld  always  see  thti  huab  uplifted^  and  alwaya 
hear  the  sbrill  din  of  the  charivari. 

In  the  country  HometinieB  I  had  a  respite,  a  breathing- 
space;  somo  woman  milking-  her  cattle  g-ave  me  a  drink 
*roni  the  foaming  pail  ;  some  lad  lying  deep  amongst  the 
hay  made  mc  a  nest  beside  him  :;  gome  gentle  cow  would 
let  m&  rei^t  amoiifjf  the  fodder  of  bev  t^taU;  some  big 
ruugU'Cuuted  dog  about  a  farm  would  bring-  iwq  food  and 
call  tue  to  his  keunel ;  eonte  young  girl  leaning  out  of  her 
lattice  in  some  hostelry  we  stopped  st,  would  call  to  QiA 
not  to  heat  rue,  aad  would  oomc  down  aud  caresa  me,  and 
be^  me  of  him  for  tho  night,  aud  take  me  to  ber  little  bed 
under  tho  eaves,  aud  lull  nie  to  Blmnbcr  like  au  infant 
B(i;aiust  the  warmth  of  her  soft  ba-re  breast. 

But  in  the  cities  there  were  qo  pause,  nu  pity,  t]o  peace, 
from  morn  till  midnight.  Ths  very  aninialg  themselves 
la  agony  grow  selfish;  and  had  but  little  mercy  for  their 
kind,  because^  for  their  own  liveSj,  mea  had  uone. 

As  we  drew  near  Paris  we  came  to  a  long-,  steep,  stony 
street,  uncleanly,  unsavory,  full  of  noise;  I  heard  thenk 
say  tbftt  it  was  S^vrea  I  havy  ever  since  shuddered  at 
thtj  name  when  I  have  heard  it  spoken  before  theac  pretty 
porcelain  Uiin^a  it  ehriatena. 

Hero  thuro  was  a  crowd  ;  tho  porcelain-makera  and 
paiutcrs  had  finished  their  work  for  the  day  ;  they  wera 
laun<ji;iDg  and  gossipiDg  and  Biuging,  aud  uipplug'  their 
coilce  iiiyide  their  bouse-doora. 

(jia,  as  UBual,  wherever  be  could  comniaiid  an  audience, 
set  his  box  upright  on  its  polSj  opened  itacjise,  and  began 
to  play,  bidding  me  dance  to  the  music,  The  puppets 
never  tired,  of  course;  and  1  supptee  he  thought  I  waa 
like  them. 

Now  as  it  chanced,  I  had  performed  all  daylong  ia 
the  town  of  Yereailles,  hard  by.    1  had  scarcely  bad  aoy 
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tbBt ;  aod  I  did  not  know  bow  to  commence  arresh, 
Daacing"  and  perforniiaff  are  as  severe  a  trial  to  us  aa  the 
hardest  rowing  or  wresuiag  are  to  you;  more  so,  iadeed, 
because  you,  after  aU,  are  ooiy  doiag-  that  whicb  jou 
ciioose  to  do,  aod  which  is  in  &  niauner  natural  to  yoti, 
whilst  all  those  actions  which  you  teach  us  are  touspala- 
ful,  UDDAtura],  and  full  of  an  arduious  elrain  aud  cotitor 
tion,  for  which  our  nerves  aod  rniiscles  are  entirely  aa- 
filted. 

The  puppets  danced  gayly,  as  tbaorg-an  handle  turned  ; 
I  moved  to  and  fro,  as  I  had  been  taught,  on  my  hind 
leg's;  1  smoked  my  little  pipe;  I  struck  my  tiny  tam- 
houriDe  that  was  hung  round  my  neck;  I  did  all  to  the 
best  that  I  coold,  and  the  youths,  and  tho  youn^  girle, 
and  the  children,  and  the  Bturdy  tanners  of  BillaGcourt, 
and  the  wau  pottery  painters  of  Sfc^rea  applauded  glee- 
fully  and  shrieked,  "  Encore  la  Fipetta  I — encore,  eucore !" 
BO  that  I  had  to  go  ag'ain  and  again  through  all  tny  antics, 
aod  yet  they  were  not  satislied. 

Now,  I  had  been  pBiforaiing  all  daylong  Bince  sunset; 
I  had  ea(:en  nothing  but  the  handfnl  of  boiled  rieo 
he  had  tossed  to  me.  I  was  very  sick,  and  tired,  and 
worn  out ;  and  it  so  came  to  pass  that,  when  in  ohedi- 
ence  to  the  "encore,  eucore,"  of  the  impatient  and  de- 
lighted little  crowd,  Gia  shouted  to  me  tho  word  of  com- 
mand to  commence  afresh,  I  tried  to  dance  again,  but,^ 
my  strength  failing — tottered,  and  moaned,  and  fell, 
breaking  iu  twain  my  little  painted  tambourine. 

I  Jay,  stnpelied  aud  sick,  in  the  white  dust.  Gitk,  furious, 
threw  himself  on  lue,  and  seized  me  by  the  neck,  aud  beat 
mcy — ah  !  I  can  feel  the  rain  of  tbe  blows  now. 

"I  will  teach  thee  to  tire  1  J  will  teach  tbee  to  falll" 
he  screamed  aloud,  and  witb  epery  word  the  biting  lash 
etirJcd  round  mj'  little  quivering  body. 

"Beast  I  would  you  kill  the  dog?'^  cried  one  of  the  por- 
celain-makers, though  be  did  not  stir  to  Buceor  me. 

"It  is  mice!"  cried  Gia,  a  coward  though  a  brute.  "It 
19  miuo,  I  will  bill  it  surely; — the  little  sluggish  devil  I" 

Scarcely  had  the  words  escaped  him  when,  suddenly  a 
pnnderous  body  flung  itself  on  my  tormentor;  a  tow  of 
while  and  glistening  teeth  seized  and  shook  him  with  U^ 
w  S9 
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inendouB  force;  he  dropped  me  with  a  sbriek  ol  lerrw; 
and  my  deliverer,  in  "wbom  I  recognized  one  of  the  prtncea 
of  my  owa  kind,  caught  me  up  in  those  massive  fangB 
which  had  wroug-ht  my  freedom,  and  bounded  off  with 
me  in  a  stretching-  g-allup. 

The  pre&sure  of  hie  jaws ;  the  speed  of  bts  going  ;  the 
heftt ;  the  bruises;  the  terror;  aU  combined,  made  me  in- 
eenaiblo:  this  manner  of  deliverance  was  well-nigh  aa 
fearful  as  the  torture  itself  had  been:  and  I  know  not 
where  I  was  carried  nor  how  long  I  remained  unconacious. 

Whea  I  recovered  my  senses,  I  was  lying- oa  long  grasa 
beneath  the  trees  of  a  garden  i  and  over  fine  Btood  my 
friend, — agiE-ftntic,  tawny-colored  Mnscovite  dog.  Huge 
though  he  was,  and  with  tho  grip  and  the  claws  of  a  lion, 
hia  eyes  were  soft  and  even  tender,  and  gleamed  very 
gently  and  ijenevolcnily  on  me  from  under  the  leonine 
wavea  of  hiii  shiiggy  niaQe. 

He  addressed  me  in  that  universal  tongue  of  oprs  which 
is  one  of  the  many  supf^riorities  which  we  etyoy  overmen: 
— you  poor  humiLtiities,  horn  on  different  han^s  of  a  river, 
or  opposite  sklea  of  a  phiin,  jabber  jarfjons  mntually  unin- 
telligible to  caeh  other,  and  on  a  public  mart  or  at  a  Hr 
national  stand  bewildered  amidst  a  score  of  unknown 
tongues  spoken  by  your  next  door  neighbor.  But  place 
a  Labrador  dog  witb  a  Pyrenean  dog,  let  one  of  Poland 
meet  one  of  Peru,  and  lo  !  you  behold  them  intelligible 
to  one  another  at  once,  able  to  excbaoge  converse  by  a 
freemasonry  to  which  the  widest-spread  of  your  brother- 
hood is  as  naught.  For  our  race  being  too  wise  ever  to 
huild  either  a  Babel  or  a  Babylon,  no  curse  of  confusioQ 
rests  on  us;  and  though  scattered  all  over  the  worlds  we 
are  yet  even  as  one  great  nation. 

"  I  am  Ros&,"  said  my  deliverer:  we  always  give  our 
names  franl^lyto  each  other;  that  base  human  device,  an 
alias,  ia  wholly  unknown  amongst  ua.  '- 1  am  Rbss.  I 
will  not  hurt  you;  you  know  that.  We  are  far  away 
from  that  brute,  your  task-master.  No  man  can  emulate 
my  speed.  I  have  raced  even  with  reindeer;  and  have 
beaten  them.  You  poor  little  frightened  thing ! — he 
would  have  killed  yon  if  I  had  not  interfered.  Are  youa 
dancing-dog?" 


THE  SILVER   STAG 


T  graaned  an  assent:  I  was  ashamed  of  rayprofesaion, 
and  of  my  little  red  jacket,  and  of  the  broken  taaibourine 
about  my  ueck. 

'^  A  b.  that  is  sa  like  a  manl"  said  the  gmnt,  I<lu9s, 
gnmly,  "  To  caso  your  little  supple  body  in  a  tight  bit 
of  clotbj  and  to  force  you  to  strut  awkwardly  about  on 
two  legs,  and  to  then  call  that  sort  of  disfigurement  'train* 
ing"'  you  I  Well — I  am  g-ladthat  I  saw  you.  I  fly  at  all 
such  creatures  as  Gii.  Wretched,  lazy,  lubberly  ruffians, 
who  are  too  idle  to  labor  for  their  living,  and  torture  a  bear, 
or  ao  ape,  or  a  goat,  or  a  pnjipy  like  you,  to  g-et  the  coinji 
that  tbey  want  for  their  food  and  tholr  drink  I  I  havehad 
a  tUBsle  ere  now  with  this  Giftt.  Too  idle  a  sot  to  work 
for  himself,  ho  Ib  forever  pressing  some  innocent  thing- 
into  bis  service  tbnt  be  beats,  aud  starves,  and  drives  mad 
for  his  probt." 

I  shuddered  with  the  remembrance  of  my  sufferings  aa 
be  spoke  \  and  with  the  pain  of  the  bruises  that  covered 
every  inch  of  my  body. 

"You  are  very  pnod,"  I  faltered.  "Bat  how  can  you 
keep  me  from  him  ?" 

'*  Why,  see  here.  I  will  get  yow  permiBsion  to  stay  fa 
this  place.  You  noed  not  go  out  of  the  garden  walls;  and 
Gii  will  never  dare  to  track  tjib.  Ask  everyone  in  Paria 
who  Ruas  is  find  what  he  can  do.  If  you  feel  well  ernougb 
D?w,  come  within." 

He  stalkiid  like  a  lion  towards  a  low  white  stone  build- 
ing; and  i  feebly  followed  bim,  still  wondering,  dazed, 
and  affrighted.  My  limbs  ached,  and  my  coat  impeded 
my  moveiueiits;  botl  tiiaaa^^ed  to  crawl  after  him  meekly 
and  feebly,  through  some  winding  grassy  paths,  all  yel- 
low with  golden  dandelions  aod  shadowed  with  hanging 
bought 9.  At  last  WD  approaciied  the  bouse,  with  a 
thatched  roof  on  which  pigeons  sat  pluming  theniselvea, 
an  old  carved  oak  porch  half  smothered  io  that  white 
creeper  jon)  call  traveler's  joy,  and  some  deep  etone-em- 
bayed  windows  hidden  likewise  in  ivy  and  creeping  roses. 
AmongBt  ali  this  verdure  and  blossom,  there  bung,  hall 
seen,  a  wooden  board  on  which  glisteaed  acouchani  silvef 
Btag. 

Kusa  crobised  the  threshold  and  mounted  some  broad 


BiQ 


PUCK. 


«rood(;n  BtFLirs^  ao  black  with  age  akd  slippery  n-itfa  polish 
that  I  hoid  mucli  ado  to  climb  them  after  him.  On  the 
head  of  the  Btaiiease  he  pushe<i  opca  an  uulatched  door, 
thi'ust  himself  through  it,  and  advaDced  into  the  chamber. 

It  was  broad  aad  low;  with  eaaemeats  looking  out  on 
Bunnj'  meadows;  H  waa  ftlled  with  what  to  me  scenieti 
lumbcif,  qiialat,  shapes  nnd  devices;  shnbljT  draperies, 
and  Btraugfi  wooden  skeletons  that  inspired  me  with  ter- 
ror. At  what  i  aftBr  wards  knew  waa  an  ettsel,  stood  a 
young  man  painting;  at  a  little  distance  fiat  a  girl  in  a 
blue  serge  gown,  and  with  a  white  peaked  eap. 

It  waa  to  the  woman  that  Uusa  advanced;  taking  me 
In  hia  mouth,  and  laying  nie  at  her  feet:  then  retroating 
a  little,  be  gazed  at  her  with  eyes  of  wistful  cotreatj, 
thumping  hia  bushy  tail  weightily  ou  the  floor. 

The  yomig  paintef  laijgbed. 

"Another  protege,  Russ?  Terilj  thou  art  tho  most 
benevolent  of  all  fVmr-footed  Christians!" 

It  was  ft  miBconicr.  Wo  have  ever  boon  pantheists : 
pagans  if  you  will.  Had  the  dogs  of  Jcrnealem  been 
Chriatians,  he  uure  that  TiJiate  woukl  have  Leea  torn  limb 
from  limb,  and  Peter,  wi!h  the  lie  upon  hifl  lipa^  been 
bayed  from  out  tiie  hail  of  judgment.  Where  one  dog 
Uvea  and  loves,  there  at  least  is  one  friend  faithful. 

However,  the  speaker  meant  well,  I  doubt  not;  and 
Russ,  understaudirig  him,  leapt  on  him  in  gratitude, 
knowing  that  he  had  obtained  asylum  for  my  helplees- 
uesfl. 

"Poor  little  thingi  How  thin  it  la,  and  bow  fright- 
ened 1"  said  tho  youug  wutuan,  who  stooped  over  me  aad 
touched  me  gently,  "  Tbia  la  the  fifth  danuing-dog  th&t 
KuBS  baa  brought  to  inc  I" 

KuES  thumped  his  tail  in  conGrraation. 

'"  The  fifth  I  Where  are  they  then  ?"  the  artist  asked. 

'* Oh,  1  have  placed  them  out;  people  around  took 
Ihein.  They  are  happy/'  tho  girl  answered  him,  sraillng 
and  freeing  me  from  my  coat.  "Ah I  forgiye  me^  Mon- 
eieur  Carlos,  I  forgot  that  1  was  sitting;  I  have  disar- 
raDgett  the  posel" 

The  paintor  looked  down  on  her  tenderly. 

".No  matter  1    Tbe  sun  ia  tow.     We  will  pnt  the  can* 
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Tas  aside  till  ta-morrow.  Then  I  will  paint  jou  witb  the 
eick  dog  ill  your  lap;  that  Buft  pilj  beuomea  you  so  welH" 

She  smited  again,  and  a  bright  warnUli  eamc  Ofur  tho 
cool  clear  olive  of  har  choek  ;  then  she  rose  and  bore  rae 
from  the  chftmber,  foliowed  by  Ruas.  In  a  fewmcimenta 
I  was  lying  on  some  hay  Id  a  comer  of  a  fra'jrant-smell- 
ing:  liift,  and  heinj^  fed  with  fresh  lutlk  atid  bread,  whilst 
Kusa  surveyed  the  operation  with  a  good-natured  and 
self-approving  air 

"  That  woman  is  an  angel,"  he  said  to  me  as  she  passed 
out,  leaPiDg  nie  cloanaed,  comforted,  and  refreshed. 

"  Who  is  she  ?*'  1  asked  feebly. 

"  Our  Madelon,"  he  returiied,  aa  though  all  were  ut- 
tered therein.  "  I  have  lived  with  her  ever  since  ehe  waa 
fifteen.  She  is  twenty-two  now.  Fbilip  Ferrand  left  me 
here  when  1  was  youn^.  He  never  paid  them,  either^  for 
his  sis  months'  board  and  lodging.  I  have  heard  painters 
Bay  since  then  that  he  has  risen  to  great  eminence  in 
Euglond.  Well — if  ho  have,  he  has  never  thought  of 
either  hiBdo^^  or  hia  debts.  The  old  Mere  Bris,  too,  here 
nursed  hiin  throug'h  a  dangerous  illness  ;  and  Qot  so  much 
as  A  kerehief  for  ber  throat  has  Philip  ever  sent  ber  Lq 
payment" 

"  Bui  they  have  been  good  to  you  ?" 

"  Good  I  Indeed  they  have,  I  waa  never  happy  with 
him.  lie  would  swear  at  rae,  and,  what  was  worse, 
fineer  at  me.  You  know  a  dog  would  sooner  he  kicked 
than  be  laughed  at.  Dero  I  have  been  happy  all  my  days. 
It  19  sueia  a  still,  quiet,  pleasant  place  ;  and  one  does  aa 
one  likes.  Sometimes  I  go  out  for  a  long  ramble  ;  whea 
I  do  I  am  sure  to  meet  some  animal  in  distress ;  and  I 
rescue  him,  if  I  can,  and  bring  him  to  Madelon." 

'*  That  is  very  noble  of  you," 

•*0  dear,  no  I  It  is  just  commonly  right.  Life  woald 
get  too  smooth  and  too  sleepy  here,  if  I  did  Dot  go  out 
sometimes,  and  b&ve  a  fight  and  a  tussle  over  some  bit 
of  evil-doing.  For  what  else  was  I  made  so  big  and  so 
strong?     Do  you  know  what  they  say  in  my  country?" 

"No,     In  Russia?" 

"  In  Kusjsia,  They  don't  let  dogs  enter  churches,  be- 
caUBA  they  ^ay  that  a  dog  once  betrayed  Noah  to  th»  deril. 
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fur  tbti  E^flke  of  gettin"^  that  tbiuk  and  warm  coat  which 
we  northern  dogs  now  al]  wear.  Now,  that  m  a  lie.  It 
just  sbowg  the  way  men  distort  things.  Amongst  onr 
traditions^  wbiyh  ol'  course  men  can  know  nothing  about, 
is  one  on  that  very  point  j  and  it  runs  thus,  having  no- 
thing- to  do  with  Noah. 

"  In  the  very  early  age  of  the  world  there  was  a  do^^ 
verj^  wise  and  brave,  aud  who  hated  a  lie  moat  of  all  the 
fibg  under  the  sua, 

"Now,  this  dog  one  day  came  to  a  church,  where  a 
p]'eochcr  was  being  listeiied  to  as.  though  be  waa  an  an- 
g^el  from  heaveu.  The  dog  knew  better,  and  sprang  oa 
him,  and  tore  off  hla  robes',  and  sliowed  acluven  hooFand 
a  tail  beneath  them.  '  Fooliali  people  V  cried  the  dog, 
'  yoar  priest  is  the  devil  of  Fulschuud  ;' — and  be  di'ove  the 
devi]  out  of  the  sanctuary. 

"  He  went  to  a  aeciond  ehurcb,  and  found  tbe  priest  the 
devil  of  Greed,  and  drove  him  out  the  same. 

"He  went  to  a  third,  and  thore  exposed  the  devil  of 
Luet;  and  to  a  fourth,  aud  there  uaiuasked  tbe  devil  of 
Selfdove;  and  to  a  fifth,  and  there  spraug  upon  tbe  devil 
of  Empty- words,  and  tbe  people  all  stood  aloof  and  woq- 
deringi  aud  ci'ied,  'Eh,  tbeol  are  our  priests  all  deviie  V 

**  But  the  devils  themselves  were  sovely  frig^btened,  and 
Eflidji  '  If  the  dog-  tear  off  all  lies,  tliea  the  trude  of  devils 
and  priests  will  be  gone!'  So  they  Lauded  themselves 
together,  aud  persuaded  tbe  foolish  people  that  the  dog 
was  a  wizard,  and  most  be  killed  for  the  wea!  of  the 
world.  And  io  the  end,  tbe  wic^ked  people  stoned  the 
dog-  to  death ;  and  be  died  because  he  had  dared  to  wit- 
ness the  truth,  and  had  not  left  those  fools  alone  to  their 
worship  of  liilsehoods. 

"Aud  from  that  day,  devils  still  having  great  infloence, 
and  above  ail  being  strong  in  all  pulpits,  whence  they 
throw  dust  in  tho  oyes  of  the  multitude,  they  have  always 
bated  all  do^s,  and  have  forbade  them  out  of  their 
churches.*  This  is  tbe  true  tradition.  The  other  fable 
ie  a  devil's  devic-e." 


•^ 


*  Eipfipt  in  Scotland  and  Ameri*;ft ;  where,  1  supp^ae,  thu 
people^a  grotitutlfi  to  Lhfiir  CoHeys  and  Tellow-dogs  is  too  stronit 
K>r  Satan  to  yanquisb  it. — Ei>. 
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F  thanked  him  for  his  inati'uction,  but  being  still  faint 
md  weary,  longed  in  my  soul  to  be  quiet  and  Bleep. 
Besides,  when  you  have  just  bi^eu  in  the  grip  of  a  cruel 
man,  it  seems  to  you  tbat  the  devils  themselves  can 
hardly  be  very  much  worse  to  deal  with  -,  and  you  hardly 
feel  th»t  proper  abhorrencB  of  them  which  you  would  do 
at  any  other  time. 

Retarniug'  to  preeent  matters,  I  asked  him  who  was 
that  youth  whom  I  had  seoii  in  the  painting-chamber. 

"Oh,  an  artisti"  answered  Russ,  with  a  Utile  good' 
naljUred  contempt.  "All  tlie  men  wha  come  to  this  place 
are  artists.  That  one  has  been  here  since  the  first  days 
of  March.  By  name  he  is  Carlos  Merle.  He  is  of  very 
great  genms  certainly ;  but  I  am  nut  sure  of  him  for  all 
that.  He  is  fitful.  He  works  witb  great  spurts,  and  tbea 
does  nothing  for  days,  except  lie  on  the  grass  and  dream^ 
or  umruiur  to  Mallelou.  Geniud  is  n  great  thing,  of 
course;  but  it  is  not  eperythiug.  Genius  is  like  a  spirit 
flame  ;  hut  geniua  must  havo  he  armor  of  ajiplication^  aa 
the  flauje  must  have  kb  lamp-shade,  or  both  will  go  out 
under  a  bla^t  of  rough  wind." 

"  What  was  he  doing  when  I  saw  theai?" 

"Painting  her  portrait.  All  of  them  like  to  do  that. 
It  occupied  Jean  Stenlinek  six  weeks  last  year  to  get  the 
portraits  of  a  brown  pipkin  and  a  market-cabbage ;  aed 
Jean  still  is  mad  with  him^self  because  the  pipkia  won^t 
look  old  enough,  and  the  cabbage  will  look  too  green  on 
bia  eanvas,  do  what  be  will  to  alter  them.  Ah  I  the 
BCBtasies  I  have  heard  him  go  into  over  a  well-painted 
wooden  pail,  or  a  pinch  of  anuBT,  in  a  paper  I  They  see 
uaiight  to  adore  in  real  pails,  and  piapers  of  snu^;  then 
bow  can  the  more  imitation  of  the  thing  have  any 
worth  ?" 

I  wBiS  too  tired  and  ill  to  take  any  interest  in  his  di3- 
quisitiou.  Since  that  time  I  have  heard  plenty  of  art' 
jargon  talked  by  half  the  connoisseurs  of  Europe;  but  I 
am  not  sure  that  I  ever  heard  anything  mure  direct  to 
the  potnt,,  or  more  truly  sensible,  tliau  this  objection  from 
Fbuss.  But  Buss  is  not  the  world; — and  meantime  Meia- 
Boniera  fetch  the  same  prices  as  Raphaels. 

''I  Sike  q.rtiBt3j,"  continued  my  iuetruc^tor,  laying  bid 
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massive  form  down  to  rest.  "They  nre  stupid,  you  know. 
They  will  sture  for  liours  at  a  ripple  of  wiiter,  or  a  few 
twisted  twiga,  and  tbsy  always  talk  as  if  beavea  and 
earth  depeadtd  oa  tLtir  liog's  briatlea  and  (beir  0Ti-tul>e8^ 
But  they  are  a  kindly,  simple,  geuial  race,  h?^  a  rule.  They 
are  so  ignorant,  and  know  nothing  about  a  bird  except  the 
hue  of  its  feathers,  aud  notlunjr  about  a  dug-  except  the 
liut  of  his  coat,  and  uutliing  about  a  wontan  except  tha 
red  in  her  lips  aad  the  white  in  luir  liinhd,  Efoing  alto- 
g-ether  by  the  Burface  of  tbiogs,  and  fanuyiog  they  hav^e 
got  'atmosphere'  in  dabs  of  ^ray  aud  yullow,  and  'dis- 
tance' in  Etreaks  of  flako  whUe,  and  '  sunset'  in  scumbled 
lakes  and  oehera.  YvX  they  are  very  happy  in  that  inno- 
cent, blissful  atupfdity  of  theirs  ;  aud,  like  all  happy 
people,  are  good-naLured.  Of  course  no  dog  was  ever  so 
ridiculous  a:^  to  draw  an  lujitatiou  dog,  and  take  pleasure 
m  the  cunvu.3  creature  that  could  not  bark,  or  move,  or 
emeil,  or  feel.  But  then  so  many  of  men's  pursuits  do 
look  so  trivial  to  us  that  I  scarcely  think  art,  as  they  call 
it,  is  niu{.'h  worse  than  anything  else.  And  it  hurts 
nothings  which  is  mora  thau  can  be  said  of  the  generality 
of  their  pastimes." 

"  You  do  not  think  well  of  men  ?" 

"Ob  yes,  well  enough,"  said  Ruas  carelessly,  as  a  giant 
will  epeak  of  ]>yg;mie9.  "*  There  are  only  two  animala  in 
all  creation  that  1  bate,  and  they  are  a  cat  and  a  woman," 

"You  think  these  two  alike,  then?" 

"Alike  !  My  dear  little  soul,  they  are  one  and  the  aarae  1 
When  cats  die  they  become  women.  Did  you  never  know 
that?  Look  at  their  pretty  little  teeth,  their  velvet  skins, 
tbelr  ag^Ile  grace,  their  idolatry  of  wai'mth,  and  tuoe.  nad 
good  living;  iheir  chilly  eensualism;  their  frolics,  that 
always  end  in  a  scratch  to  their  playmate;  their  paaaion 
for  chasing  a  mouse,  or  a  lover,  that  once  caught  and  slaiUj 
is  valueless  vermin  for  everjuore  in  their  sigbt:^ — the  cats 
keep  all  their  characteristics  when  they  turn  into  women. 
We  become  men,  it  is  said,  though  I  doubt  it  myself;  for 
it  would  be  hard  to  desc<"ad  in  the  scale  of  creation.'  But, 
dogs,  who  believe  this,  affirm  that  our  singular  antagonism 
to  cats  is  instiuctive,  as  agaiuat  our  future  betrayera  ia 
our  future  stale  of  exii^teuce.     The  dog  that  kdU  a  cat 
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will,  it  ie  said  by  our  poodle-puiidils,  (s^eet  tbat  cat  ae  a 
woiuaQ  wkeQ  Le  is  a  man,  atid  will  muriy  her.  There 
seems  no  justice  in  so  terrible  a  puniiihiuentr  but,  if  true, 
it  serves  to  explain  Ibe  'cat-ond-dog  life'  of  moat  mar- 
riftgea," 

Aod  with  that  Euss,  fatigued  by  hia  long  gallop  through 
the  heat  of  the  noon,  composed  timtjelf  to  aleep ;  aod  slept 
with  fits  and  starts,  and  muttGTiugs  and  |;rowls,  caused, 
he  afterwanlA  tijld  me,  by  a  dream  which  he  had  of  4 
tonoiae-ahell  cat,  whom  he  had  once  s3iiin  in  the  days  of 
lis  youth,  iucited  thereto  by  his  master,  and  who  appeared 
to  faim  in  W\s  slumber,  with  prophecies  of  her  vengeauce. 

I,  overpowered  wiih  pain,  joy,  fear,  and  fatigue^  all 
coiuuiiogled,  wkpE  alwo;  and  forgot  in  blumbcr  all  my 
bruiaea,  iny  woes,  and  my  exile. 

Ah,  when  I  awoke  how  delipfhtfuH  it  wub!  No  coat 
imprisoning  my  limbs,  no  stii?k  shaken  iu  my  eyes,  no  kick 
thrust  into  my  ribs,  uo  curao  iiuried  at  my  dofcuselesa 
weakness!  It  -was  ail  calm,  and  still,  and  sweet;  the 
bright  suuiuiier  suuli|j;ht  eaiue  Ktreaiuiug  in  j  the  appln 
boughs,  fruit-laden,  swayed  agalu&t  the  windows,  the 
cocks  crew  near  nt  Jiatid,  the  sheep  bleated  afar,  the  pleas- 
ant scents  of  fruits  and  of  blossoms  and  of  harbs  came  iq 
upon  the  southwest  wind ; — and  I  rejoiced  in  all  this  free- 
dom, peace,  nud  loveliness,  with  that  gratitude  which  is 
a  dog's  ]'eligion. 

Wty  have  you  not  more  of  it  iu  yours  ? 

The  Romans,  I  have  heard  tell,  veiled  their  faces  iu 
prayer;  that  was  fear.  The  Greeks  stood,  with  eyea 
fastened  on  the  earth  :  that  was  meditation.  The  Chrla- 
tians  kneeJ:  that  is  entreaty.  There  were  but  the  poor 
Peruvians,  who  bowed  low,  lifting  their  eyes  to  heaven, 
and  showering  kisses  in  the  air:  that  was  rejoicing,  ihank- 
fulness,  and  adoration,  all  in  one. 

And  yon  think  you  are  holier  than  they  neref 

W«l],  think  so  if  you  like. 
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It  waa  a  tranquil,  fraerant  place,  this  little  hostelry  of 
the  Silver  Stag.  It  was  quite  uld,  aud  rerjr  rustic,  though 
jet  BO  Dear  to  Paris. 

Its  gardetiis  were  famous  for  their  peaches,  and  ita  hivea 
for  their  Iionej.  It  was  a  di'owaj,  ebadj,  odorous  placej 
full  of  tlie  niuTinura  of  bii'ds,  and  of  beea,  and  of  ever- 
tremulous  leavea.  Uutrained  roses  bloomed  in  every 
nook  ftud  corner,  and  pigeona  aud  doves,  by  the  hundred, 
flew  ail  day  in  and  out  of  a  great  pquare  stone  dove-cot 
that  bad  been  built  in  thfi  years  of  tbe  Dame  de  Beauts. 
For  human  life  about  it  there  wete  ODly  tbe  cheery  old 
woman,  Manon  Bris,  her  daughter,  Madelon,  and  the 
painter^  Carlos  Merle. 

Tbeir  house  was  much  frequented  by  artists,  who  caniQ 
thither  for  Bake  of  eeonotuy,  freb:b  air,  solitude,  aud  the 
beauty  of  the  woods;  men  could  live  there  for  a  few 
irauca  a  week,  enjoy  all  the  stiUae>59  of  the  country,  watch 
all  tbe  charm  of  woodland  life,  fltid  yet  withal  be  in  Faria 
in  less  thau  an  hour,  Tbe  place  was  iudeed  consecrated 
to  artists,  and  few  others  ever  intruded  there;  unless  it 
were  some  gay  group  of  students  and  grisettea  on  a  Sun- 
day, after  a  childish  frolic  in  the  wood,  and  some  wild 
rounds  of  game  aud  dauees  under  the  orcLard  trees.  All 
the  week  it  was  very  still,  still  as  death,  escept  for  the 
fluttering  of  the  dopes,  aad  tbe  singing  of  the  birds,  and 
the  turning  of  tbe  water-wheel,  and  now  and  then  tha 
bay  of  Russ. 

For  old  Manon  Bria  being  well  oflF,  and  her  daughter 
well  dowered,  and  being,  moreover,  an  honest,  fearless, 
pure-living  old  woman,  eared  not  !F  she  displeased  ber 
patroQS ;  aad  set  her  face  straight  agaiDSt  all  those  Greek- 
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limtted  models  ami  Egyptian-eyod  compan[ong  whoai  the 
painters  wouUt  faJri  have  brought  thither;  and  ahe  would 
have  Done  of  them — no,  not  if  it  were  ever  so — and  made 
her  will  felt  on  her  guesta,  who  laughed,  indeed,  but  yet 
obeyed,  aad  tnise  there  only  with  male  eomradea. 

It  is  needless  to  say  what  a  paradise  this  place  was  to 
me,  0  poor  little,  terrified,  agonized,  hunted  creature,  who 
for  a  year  and  a  half  had  only  known  blows,  and  kicbfl, 
nod  hunger,  and  tbirst,  and  Buffering.  They  let  me  dream 
Of  d  Die  all  my  hours  away;  play  at  will  in  the  sweet 
DDsharen  grasses;  roll  the  faUen  apples  about  as  bulls, 
and  roam  from  dawn  to  twiligbt  in  the  deep  old  leafy 
ways  of  the  frag  rant- scented  garden. 

It  seemed  to  me  happiness  exquisite  enough  only  to 
Btretch  my  limbs  in  peai^o  on  the  cool  moss;  only  to  pasa 
the  whole  blithe  day  without  one  voice  raified  in  anger 
at  me  ;  only  just  tu  be  fed,  and  to  bo  clean,  and  to  be  left 
quite  free.  The  passion  for  freedom  is  inteoiie  in  dogs. 
Men  do  not  much  mind  the  |,'al]  of  fetters,  if  bo  be  that 
those  fetters  are  well  gilded.  But  the  gilt  on  a  chain 
makes  it  none  the  better  to  us;  and  we  pJDe,  &Dd  fret, 
and  thirst  for  liberty,  with  a  force  you  can  never  know— 
you,  who  so  continually  sell  yourselves  into  bondage  for 
the  aake  of  the  pnrchase-prii^e. 

Moreover,  there  was  one  person  very  good  to  me  ;  ever 
pentle,  ever  thoughtful,  ever  kind.  This  was  Madelou 
Eris. 

She  had  not  very  mncb  beauty,  this  Madelon  ;  not  at 
least  after  the  vivid  coloring  and  the  exuberant  outline  of 
Avice  Dare,  who  bad  the  scarlet  bloom  on  her  cheeks 
and  the  northern  gold  in  her  hair.  She  was  very  slender, 
and  very  pale,  with  great  dark  changing  eyes,  and  H^ift 
email  feet,  and  a  mouth  which,  though  somewhat  large, 
yet  hod  a  sniiio  so  sweet  that  it  bad  iovelinesa. 

In  every  iota  she  was  so  unlike  to  what  Av^ice  had 
been  in  the  old  Peak  days,  that  the  contrast  wcis  almost 
Btartling  to  me.  She  was  so  skilled  at  every  eort  of 
work  ;  &o  rapid  and  hthe  in  every  kind  of  movement ; 
she  Becmed  so  perpetually  content ;  she  sang  so  coH' 
stantly  over  her  labor,  indoor  or  out. 

&be  knew  every  fowl  by  name  ;    ahe  wtuld  twist  tha 
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hQinbleat  g^rasaes  and  flowers  iuto  audi  prottj  forma  ;  uhis 
did  all  hotisebi>l<l  tbiug$  w^itb  sa  Dcat  yet  go  elegant  n 
touub  ;  elie  dressed  so  simply,  yet  with  so  nnich  grace 
aad  suitability  for  the  wurk  ahe  liid;  wltb  oevar  any  or- 
nament save  only  oae  plain  and  maadiFc  croBs  of  gold 
hung-  OD  a.  Btring  uf  ivory  beads.  Everything  aboat  her 
was  m  barmony,  and  her  lifo  "BL'eitied  set  to  muaic," 
tbou^h  it  waa  a  life  of  continual  iudustry  aad  of  even 
prosaic  cares. 

Hor  mother  was  very  old,  and  did  little  save  sit  in  tha 
8LJI]  and  read  her  weli-worn  book  of  hour::?.  All  the  toil 
and  the  thought  of  the  place  foil  upon  M^dtiloQ;  and 
there  were  no  btiai'da  so  while,  no  brasen  paoa  MshiDing-, 
no  pottery  so  (ilean,  no  honey  so  clear,  no  poultry  ao 
plump,  no  plants  so  hoakhfiil,  no  omuiet  so  lightly  tossed, 
no  beds  so  sweetly  lavender-scented,  as  those  of  the  Sil- 
ver Sla,^. 

Thia  life  of  hera  was  projue,  even  as  had  been  Avice's, 
but  there  was  a  poetry  in  it. 

It  was  not  heiipy  weighted  with  tflwdry  fDllies;  it  was 
not  fevered  with  diacontout ;  it  wna  not  disfigured  by  aa 
everlaating  straining  after  souietbinjLj  uupossussed;  it  was 
not  hideous  with  that  dead,  incurable  poverty  of  spirit 
and  abject  slavery  to  the  dominion  of  ig-oorance  that  are 
so  appalling^ly  hopeless  in  tho  lives  of  your  English  poor. 
Avice  liad  wreathed  hu^o  glaas  beads  on  her  throat — red, 
acd  yellow,  and  blue;  Jiladelon  never  wore  but  the  ivory 
necklace  that  had  boon  bcr  ^reat-g^reat-gtandmother'a. 
Avite  bud  worn  a  gown  of  many  colors,  and  of  as  many 
raj^a ;  Madelon  wore  one  of  dark-blue  serge,  but  whole 
and  deftly  shaped.  Avice,  feathering  radishes  for  tha 
dinuer-taijie,  had  thrown  thezii  all  together,  wet  and  soiled 
with  the  clods  of  their  native  earCh ;  Madelon  washed 
thom  heedfoHy,  set  them  in  little  dainty  pyramids  of  red 
and  white^  and  garuiebed  the  whole  with  blossoming' 
thyme.  Avice  at  her  work  hud  kf?pt  her  mouth  aulleoly 
tight  set;  Madelon  at  ber  work  wiiog  like  some  hUthe  bird. 
In  Avice  poveity  had  been  dire  ugliness  and  aulky  wrath; 
in  Madtlon  poverty  was  smiling  patience  and  tboug-htfol 
eon  tent. 
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But  tberc  is  no  need  to  amplify  examples.;  this  one  was 
Gallic  and  tbe  othGr  British. 

Life  went  very  softly  and  happily  ot  the  Silver  Stag; 
old  ilanon  Bris  was  a  cheery  old  soul,  with  a  etoL'k  of 
quaint  legendary  lore  from  her  native  proviuoe,  and  a 
mirihrul  tamper  combined  with  a  sttirdy  will  There  wns 
na  one  at  the  house  that  eummer  save  Carlos  Merle,  and 
he  lived  almost  like  their  son  and  brother.  He  was  a 
man  of  seven  or  eig-ht-aud-tweiity,  a  bohemmn,  enihusiast, 
and  artist;  he  bad  few  tVieads  aud  littlugold;  but  in  cam- 
pensatiun  he  had  b,  most  aiugular  pQi'Sonal  beauty  and  oa 
singular  a  g-eniua  for  art. 

I  have  never  in  my  life  socn  a  man  moro  beautiful  than 
Carloa ;  he  was  like  some  perfect  classic  statue,  and  was 
radianlly  fair,  with  g-olden  locks,  lLiou|:^h  the  country  of  his 
birLb  was  far  away  south,  toucLinK  tho  Pyrunees.  Tbey 
did  not  know  very  much  about  hitii ;  but  from  what  he 
had  said  it  bad  traugpired  that  bis  mother  had  been  a 
woman  of  noble  family,  who  had  contracted  a  low  niar- 
Tiftg'e  with  aa  opera-siny;er.  Both  were  dca(i  now,  leav- 
ing- him  their  beauty,  their  artiatic  dreams,  and  their 
poverty. 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  there  was  more  than  friendship 
hetwiJt  Madelon  and  hei-  guest.  She  was  reaerved  with 
him,  and  as  shy  ajs  the  natural  dignity  about  her  and  her 
clear  and  candid  nature  permitted ;  but  he  never  ad- 
dressed her  without  the  blood  tinging  her  pale  chc»ib,  and 
he  never  entered  her  presence  without  her  decp^  dark  eyeg 
kindliug  with  a  richer  glow.  As  for  the  young  man,  be 
Bfeemed  irresistibly  drawn  to  the  peace  and  purity  of  that 
ch;^raciec,  eo  oppofiite  to  his  own;  he  watched  her  swift 
yet  soft  moveineuts  as  she  went  about  bm'  household  labor, 
"ohne  hast,  ohne  rast/'  with  the  same  pleasure  that  bo 
watched  the  graceful  Qiight  of  a  dove;  he  appealed  to 
her  cootinanlly  for  ber  opinion  of  his  art,  and  listened  to 
her  with  loving  reverence.  Por  Madolou,  though  by  no 
meana  what  you  term  an  educated  woman,  wbb  of  that 
natural  iutelligenco  which  to  a  great  extent  supplies  edu- 
cation by  observation,  and  had  heard  and  speii  so  much 
of  art  frum  her  childhotd  that  her  power  of  crilieism  won 
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considerable,  when   her   modesty  allowed  her  to  gir* 

liib&  bad  a  strong  influence  over  Carlos  Merle ;  wlien 
he^  with  Ilia  native  southern  indoleriee^  would  lie  all 
throa^li  the  long  sunny  hours  under  the  acaeia  shadows, 
dreaming  of  many  pictures,  but  esecuting"  none,  she 
would  approacb  him  gently  and  murmur:  " Dreams  ara 
the  ftrtii^t'3  heaven;  but  they  are  not  the  highway  to 
firnie,  my  friend."  And  be,  roused  bj  that  bint,  would 
tben  rl&e,  and  shake  himeelf,  ond  go  within,  to  work  at 
his  great  picture  for  the  Salon,  or  bring-  his  tools  into  the 
open  Biir,  and  .'sketch  qU  manner  of  living  things  and  floral 
life  around  him. 

"They  loye  one  another/'  I  said  to  Rli3s»  when  I  had 
been  there  a  weok  or  two. 

"I  suppose  they  do,"  Eie  answered  reluctantly.  '^  But 
r  hardly  approve  of  it.  There  have  been  many  better 
men  here  than  Carlo.'^;  and  she  bras  never  eared  for  them/* 

"What  is  aniisa  with  Carlos?"  I  asked;  for  indeed  I 
liked  the  younj;  man  myself;  he  waa  gentle  of  nature,  and 
often  played  with  me, 

"  Tiiero  is  tbia  amiss,"  said  shrewd  Rusa.  "  He  is  the 
weaker  of  the  two.  Not  in  talent;  he  has  superb  talent: 
but  in  character.    And  there  is  always  woe  ia  sul4i  cases," 

"  May  she  not  strenn^then  him?    Inspiro  hina  ?" 

"  Where  did  you  catch  up  that  huniaa  cant  ?  Do  not 
believe  that  women  ever  do  that.  When  a  man  is  strong, 
but  bag  fallen,  a  great-minded  wonian  may  raise  him  to 
her  beigbt,  to  above  her  hei^^hi;  if  she  only  move  faim 
with  pftsaioQ  enough-  IJutwherea  man  isradically  weak 
it  ia  not  in  any  woman  to  do  it.  A  miatresa  may  per- 
haps, because  the  tenure  of  a  mistress  ts  always  uncertain, 
which  piques  and  Bpurs  him  to  retain  her;  but  a  wife 
never  wilL  Her  attraction  falls^away  into  habit}  and  b<jr 
Bpell  dissolves  in  farailinriiy." 

"  But  look  what  influence  Madelon  has  orer  thia  painter 
already  1" 

"Ab — yes.  Because  he  is  a  little  in  love  with  bef; 
and  iH  under  the  (Irst  charm  of  her  sweet,  modest  worth, 
bei'  lofly  pure  wisdom.  But  if  be  were  to  marry  her  these 
would  soou  ^row  only  wearisome  to  him,  if  only  by  reasoD 


of  their  superiority  to  himself;  and  he  would  be  sure  to 
ffiraake  them  for  sake  of  somo  warmer^  fnllor,  and  mora 
merely  sensual  cbarm.  Madelon  is  an  aa^sl  to  those  who 
have  Btadied  her  nature;  but  she  ig  only  a  quiet,  good 
pirl  of  the  people  to  others,  and  she  cannot,  you.  kaow, 
l>e  CflUed  beaulifiil." 

"Are  only  beautiful  women  beloved  then  ?" 

"  Oh  yes  1  I  have  seett  men  mad  for  a  woman  who  had 
scarcely  a  good  feature  in  her  face;  hut  then  &he  had  a 
diable  au  corps  that  supplied  the  place  of  beauty  and 
seduced  them." 

"A  ^diable  au  corpsP" 

"Au  corps,  ei  d  VesprU,  et  &  VdnieJ  A  woman  who 
was  oQce  a  cat,  my  dear:  which  Madelon  never  can  have 
been, " 

I  said  nothing;  though  I  wondered  greatly  why  a 
woman  waa  liliely  to  be  loss  beloved  becauso  she  was  aa 
angel,  than  if  she  had  beeu  a  cat;  and  I  wondered  also 
why  a  "diable  aa  corpa'^  should  he  such  a  great  attrac- 
tioD. 

J  do  not  wonder  now:  oer  will  you  either,  if  you  have 
studied  tli©  sc-s,  and  know  all  that  Rubs  meant  by  the 
three  little  wuidwp 

However,  despito  the  chill  that  he  threw  on  it,  t  con- 
tinued to  weave  my  little  romauoe  in  these  pleasant  Bum- 
mer  days,  under  the  great  hlo&soming'  IHaca  and  lindens 
of  the  place  of  my  reJuge;  and  I  think  that  Madelon  and 
Carlos  Merle  wove  theirs  too. 

She  was  seldom  alone  with  him,  for  the  while  tower  of 
Mfere  Manon's  bead-gear  was  ever  in  sig^ht,  ia  the  aamo 
chamber  or  throu{5"b  some  open  door.  But  conti  Dually 
when  she  was  out  auiong-  the  flowers,  or  the  poultry,  oP 
tbe  bee«hives,  tying  up  the  eweel-seented  atocke,  or  gather- 
iug"  the  rose-leavea  lo  dry  for  poL-}iourri,  or  calling  the 
piteous  around  fur  food,  Carlofl  would  come  down  from 
bis  paiutiug-attic,  and  saunter  forth  likewise,  and  stand 
beside  her  in  hh  picturesque  linen  blouse,  with  the  sun 
on  bis  handsome  golden  head,  smekinig,  aud  smiliag-,  nod 
Bometimcs  tendering  a  nominal  help. 

And  at  such  times  be  would  talk  tenderly  to  her,  wist- 
fully and  sadly  t^iOj  for  he  was  alone  in  the  world,  and 
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poor,  ftnd  very  ambitions^  and  Madclon  would  let  the 
roae'lcaves  roll  down  un  the  turf  Hgain,  or  tho  grain 
all  tumble  iu  a  bi^iip  fit  tier  feet,  whilst  she  HBteaed  with 
Leara  that  did  Dot  fall  just  gleaming  in  ber  great  soft 
tyes; — the  l^ars  of  a  yearning  sympathy  which  was, 
tboogb  sho  scarcely  kaew  it^  love. 

At  suL'h  times,  also,  Rusa  Would  growl  where  ho  was 
■tret^ihed  full  lejiglli  under  the  trees. 

^'  There  have  been  many  better  men  here  than  he,"  he 
would  grumhte  iu  my  ear,  **  and  she  never  hearkened  to 
one  of  them  like  that.  Oh,  he  is  well  enough;  I  do  not 
flay  anything  against  him  ;  but  he  is  of  the&tuffjookyon, 
to  make  a  great  name  by  his  genius  one  hour,  and  kill 
himself  for  a  court^pan  tlie  next." 

I,  with  the  ubatinaey  of  youth,  disbelieved  hia  verdict, 
and  thoug;ht  much  btjLLcr  tbiugs  of  this  sunny-haired 
eon  lb  erne  r. 

I  lived  a  good  deal  in  CarIo.s's  atelier ;  in  rainy  days  I 
was  there  eutirely  ;  and  I  thiuk  that  I  got  to  understand 
him  better  tbau  siout  old  Riisa,  with  his  preconceived 
conclaaionB,  ever  did.  Experience  ia  an  excellent  Bpy- 
glass;  hut  it  bas  this  drawback,  that  Prejudice  very  oftea 
clouds  the  tens. 

CurloB,  with  all  \A^  beauty  and  lalent,  and  mingled 
force  and  indGlent-e,  bad  Lad  hut  a  rough  lite;  and  had 
heen  fio?ely  tossed  and  evilly  entreated,  and  had  suffered 
much  from  poverty  and  othet  ills. 

This  place  in  its  peace  and  poetry  was  much  such  a 
hftven  to  him  as  to  me ;  its  calm  idyllic  days  wtre  sweet 
to  him  aa  to  myself;  life  here  under  those  blossomiug 
lime&t  thcBe  clouds  of  foliage  and  flowers,  fieemed  bo  stJl 
iBnd  faif  a  thing,  so  fit  for  dreams,  so  free  of  pain. 

There  are  pauses  in  all  your  lives  in  which  a  balmy 
'est  comes  unto  you,  and  you  say,  *'  It  is  well  with  me; 
I  ivill  look  neither  at  the  years  that  lie  behind  me  nor  b^ 
fOre."  It  was  such  a  pause  in  this  young  painter's.  Iq 
euch  a  season  a  young  nian^s  "fancies  lightly  turn  to 
thoughts  of  love;" — luva  for  any  woman  near  to  hsm; 
any  woman  youthful  enough  to  have  in  her  the  likenea^ 
of  an  ideal,  and  fair  enough  to  seem  l.o  him  the  sourcfl 
whence  hia  peace  comea.     Maddon  was  boLh  these  \  and 
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she  was  more ;  slie  was  q.  woman  who  won  Uia  rfevtrence 
bj  bcr  pure  straight  thoughis  free  of  all  g;uile  ;  who 
charmed  bis  eye  witb  the  grave  gracCj  aud  the  lithe  ease 
of  her  Luovcincnts  ;  and  who  niaiJe  that  poverty,  which  so 
long  had  Leeii  the  Kiijj,^  of  Terrors  lo  bim,  wear  jia  aspect 
of  Bwett  serene  sinjijlicity,  which  appeared  of  bifjher 
frortJa  than  riches. 

Jle  loved  hi-r  therefore;  loved  her  truthfully  j  if  maucb 
a  ser*son  of  aiimmer  and  of  rest  he  would  have  thus  loved 
equally  any  miudlesij,  laup;hiu}5^,  red-lipped  girl,  or  any 
dark-browed,  lustrous-eyed  faithless  wanton,  who  should 
have  been  beside  him  in  that  soft  maturity  of  the  full 
year. 

The  influence  Madelou  had  uu  bim  was  very  genuine, 
if  not  dcHiined  tobe  very  enduriu«j;.  SheEeldom  advised; 
Bbe  Dever  preached;  she  was  diapoKed  rather  to  undek'- 
value  her  own  powers  of  judirmeiit,  thna  to  exalt  them. 
But  the  very  sight  of  hf  r  in  the  untiriu";  iiidu(?try  of  her 
einiple  life  was  of  itwtlf  ii  tonic  to  the  indnlence  of  genius; 
and  beneath  lier  honest  hunitlity  thure  was  a  force  of  en- 
thusiasm for  all  high  purpose  and  achievement,  that  acted 
ds  a  fulcrum  to  the  tou  faeile  talents  uf  her  {ruest. 

What  be  felt  towuvdH  her  it  wf;^  plnin  to  ace  ;  her  own 
feelings  were  deeper  bid,  and  less  easy  to  guess.  But 
that  his  presence  was  welcome  to  her,  aud  his  suceeas 
dear,  there  could  bo  little  douht;  aud  her  sincere  belief 
in  the  grreatncss  of  his  future  was  ia  itself  euoii^b  to 
gtimulaly  a  man  of  spirit  and  of  senaitiveuesa  toward  the 
realizaLiou  of  its  inspiring:  proidievies. 

So  the  summer  isped  sweetly  away  with  us  all;  tbe 
pflHsin^  of  tiuie  scarcely  uoticed  except  by  the  chauj^^e  of 
apple-buds  to  fi'uit,  aiid  thea])pearaiifu  and  disuppcarance 
of  lie  ruddy  g-old-etatred  btrawbcrries  underneath  their 
leu  pes. 

Two  other  artista  passed  part  of  the  season  there,  but 
they  were  two  aged  men,  severally  painters  of  landscape 
and  of  animals  ;  and  their  presence  in  no  way  jarred 
upon  the  haruiony.  Indeed,  in  a  manner,  they  contnb- 
ated  to  it,  for  they  had  both  fau^e  aud  itidiience  in  the 
world  of  art,  and  tbey  also  saw  great  things  in  the  works 
of  Carlos  Merle,  and  bade  hici  be  sure  of  that  ultimate 
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Victory  over  the  world,  of  wbicli  lio  oftmi  ilnspaireti:  tfao 
tpa  ycara  iu  which  lio  bad,  Btuclmd  urt  having  been  a  de- 
cnde  df  faMnn;.  ncfrlcL't,  nud  privatiac. 

Wiih  frf^sh  henrt  put  inl^o  Mm,  the  yoncg  man  labored 
hard  duriD^  those  long,  clear,  midaummer  dnys ;  taking 
bis  recoruponao  m  the  cool  of  the  dewj  eveiiing'fl,  with 
the  great  9\&t&  shining'  out,  cind  the  nightiD^ales  Biogmg 
in  the  orchard,  whilst  Madeloo,  silting  in  the  porch,  let 
her  work  fill  upon  ber  knee,  uad  liateued  to  him  as  he 
murmured  pasj^ajifes  of  the  Nu/ts  d'Odobre,  or  of  the 
Chants  Ji.  Gr&pUiscule,  their  melftQcholy  and  fervid 
poetry  sp^mtng,  indeed,  to  bo  the  very  voices  of  the 
nig'ht 

I  did  not  share  Ruas'a  contempt  for  art.  To  me  it 
alw&yo  appeared  a  marvelous  sorcery  this,  by  tneang  of 
pi^nscnts  and  of  oils,  all  tbiDp:s  of  nature  were  made  to 
have  their  being  on  a  dull,  liead  piece  of  pine-wood  or  of 
paper,  1  hare  moanod  at  the  misery  of  Laiidseer'a  "  St. 
Giles;"  I  have  barked  furiously  at  the  hunting  acenea  of 
Snydera;  I  have  hovvlud  with  grief  before  the  '^' Dead 
Trumpeter'^s"  doj^  at  Avi^'non  ;  I  have  longed  for  old 
Trust  to  see  the  sheep  of  Bonheur  and  of  Terbeckhoeven; 
'  have  thirsted  to  pull  the  meat  oat  of  the  basket  of  that 
bloated  "Jack  in  Office;" — therefore  tbero  cannot  baa 
doubt  but  that  I  have  the  true  feeling  for  art  in  me.  For 
thia  lies,  1  humbly  submit,  not  half  &o  much  iu  tbe  sharp< 
neaa  of  eriticism,  as  it  does  in  the  credence  of  sympathy. 

Kence  I  watched  with  interest  the  progresa  of  the 
great  picture  with  which  Carlos  was  about  to  chnllengfl 
the  verdict  of  Paria  in  the  winter  eshibition  of  the  Salon. 

It  waa  a  very  peculiar  picture  ;  in  a  style  that  is  not 
populfir  in  these  days,  when  you  ore  fond  of  little  cabineC 
skotL'hes  of  every-day  life,  and  of  a  realism  that  faithfully 
reproduKca  epery  rent  in  a  ^\oru  cai'put,  every  knot  in  a 
carpenter*fl  piece  of  deal. 

This  picture  of  Carlos's  was  gorgeous  in  hue,  shadowy 
in  meaning',  had  hut  little  detail,  nml  was  of  a  terrible 
force  and  a  passionate  poetry.  And  yet  the  subject  waa 
very  simple.  It  was  only  a  man  lying"  dead  in  a  hot  glow 
of  suDset,  with  a  wondrous  fair  face,  and  a  fearful  woo 
Bet  upon  It;  eelf-silain  iit  was  easy  to  ted;  and  away  from 
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him,  looking  back  over  her  shoulder,  was  stealiDg-, through 
ihe  huah  and  the  heut,  with  the  lig-bt  of  the  west  all  about 
ber  like  a  fire,  a  womaD,  with  a  wicked  laugh  upoa  her 
mouth,  and  her  bosom  all  bare,  aod  h^^r  liaDtl  gatheriu^ 
up  rich  disordered  gold-broidored  rolrea.  This  alranga 
work,  which  had  no  story,  was  called  "Faustina  Fecit;" 
and  it  s-poke  for  itself, 

Jt  wa£  of  thisjiiubjert  and  its  treatment  that  the  paintera 
who  caiue  and  went  that  suiumer  at  the  Silver  Stag^  pre- 
dicted such  great  things. 

There  was  a  Utile  ono^  ft  hi g'hly- finished  study  also, 
which  he  intended  to  send  with  it^  for  sake  of  the  con- 
trast, as  I  suppose.  This  waa  quite  a  small  picture  of 
B  woman  sitting  in  cool,  gray,  silver-tooed  light,  that 
came  in  through  an  ivy-hung  lattice ;  her  work,  a  coni- 
TDOQ  ehirt  of  serge,  had  fallen  on  her  lap,  and  her  eyes 
were  lifted  to  the  soft  n)p;ht  sky  withoat,  where  the  first 
fitars  were  gleamiu^.  The  subject  wa!5  of  the  slightest 
and  simplest;  hut  the  color,  the  patience,  the  tender 
poetry  in  this  rouonlit  face,  made  it  beautiful.  It  was  on 
this  that  he  bad  been  engaged  when  IXmea  told  me  that 
he  was  paintiag  ibe  purlrait  of  Madelon  Bria. 

"Send  them  both."  said  one  of  the  aged  artists  to 
him.  "  They  show  that  you  caa  feel  und  fathom  the  two 
extreme  opposites  of  wanian's  nature.  Without  being 
«ble  to  do  tliL&,  neither  painter  nor  poet  can  be  great" 

Doubtless,  the  oM  man  was  right. 

But  how  many  uf  you  mt-n  write,  tbink,  paint,  and 
apeak  aa  though  there  were  but  one  of  tbeee  two  sidea  to 
womauhood  —  according  as  the  brazen,  or  the  Bilvetii 
rouQd  of  the  shield  ha^  been  turned  to  you! 

It  was  into  autunni  whea  those  two  paiotinga  tvert* 
altogether  completed.  MadG^on  looked  at  the  one  which 
BO  much  reBenibled  her,  of  which  Bbe  had  indeed  been 
alike  the  theme  and  the  inapiration,  with  a  shy  sweet 
pleasure,  that  blushed  u  little  ia  her  pale  cheuk,  and 
Bpoke  eloquently  iu  her  dark  eyes.  But  before  the  Faus- 
ttne  she  stood  far  longer,  lost  in  thought;  gazing  at  it 
with  an  intensity,  a  wistful  wonder,  a  fascinated  horror — 
eren  as  a  woman  may  gaze  at  a  riral  who,  thou^b  steeped 
ia  Hie,  is  yet  through  sia  rictorioaB. 
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Ii  was  in  the  bash  of  an  Oct/jbcr  ovcniQn  that  she  8too<3 
looking  at  it  tbus  for  tbc  huudredtb  tinru  ;  bt?  l»U;8t  tDui;b 
haffiag  been  put  to  it;  ntakln^  more  wifked  ihe  laugh  of 
lb«  couptesan,  more  lurid  the  siinsut  jrlow,  more  glittering 
her  robes  of  cloth  of  gold,  more  white  aud  rigid  the  faca 
of  the  dead  man. 

Tbe  eveuing"  was  vory  warm.  The  leaves  of  ibe 
creepera  arouud  Ihe  widulattite  were  tinged  wilb  amber 
ttud  crimson  ;  the  sun  \va*j  bureiifjg  in  the  west ;  the  great 
goldetj  pears  hiin^  niotionlyas  umongst  their  stiU  green 
leaves;  the  fra^ranc-e  of  ripened  fruit,  and  of  damp  earth, 
end  of  late  roses,  came  in  on  the  western  wind. 

The  lar^^e  wooden  chamber  was  half  iti  shadow,  balf 
in  light;  the  only  goaml  upon  tbe  silence  was  the  lowing 
of  the  cattle  in  the  distant  field^^,  and  thu  eoo  of  the 
doves  ere  they  settled  to  rest  AH  wiia  cool,  and  still, 
and  balmy. 

Carlos  approaclied  bcr  when  she  stood  in  front  of  the 
Fauadne, 

"  Why  wilj  you  look  so  much  at  that  |pktiire?"  bo  said 
^cully.  "  Why  not  look  rather  at  the  other,  which  i8  like 
yourself?" 

Mailelon  did  not  answer  for  eoine  momenta^  and  1 
thoUj^bt  a  faint  shudder  camo  over  her. 

"  It  baa  tliG  ffiaeiuaLion  of  the  unknown  for  me,"  she 
anawered  simply. 

"  Tbe  unknown,  indeed  I     But  that  is  Dot  all  ?" 

"Not  quite  all.  I  aru  trying"  to  see  where  lies  that 
wora^in's  piiwei' — ibat  lerrible  power  which  has  ended  in 
Btretcbijjg  him  there — dtiMl" 

"  Vou  cannot.  No  woman  can  iiee  a — unleas  ahe  be 
like  that  woman  herself/' 

"  Are  you  sure  of  that?     I  nm  not." 
'Why  ?     You  say  it  is  the  sorcery  of  tb^  unknown, 
lu  Baying  that  you  have  said  jou  canaot  comprehend  it,'* 

"  I  ought  to  have  said,  rather,  the  anfamiliar,  tt  can- 
not be  unknown  to  mc,  since  I  feel  it.  It  hurts  me;  it 
oppresses  me;  it  is  an  awful  thing — that  witchery  of  ain. 
that  has  such  aa  irL-esistible  seduction  for  all  men  I" 

And  whildt  ^he  spoke  she  still  g'azed  with  the  same 
peculiar  intensity  of  regard  into  the  wicked  eyes  of  tha 
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Fanst.ine,  till  ii.  Beemed  as  thoug^h  she  read  a  Tiving  mind, 
B  liviiig^  vice,  a  living  lie,  iu  ttiat  pictured  seiublance  of  a 
golcJ-deckod  crime. 

Carlo3,  in  answor,  moved  tlie  other  picture  before  her. 

'*Nay/'  ho  said>  softly,  "if  Faustine  triumph  over 
BOine,  others  ar«  eavcd^^aved  by  such  pury  ejeg  ag 
those  that  win  them  1o  their  higher  droaiiis, — to  duty, 
[leaue,  and  honor.  For  a  acasun  Faustine  nifiy  allure; 
hot  the  gold  ou  her  garnicnt.3  is  bought  by  bloodj,  and 
the  cruel  hot  sua  of  passion  kills.  Men  seek  to  rest  fof 
their  lifetitnie  in  the  holy  li^ht  of  those  calm  stars." 

Madelon  smiled^ — the  stni]e  of  a  womsQ  who  believes, 
and  for  whom  belief  is  beatitude.  Yet  the  smile  died 
soon  upon  her  face,  and  she  looked  not  at  the  woman 
who  sat  dreaming  in  the  starlight,  but  still  on  the  wicked 
eyes  of  the  Fauytiue. 

"It  may  be  so,"  she  said,  under  her  breath;  "but  your 
pencil  was  closer  to  truth  thca  your  words.  Look  I^— be 
— ]iea   dead;    and   she — she   sita   there   by   tho   lattice 

Then  she  passed  swiftly  from  the  painting-chamber,  as 
thoug'h  fearful  that  her  answer  bore  some  interpretation 
that  she  could  ill  endure  to  hear  hitn  give, — some  self- 
betrayal  which  for  one  brief  mouietit  had  escaped  her. 

Alooe  !  Carlos  ecfaoed  the  word  as  be  stood  before  the 
little  portrait,  which  caug^ht  the  fading  light  of  the  west 
upon  it  The  word  &eemed  to  strike  heavily  on  his  ear; 
dully  upon  big  heart,  as  with  the  melaneholy  of  a  fore- 
DOding-. 

This  little  Blender,  Bimple  Btudy  had  more  sadueBs  m 
it  than  he  had  ever  noted  whilst  occupied  in  creating 
it.  The  weary  folding  of  the  hands,  the  meditation  of 
the  uplifted  eyes,  the  thoughtful  shadowy  amile  upon  th« 
Qiouth,  the  faint  gray  li^ht  that  seemed  to  float  around 
the  form, — all  were  sad  with  the  infinite  eadness  of  resig- 
nation, the  sadness  of  a  woman  alone  with  her  perished 
youth — alone  for  evermore. 

The  face  was  the  face  of  Madelon ;  but  on  it  was  a  grief, 
around  it  vas  a  solitude,  that  were  as  yet  far  from  her; 
that  as  yet  bad  never  even  touched  lier  cheerful,  tranquil 
life. 
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"It  18  Faustine  who  di^a  alone  I'*  he  muttered,  as 
tbou^'b  he  repelled  the  thriu^4tt  lier  words  bad  conjured  up. 
'^Not  sueh  xvonion  as  MjhIoIdo.  They  die,  in  tbo  ripe- 
ness of  time,  aff.or  a  life  of  peace,  with  ibeir  children  and 
their  grandchildren  about  them." 

Fie  went  to  the  open  window  end  leaned  his  arms  on  it, 
and  look*id  dovv^n  on  the  garden  below.  He  was  verv 
thoughtful  and  touched,  1  thought^  with  a  refiei  of  Mide- 
Lon^s  sadness, 

I  wondered  if  he  had  ever  been  beneath  the  sorcery  of 
Buch  as  that  Faustine  whom  he  had  painted  there:  or — 
whether  it  wjre  only  by  some  foreboding-  of  a  fate  to 
come  that  he  had  dreamed  that  dark  and  avrful  Btory,  and 
wrought  it  out  with  color  till  it  Bsemed  the  record  of  a 
fact. 

I  could  not  lint  fancy  it  tbe  last. 

The  fair  face  of  Ibia  young  painter  was  very  frank,  and 
tender,  and  eager;  it  had  Borrow,  and  unreet,  and  desire 
upon  it,  Imt  these  were  all  untaititc-d  hy  evil  ;  it  had 
rather  the  longing  for  n  fuller  life  iu  it  than  the  fatigue  of 
one  by  whom  the  uttermost  possibilitieB  of  life  have  been 
exhausted. 

Perhaps  I  hardly  reasoned  thus  then;  but  I  felt  it: 
ond  now,  looking-  back  to  that  time  through  the  light  of 
my  experience,  I  am  certain  that  I  translated  arigjittho 
look  upon  his  features. 

As  he  leaned  on  the  wooden  window-siH,  in  the  still, 
green  garden  beneath,  where  the  moonhgbt  already  wais 
stealing,  he  saw  Madelun.  She  was  walking'  amidst  hef 
flowers,  that  grew  half  wild  amidst  the  grass  and  buelies. 
Now  and  then  she  stooped,  and  raised  some  fallen  carna- 
tioQ,  or  lifted  some  rose,  whtcb,  overladen  with  dew, 
drooped  downward  and  trembled,  as  a  human  heart  that  ip 
too  happy  sinks  and  trembles  with  apprehension. 

Now  and  then,  too,  she  moved  aside,  that  her  foot 
fibouEd  not  crush  some  tiny,  crawling  thing,  that  bad  its 
one  short  hour  of  barnileas  joy  aniongftt  the  leases  and 
grasses :  now  and  then  ehe  lifted  some  little  brown  glow- 
worm, with  its  brightly  burning  lamp,  up  to  some  place 
of  safety,  on  a  leafy  bough,  or  in  the  cup  of  a  late  li'r — 
nay,  even  a  beetle  creeping'  with  it.'*  load  homewarc'    '• 


a  gand-worni  crawling  in  the  graveled  way,  she  stepped 
abide  from,  leading  them  tlieir  life. 

Would  ihat  nioie  ftmongst  jou  Lad  that  tender  pitj; 
had  tbat  revereuce  for  the  wonder  of  esistfiQce  whitih  ia 
as  gieat  in  the  tiaiest  fly  that  wiags  its  waj,  as  iu  the 
gfuat  leviatliaii  of  the  ^ea.  All  things  must  suffer,  and 
must  tbinli, since  all  tbiogt;  dread  and  trust:  can  there  ha 
fear  without  mental  turture?  Can  there  be  trust  without 
emotional  power?  Ay — ^and  thrusting  a.  piu  through 
the  beetle's  body  and  cuttiug-  the  biaia  from  the  li^^iuy 
pigeon  iu  your  hideous  dissectlng-roouift,  wdl  not  teach 
you  tlii& :  it  will  only  teach  you  to  be  Idmd  to  it. 

The  young  man,  leaningfroui  the  casement,  hidden  him- 
Belf  amongst  the  thick  screen  of  the  ivy,  watched  her  as 
she  moved.  Perhaps  that  gentle  compassion  for  the  "low- 
liest tbing  that  livL^d"  had  greater  sweetness  in  his  sight 
because  to  him  the  world  of  men  had  been  cfugI  and  bard  ; 
BQd  the  world  of  women  had  had  for  bim  some  scorn,  since 
hfi  bad  not. owned  liie  gold  that  buys  their  kisses. 

Wliea  the  stones  of  poverty  and  of  disdain  are  rained 
fruoui  many  bands  upon  one  ainglc  betid,  lie  on  whom  they 
fell — being  defenseless — grows  one  of  two  things  beneath 
the  storm  :  cither  be  becomes  case-hardened  and  rutblesa 
in  roveuge,  or  be  grows  weak  bs  water,  and  is  ready  to 
»ieii  his  soul  for  the  sweet  balm  of  pity.  To  Carloa  Merle 
. — with  the  heart  of  a  woman  in  bis  godllte  young  form — 
pity  and  comprehension,  bore  so  fdr  a  likeness  to  love  that, 
paying  them  with  gratitude,  he  dreamed  gratitude  was 
also  love.  Tbis  error  is  common  with  you  all ;  conimoneat 
with  the  tenderest  of  your  natures:  but  it  is  an  error 
whicli  often  costs  you  more  heavily  than  sin  itself.  For 
amongst  you  men  and  women,  though  there  be  absolute 
passion  without  love,  there  is  no  abaolnte  love  without 
passion. 

He  watched  her  thus  awhile,  where  she  went  amongst 
the  trees,  with  the  dark  graceful  folds  of  her  dress  sweep- 
lug  aside  th^  dews. 

On  a  Sudden  impulse,  as  it  seemed,  be  left  hia  studio, 
and  ran  lightly  down  the  old  broad  oaken  stairs,  and 
went  out  into  the  garden.  He  was  fit  her  side  ere  sba 
bud  heard  his  steps  that  fell  so  lightly  on  the  soft  ricb 
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grass.  She  atartt'd  a  little,  and  turned  from  liim,  DS  I 
noticed,  hiivmg  tbllowed  bim  myself  out  iuta  the  balmy 
eveniug'  air. 

"  Madeloa,"  he  said  to  her,  with  a  tremor  in  bis  roice, 
"Madelon, — if  you  will  let  it  be  so,  you  Rhall  never  ait 
at  iho  liitticie  alono." 

She  gave  him  one  qnick  ^lanco  under  ber  dark  deep 
iHshos ;  then  she  wiia  silent,  her  hand  gatlieriag-  the  feath- 
ery crowns  of  ta!J  seeding^  grasses  that  grew  ronnd  her. 

"May  it  be  so?"  he  murmured.  "Haye  you  faith 
enough  in  me  to  lot  nie  enter  yotir  life  ?  You  can  make 
me  what  yon  will:  will  jon  i,nve  ine  place  beside  you 
always  ?" 

She  did  not  answer,  but  her  drooped  fEWie  Quahed  till 
all  its  colorlessnesa  changed  to  a  hot  scarlet  radiance, 
like  the  flush  on  the  latest  autnmn  rosep.. 

"Toll  me,"  he  niurdiured  eagerly.  "Can  it  be — that 
yon  ha^e  leas  pity  for  me  than  for  that  glowworm  that 
you  lifted  out  of  harm  a  moment  ago  ?  I  lore  you,  Mn^ 
delon;  you  mnsthavti  known  it  all  this  summer  through, 
and  I  think — I  think — you  have  some  love  to  give  in 
recompense?" 

The  g'low  died  from  her  face  ;  great  tears  atood  unshed 
io  her  eyes ;  s]ie  trembled  greatly  whilst  she  left  her 
band  in  his. 

'•It  ia  not  a  queation  of  my  love,"  she  said,  scarce  au- 
dibly, '*  It  ia  of  your  peace, — your  greataesSj — your  future. 
These  lie  apart  from  me." 

"They  lie  with  you:  with  you  alone  1"  he  anawered 
her,  with  passionate  belief  in  his  own  truth  as  he  drew 
her  nearer  and  nearer,  and  stooped  his  golden  bead  and 
l;tased  her  where  they  stood  beneath  the  great  shadows 
of  the  dying  Hniea. 

For  a  moment  Madelon  aurrendered  herself  to  that  sweet 
intoxication.  But  that  breathless  trance  endured  but  a 
little  Bpaee;  she  drew  heri^elf  from  binir  and  lookea 
straight  up  into  his  eyea  with  that  deep  dark  glance  of 
hers  that  had  in  It  such  ezhaustless  tendernesB  and  power 
of  sacriOee. 

"  You  epeak  in  haste,"  she  said  tremulou.5ly,  "  I  am 
tbti  ouly  woman  Dear  you;  you  have  found  aoni«  coid- 


Carlos,  I  am  not  St  to  be  your  wlfel" 

"Not  fit!  My-  God  P'  he  cried,  "what  ^ace,  what 
eicellence,  what  pvirity  of  womanhood  liave  there  ever 
been  found  lackiog  in  you  ?" 

She  smiled  faintly  ;  but  hor  eyes  never  lost  their  steady, 
meditative  wistfuluoss  of  regard. 

"  Nay— I  spoak  tbe  truth,"  she  said  (gently.  "  I  am  hut 
one  of  the  people  ;  I  have  ev^er  labored  with  my  hands ;  I 
am  ignorant,  even  If  sympathy  teach  me  some  fewthJng^a. 
Yon  will  be  great,  my  friend  ;  you  will  have  fame,  and 
fame  brings  fortune ;  I  eball  be  no  meet  companion  for 
you  in  that  new  life  which  ao  surely  waits  for  you.  I 
love  vou^ " 

She  p:iused,  and  stretched  her  hands  out  to  htm  Id  a 
gesture  of  infinite  tenderness,  though  her  face  the  while 
grew  yet  more  deadly  pale, 

"See  I  I  do  not  seek  to  deny  it  or  to  hide  it.  I  love 
you,  Carlos,  but  becauae  1  love  yon,  I  know — I  know — 
that  there  will  be  no  place  for  me  in  your  future!" 

He  seized  her  outstretched  hands,  and  poured  forth  pas- 
sionate buruiug  words  of  eloquence,  that  thrilled  out  upon 
the  stillness  of  the  antumn  twilight,  and  seemed  to  scorch 
and  stagger  her  as  they  pierced  her  heart.  But  for  her  he 
Bwore  he  had  been  worthless  ;^  crushed  beneath  the  load 
of  poverty  and  of  the  world's  neg'leet.  Her  influence 
alone  had  breathed  into  him  tbe  strength  to  give  form  and 
substance  to  the  fair  dream  of  an  idle  brain.  He  had  no 
name  nor  place  in  tbe  world!  aa  yet;  ahoold  he  win  either 
ever,  it  would  be  through  her  inspiration  ■,  throug^h  that 
brave  acceptance  of  the  yoke  of  toil,  which,  beholdin*  in 
her,  he  at  length  had  followed. 

So  be  nrged  and  pleaded  til!  the  ardent  eloquence  t:f 
words  waa  sa  a  whirl  of  fire  in  which  her  thought  and 
her  will  were  caogbt,  and  blinded,  and  consumed.  Yet 
not  wholly  ;  for  thia  woman';^  loT-e  waa — unlike  the  love 
of  her  ses — without  one  taint  of  selfishness,  or  of  vain 
desire,  or  of  untrne  appraisement. 

"You  speak  generously,"  she  murmured,  whilst  her 
h^art  heared  and  her  lips  quivered.     "  But  you  spe«k  in 
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blindneea.  You  love  me  now^ — oh  yes! — but  for  how 
long?  Nay— it  is  not  that  1  distrust  you.  I  distriiBl 
myself.  I  may  be  well  in  your  si;jbt  here — here  in  Boli- 
ttide  and.  in  snmmor, — but  with  the  moment  that  briag-a 
you  fame  and  that  the  world  usurps  you,  I  shall  be  no 
more  than  a  kindly  meniory  in  your  heart >" 

'*  A  memory  I  If  ever  I  love  you  lusa,  if  ever  I  leave 
your  side,  may  God " 

"Hush I  The  future  is  not  in  your  hands;  not  in 
mine.  Oall  no  curse  upon  it.  It  will  not  be  possible  that 
you  should  love  rae  always.  I  have  not  beauty ;  I  have 
not  knowledge  ;  I  am  cmEy,  after  all,  a  peasant  trained  to 
hooaehold  labors.  If  [  were  to  becnrae  your  wife,  what 
would  you  say  in  the  year.^  to  come  ? — you  would  say 
this  woman  \mA  no  likoneBS  with  my  life  as  it  stand^^nowi 
no, kinship  with  my  fame  ;  no  fitness  for  my  career.  You 
would  say  il — assuredly — in  your  own  h^ai't " 

"  Are  you  mad  V  he  cried  with  impetuous  iDterruptioti, 
*'  Am  I  a  noble  ar  a  prince,  that  you  ehoLild  look  oo  mo 
with  this  proud  humility — treat  mo  tlma,  as  thouj^h  I 
were  some  creataro  of  a  higher  sphere  descended  to  you  ? 
Tou  kaow  luy  history,  my  poverty,  ray  dependence  on 
my  own  laburs,  the  neglect  the  world  has  had  of  me,  the 
chances  that  I  shall  nevei'  be  able,  do  what  I  may,  to  give 
my  name  to  fame?  As  I  stand  now  I  am  bareJy  yoar 
equal.  Ton  bove  certain  poasessiona ;  I  have  none.  To 
me  this  sweet  and  tranquil  place  is  the  happiest  home 
that  I  have  ever  known.  I3  it  a  little  thing  to  ask  you 
to  let  me  share  it  always? — to  ask  you  to  let.  rae,  ia  the 
fever  and  disappointments  of  a  paiuter'a  career,  always 
have  its  rest  and  innocence  to  return  to  for  shelter  and 
for  hope?  Ko I  it  ia  liecauge  it  is  eo  gieat  a  thinw — ^ 
thing  so  utterly  beyond  my  rights  to  claim  and  my  power 
to  requite — that  you  draw  yourself  aloof  from  me,  and 
plead  your  i^vfw  ui; worthiness,  ia  the  noble  falsehood  of  a 
woman's  pity  1" 

The  woi'ds  poured  from  his  lips  with  all  the  vivacious 
fire  of  hiS  southerner's  temperament,  and  with  all  the  fiery 
reproach  of  that  upbraidiog  eel6shneH3  which  alwaya 
sounds  upon  a  woman^a  ear  as  love  itself  incarnate,  ft 
moTed  her  strangely.     The  culor  cam>@  and  went  upon 


her  face  ;  her  limbs  trembled;  her  Ilp.s  partud  with  awift 
uneven  breaths.  She  looked  lip  swiftly  ia  his  face  with 
the  ^^rtat  tears  hvAvy  on  her  lushes : 

"  Ah,  if  I  could  be  of  use  or  service  to  you/*^  she  mar- 
mured;  "  if  I  could  be  siire  that  you  never  could  repent," 

She  needed  to  say  no  more;  he  stooped  a^ain  his  beau- 
iifiil  fair  head,  and  bia  lips  re^sted  on  hern  unchidden. 

They  wandered  long-  together  that  evening,  through 
the  lonely  moonlit  orchards,  and  the  deep  cool  gardens; 
on  which  the  last  ^low,  and  the  last  breeze,  and  tbe  last 
ei^h  of  the  dying  summer  were  lingering,  as  thoug^h  loath 
to  pass  away  and  leave  the  earth  to  silence,  snon',  and 
shadow. 
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LifE  at  the  Silver  Stag,  which  hid  beeo  full  of  peace 
h«Forej  now  deepened  into  happiness.  The  beatitude  of 
confessed  and  mutual  love  was  there ;  nor  wag  there  any 
liinderaace  to  it,  nor  any  aliade  to  mar  it. 

The  old  M&re  Uris  had  jLjTown  to  regard  witb  unusual 
favor  this  goldeu-haired  younjr  stranger,  who  treated  her 
witb  all  a  son's  reverent  kindUties&;  and  she  offered  no 
opposition  to  his  marriage  witb  Madelon,  desiring  only 
that  he  should  achieve  soruc  public  success  that  should 
be  a  guarantee  of  bis  ability  to  add  somewhat  to  her  own 
Blender  store.  And  to  this  Carlos  Merle  offered  hut  little 
opposition;  he  was  too  proud  and  honest  to  seek  to  live 
in  idleness  upon  thBse  women;  and  indeed,  though  he 
knew  it  not,  so  much  of  the  desire  of  rest,  and  so  little 
of  tbe  desire  of  passion,  was  in  his  love,  that  it  almost 
was  enough  to  him  to  he  certain  of  thia  simple  asylara 
and  this  innocent  affection  that  he  had  already  gained. 
So  all  thinga  went  smoothly  and  joyously  ia  this  primi- 
tive and  pleasant  spot.  His  pictures  were  completed ; 
his  lime  was  his  own ;  he  could  spend  it  at  will  with 
iU^iuJelon  ;   aiding  her  in  her  outdoor  tasks  j  watching  hei 
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In  her  iadoor  occupations;  liabntn^  kindly  to  the  dM 
dame's  legftinlary  lore  j  aud  even  sjpendinir  his  strength  in 
Buch  useful  FmaliioQ  ag  the  hewiu*  of  wood  for  the  winter 
firing,  and  the  fctehin^  of  buckets  of  writer  from  the  dis- 
tant well  in  the  orchard.  As  for  Mndeloa — there  was  ia 
her  fathomless  eye;^  Boch  a  look  of  traoquil  [ntensitj,  of 
anutterable  joy,  as  I  have  never  seen  on  any  human  face; 
ehe  spobe  but  aoldom ;  but  her  voicei  as  she  ann^  at  her 
wort  had  the  sweetneas  in  it  of  one  continual  hymn  of 
praise;  i^nd  to  her  the  russet  auturaa  was  xis  the  g-oldeo 
dQwaing  of  years  of  perpetual  summer. 

Ruga  alone  was  till  satisfied. 

"  It  is  not  well,"  be  muttered  to  me.  "  It  is  not  well. 
He  is  aioicere ?^'oh  yes,  ha  is  sincere;  men  mostly  are 
whilst  they  talk  of  3ove.  Unt  it  is  only  affection  with 
him;  there  is  no  paasioD  in  it;  and  no  man,  with  bis 
beauty  and  hfs  nature,  ever  passea  by  passion  all  Ijis  life 
long-.  He  will  know  that  one  day — and  she  too.  But 
we  can  do  no  good.     Don't  let  us  talk  of  it." 

"  l8  passion  ^ucb  a  good  thing,  then  ?" 

Rusa  growled  a  whole  satire. 

"  Good  ?  It  13  a  devi],  ray  dear;  and  one  that  the  dog 
I  told  you  about  never  succeeded  in  driving  out„  whether 
from  church,  or  castle,  or  cottage.  It  ia  a  devil  that  wUl 
tempt  Carlos  Merle,  sooner  or  later;  and  it  will  dra^  bim 
away  from  her  in  the  end,  let  bim  seek  or  strive  aa  he 
may. " 

The  winter  booq  came.  It  was  very  cold,  but  very 
bright.  Carlos  sold  a  little  Sandscape  to  a  stranger  who, 
resting  at  the  Silver  Stag,  ehanccd  to  sec,  and  paid  Qve 
gold  pieces  for  it;  and  be  spent  all  the  five  in  purchasing 
a  set  of  fura  for  Madelon,  She  chid  him  gently  for  tha 
*xtravaganee,  but  smiled  on  him  for  the  love  shown 
therein.  She  wrapped  them  about  her  mother,  and 
moved  blitliely  in  the  snow  to  feed  her  poultry*  and  her 
dovcfl,,  quite  warm  in  her  dreas  of  serge,  from  the  rapture 
and  the  peace  that  dwelt  together  in  her  heart. 

The  hroad,  low  kitchen  ol"  tilt!  place  was  always  ruddily 
bright  from  the  big  fire  of  wood  that  burned  on  an  old- 
fashioned  hearth,  built  long,  they  said,  ere  stoves  were 
kQOwn     It  bad  a  pleasaat  odor  always  in  it,  from  the 
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many  faorbs  that  hung  from  the  ceiling-  beams;  knots  of 
dried  thyini;,  and  marjorj,  and  sage,  nnd  rwo.  The  reil- 
dened  lijfht  of  the  stormy  winter  days  p[ayed  cheerily 
U[)un  the  brass  and  pewter  that,  sbiniu^  like  g^old  and 
Rilver,  filled  Llie  black  oak  .shelvesj. 

All  dity  l(ing  the  Utile  birds  would  crowd  under  the 
{-aseoienUforftjod  t.hfltMadt;lon  thrtiw^tb^^iu;  and  tbo  droit- 
viaaged  ducks,  and  the  neat  coquettish  hens,  when  wet 
or  cold,  wouM  come  through  the  door  she  opouud  fur 
t!i«m, — the  fornier  with  eolemo  uiarchaud  shrewd  allsee- 
ing  eyes  ;  the  latter  with  coy,  dainty  steps  &iid  shy  side- 
long glauccB, — and  fe^o  straig:litway  to  the  bearth,  and 
there  sit  and  dry  tbcir  plumage  and  dress  themselves,  and 
turn  their  huadg  over  their  shoulders  to  survey  themselves, 
preeis«ly  as  I  have  seen  great  ladies  do  before  their  mir- 
rors. Wbenduskcloacid  in,  aud  the  fowls  were  ail  at  roost, 
and  the  oil  lamp  iighted,  Ross  and  I  would  lie  alone  wilhln 
the  waruith  of  the  h)^^a,  watehiuf*,  with  dreamy  pleasure, 
the  big  copper  kelilu  of  soup  ewingiiigin  the  chimney; 
while  old  Mere  Bria  dozed  in  the  corner,  and  Madelou, 
with  her  gruat  eyes  all  dilated  aud  eloquent,  listened  to 
Bome  Chant  du  Si.&cle  read  aloud  to  her  by  her  lover'a 
melodious  vihrtiting  voice. 

U  was  a  happy  winter  time  ;  and  in  it  I  almost  forgot 
my  two  pa.st  years  of  misery.  Not  quite  :  fur  a  dog 
never  wholly  far^'ets ;  atid,  having  his  spirit  once  broken, 
is  never  alt'>gether  the  same  dog  again.  Naturally  the 
eyes  of  creatures  of  our  race  are  fuller  of  glee,  mirth,  readi- 
ness, and  gladnci^a  than  the  eyes  of  any  otber  living 
things;  but  most  of  them  are  clouded  by  Badness,  by  ter- 
ror, and  by  the  constant  apprehension  which  your  brutal 
trainiiig  loaves  on  thein,  lonjj  before  they  Imve  even 
reached  their  priitio. 

It  waa  a  bard  wiater  so  far  as  cold  went,  The  great 
black  woods  were  ife-bound,  and  the  water  of  the  duck- 
pond  had  to  be  broken  every  luorniog  for  the  old  carp  to 
breathe.  Madelon  pat  over  the  doorway  a  litlie  oa^Bbeaf 
for  the  birds,  in  a  fHsbiun  she  hud  learned  of  isome  Ger- 
man artist  i  and  the  cagements  were  thick  with  dense, 
white,  glittering  frost  with  every  dawn  that  rose.  But 
the  ugh  so  chill  without,    life  went  within   gladly  aod 
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brightly.  The  first  renl  chill  of  the  year  seemed  to  fall 
when  it  was  no  longer  possible  for  Carlos  to  looker  defer 
his  ^isit  to  the  Saloa. 

HJB  pietiirea  had  been  accepted:  he  went  to  the  asBem- 
bliog  of  the  critics.  lie  waa  to  rest  there  the  night,  and 
was  to  return  on  the  morrow,  bringing  his  tldiEga  with 
hiru.  As  he  quitted  the  little  porch,  Madeloii  thrust  u 
coi'^ered  basket  into  his  hand. 

"  It  ia  the  carrier-dove  Fleurette,"  she  whispered  toi 
biufl,  while  her  voice  waa  fall  of  lave  not  spoken  in 
phrases.  "She  haa  often  come  between  this  and  Paris. 
If  all  be  well  with  you,  loose  her.  She  will  be  back  here 
in  two  hours." 

So  Fleurette  went  with  him  oa  his  pilgnmage.  Buss, 
and  I,  and  Madeloa  tarried  behind,  iu  the  old,  oaken, 
duaky  chamber,  It  was  a  drear,  dark  day,  with  Stful 
gusts  of  storm,  wind,  and  sudden  driviug  tlouds  of  rata, 
— a  day  full  of  melancholy  ariii  uf  foruboding;  a  day  that 
makes  dog-s  howl,  and  men  pea  satires,  and  women  tiit  all 
day  long  wearily  watching  the  sweeping  on  atid  off  uf  the 
black  mists.  Madelon  did  her  household  work  of  the  day 
none  the  leas  quic-kly  or  well;  but  epery  now  and  then 
she  started  as  a  blast  shook  the  honae;  and  when  her 
labor  waa  done,  sat  with  fevered  cheeks  by  the  casement, 
looking  out  with  wistful  eyes  for  the  clearanceof  the  skies 
thai  should  allow  the  dove's  soft,  slender  wiaga  to  beat 
tlieir  siife  way  home.  Her  whole  soul  was  iu  her  lover's 
fame,  even  though  she  kaew  fame  wag  har  crudest  rival. 

The  day  passed  very  wearily  to  us  alL 

There  came  back  no  Pleurette. 

Madelon  koptthe  shutters  down  an  hour  later  than  waa 
her  custom,  and  stood  gazLug  out  into  the  shadowy  bleak 
night  for  the  white  small  form  of  her  messenger  of  hope. 

"Close  the  window,  ma  Jills,^^  called  iier  old  niolhec 
from  the  chimnoy-corner.  "  It  ia  quite  dark,  and  there 
may  tome  beggars  around,  or  wuri^e, — drawn  by  tbc  lighj 
in  the  lattice." 

Madelon  obeyed  with  that  curiously  implicit  obedience 
which  characterizes  French  filial  duty,  and  came  and  sal 
down  by  bet  lamp,  and  begaa  to  sew,— mending  q  wora 
Bummer  blouse  of  Carlos  Merle's.     Her  mother  did  not 
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■ee  that  her  eyes  were  wet  with  tears. — but  I  saw^.  "J* 
reste:  tu  t'en  vaiel"  Such  is  eternally  tbe  requieoi  over 
all  women^s  loves;  when  the  woman  hag  loved  well. 

The  looj?  tiveoia^  went  slowly,  very  slowly.  The 
bubbling  of  the  copper  pot,  and  tbe  cracking  of  the  Are 
logs,  were  tbe  only  SQUiida  upon  its  atillneaa.  Kiiss  once 
rao7ed  towards  her,  and  laid  his  great  head  ou  her  knee, 
Had  ga^ed  into  lieF  face  with  great  ioviflg  eyts  of  sympa- 
thy and  revereat  pity.  MadeloQ  stooped  and  kias6d  hlui, 
aod  tears  fell  on  his  forehead. 

"  It  13  thus  that  it  must  be,  Rusa,"  she  murmured  over 
him. 

The  evening  and  the  night  passed  ;  the  morning  broke 
fairer,  though  still  cold.  About  noon  a  Httlc  flash  of 
white  giimiTiered  ia  the  steely  sky;  there  was  a  mur^ 
muring  Qoise ;  and,  beating  against  the  casement,  there 
fell  down  tJie  dove.  Madelou  caught  her  with  %  low 
cry. 

She  was  not  cold  nor  wet,  and  conld  not  have  been 
loosed  until  that  morning.  He  had  only  forgotten  to 
send  her  home. 

Beneath  her  left  wing  was  a  note.  As  Madelou  read 
it  she  grew  pale — paler  than  she  ever  had  been  through 
all  this  winter  time. 

"  What  doei3  he  say  ?"  cried  the  old  mother  from  her 
chimney-corner,  eager  to  learn  tbe  best  or  worst. 

Madelon  waited  a  moment  ere  she  replied.  When  sha 
did  so,  her  voice  was  calm. 

''Only  three  wofdd,  mfere.  'Success!  Return  to- 
morrow.' " 

"To-morrow  I"  cried  Mfere  Eria.  "He  Bald  tbia  lay — 
this  day,  beyond  a  doubt." 

"Yes.  But  how  likely  it  i3  that  he  has  met  with 
friends^  and — see,  mere^^he  has  success  at  last.  No 
wonder  be  stays  from  us  I" 

Then  she  left  the  chamber;  ctoaing  the  door  upon  her, 
and  carrying  with  her  the  tired,  thirsty^  ruffled  dove. 

CavloN  did  not  come  that  day,  nor  the  next,  nor  the 
nest. 

Madelon  said  nothing  :  not  a  word  :  save  at  such  times 
%»  Bhe  answered  to  her  mother's  petnl&nt  qnibbles,  that 
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it  was  naturni  and  £Uing  he  should  etay  ;  that  he  wu 
hia  owu  um^Lur  ;    aad  that  hu  uwed  them  nothing. 

But  ibe  time  ilrngged  drearily;  and  she  never  sent 
Fleurelte  back  to  the  city. 

With  Ihe  fourth  day  iudeed  he  came,  Bvveeptng  through 
the  sno\v,  with  his  ytiUow  locks  od  the  wiad,  aud  liia  fair 
fiu;iv  hot  witb  proud  paasiouiitc  glow.  IIo  ruuhed  Btraight 
to  wh^rf!  Mad^loD  stood^  haviii^^  L'it^ea  in  startled  niuEkze ; 
he  clasped  bur  hauds,  ho  kissed  her  dresa,  he  showered 
letters,  and  papers,  and  gold  upon  her  lap ;  at  last  be 
flung  himself  at  hux  feet^  and  letting  his  head  drop  down 
upon  her  tnees,  sobbed  like  a  womao. 

"I  have  the  desire  of  my  lifel"  he  cried  to  her.  "1 
have  the  d-isire  of  my  IJfe  ;  I  am  fawioual" 

It  aoemed,  as  I  g^athercd  awhile  afterwards^  that  tie  had 
in  truth  achieved  the  most  singular  succefia  of  the  winter 
exhibitioDB,  nud  redeemed,  almost  in  a  day,  the  painful 
aud  loug  decade  of  dimippointment  aud  of  failure.  The 
general  crowds  of  Parie  flocked  to  stand  before  the 
Faustine  :  but  sonio  half  score  of  perfect  judg^ea  offered 
hiDj  well-nigh  its  weight  in  gold  for  that  little  study  of 
the  womau  at  the  lattice. 

Fautitine  wat^  one  of  those  wonderful  and  instantaneous 
successes  which  sometimes  seizes  on  the  world  with  a 
force  quite  outside  criticism,  and  quite  beyoDd  attack. 

People  flotked  in  herds  to  see  it;  and  on  the  class  of 
which  it  was  the  representative  it  seemed,  thoy  said,  to 
exorciBe  the  strongcBt  and  moRt  irresistible  faseinatjuu. 

The  day  of  the  first  exhibition  had  been  a  day  of  un- 
shadowed triumph  for  Carlos.  His  name  had  leapt  to  all 
the  lips  of  Paris;  and  great  artifits,  long  ne^leti-ful  aud 
contemptuous  of  him,  had  turned  and  surveyed  him  with 
\t  L-uriuus  puz^U-d  look*  as  though  they  said,  "  Eh,  then, 
who  is  thid  that  has  been  nmonget  us,  aud  that  we  have 
denied  ?" 

They  denied  him  no  longer.  Tox  popnli  i&  very  sel- 
dom indeed  vox  Dei ;  but  occasionally  it  does  speak  with 
the  prescience,  the  spontaneity,  the  irresistible  verdict  of 
a  voice  divine.  It  spoke  thus  jn  his  election;  and  against 
fiqch  a  choice  his  rivals  hi^d  DO  power. 

The  Fauetiue  had  been  sold  ere  it  had  hung  two  houwl 
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sold  for  an  «aormou9  suni,  iib  many  eaid.  For  the  womau 
Bt  the  lattice  he  bad,  with  bq  artist's  and  a  lover's  improF-' 
idontt  iinwisti  gpirit  of  fanciful  attachmeDt,  refused  all  the 
offers  made  to  him. 

"Are  you  mud?"  painters  had  whispered  biin.  "Fous- 
tiQe  m  a  year  will  be  worth  to  you  millions  of  franea, 
and  that  little  pauet  wiH  never  ag-aia  fetch  so  much  as 
they  tender  you  for  it  now."  But  Carloa  had  sbakea  his 
bead,  and  been  firm.  '^  Shall  a  man  sell  his  aoul  ?''  be  had 
^aid  ia  hia  heart.  So  the  Fuustiae  irnng:  there^  sold  at 
her  birtb,  as  befitted  the  likeness  of  a  courtesnTi^  but  for 
tbe  womaa  in  the  moonlight  there  was  do  gold  chaffered. 

AdiI  he  came  back  to  us,  wild  and  drunk  with  the  wine 
of  hia  fame  ;  be  wept,  he  laughed,  he  threw  himself  like 
a  child  before  the  crucifix;  he  scattered  grain  'm  hug-e 
golden  showers  to  the  birds  upon  the  saow;  he  waltzed, 
he  Gan^,  he  was  like  one  posBcssed ;  and  all  this  was 
beautiful  in  him,  because  his  own  youth  had  so  much 
Iwautyj  and  all  bis  ecstasies  had  so  much  truth.  Then 
he  grew  very  qtiiet,  and  came  and  stretched  himself  upon 
the  hearth,  and  lay  there  with  his  head  leaning  upon 
Madelon's  knee. 

"  I  shall  b«3  great,"  be  murmured  passionately  to  her. 
"Already — ^in  a  day — niy  name  is  famous,  and  men  say 
of  my  work  that  it  has  in  it  the  germ  of  the  eternal. 
And  what  should  I  have  been  without  you  ? — you,  to 
whom  riches,  and  fame,  and  lionors,  and  life,  all  are  duo  1" 

H.Qr  face  was  Id  shaxlow,  and  he  was  uot  looking  up  to 
it,  but  into  the  burnioj^  eiobers  of  the  wood ;  or  ho  would 
have  *:it:on  a  gmile  upork  it  that  only  the  martyrs  wear. 

'*  Be  jj^reat  \  be  greatest,"  she  whispered  to  him.  *'  So 
shall  I  be  content." 

And  yet  t  think  she  kaewso  well  that,  saying  this,  she 
also  said — ''Go  from  me,  and  never  more  retura." 

Divisioa  already  had  commenced:  passion  and  ambi- 
tion will  scarce  ovor  live  tog^etber.  They  are  as  two 
fierce  parasites  which  will  not  share  that  which  they  cling' 
to  and  corrode,  but  must  hare  all  or  nothing.  Here  and 
there,  indeed,  they  may  grow  side  by  side  together  j 
when  they  do,  the  world  has  do  strength  to  stand  a^inst 
that  furious  fusion  of  arrange  forces, 
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The  firgt  note  of  fame  to  btm  brought  tlio  flrat  Qoto  of 
pain  to  her.  Ho  needed  now  to  be  perpcitually  passing  to 
Paris,  It  3eem3  that  iamo  is  such  an  i^nia  fatuuai  that  a 
man,  iF  he  once  lose  bia  personal  watch  over  it^  fears  te 
fleo  it  eiink  into  the  marshes  of  obllvioa. 

It  wa3  natural  that  ]ic  rejoiced  ia  his  fresh-won  enc- 
cees;  that  the  new  voices  of  praise  were  very  sweet  upon 
bis  loDg--tbir3ting  ear;  that  the  new  life  which  bad  opened 
for  him  nHured  hira  with  an  enchantment  he  scarcely 
souf.'-ht  to  resist. 

It  was  neceasary,  moreover,  for  his  name's  salie,  or  ho 
thought  it  was,  that  he  should  have  a  studio  ia  the  heart 
of  the  artislrWorM,  now  that  this  world  was  busied  with 
his  works.  All  Made[on  said  wua simply,  ••  What  ia  best 
for  thee,  ia  for  me  happiest." 

The  old  mother  grumbled  at  the  thoag-ht  of  his  con- 
eideriugsome  other  abufle  so  needful  for  him  just  because 
he  bad  won  his  way  a  Jiltlo  <m  to  the  toni^ues  of  men. 

But  be  plea<.led  his  excuse  vvit,h  his  graceful  kindly  lilial 
fashion. 

"  Nay,  rofere,  it  ia  not  a,  homo  that  I  seek ;  my  home  ia 
hero,"  he  answered  her.  'I  do  hut  ^o  to  Paris  as  to  an 
armory-shop,  wbere  I  may  be  nig^h  at  hand  for  the  ballJe ; 
to  circumvent  my  foes,  and  to  secure  my  victories." 

And  Madelon  ur;;ed  big  cau^e  also.  "  It  is  best  indeed, 
iflfere.  All  paiuters  must  have  a  working-place  in  Paris. 
The  world  is  never  so  fond  of  g^eoius  that  it  wiU  ever  run 
far  into  strange  corners  and  village  hearths  to  seek  it.  It 
ia  best  out  in  the  mart,  with  the  rest  of  men's  merchnn- 
diae." 

"Tou  do  not  want  to  be  happy,MadeloaI"  retorted  the 
old  Woman  sharply. 

Madelon  smiled;  that  same  sweet  dreamy  smile  that 
had  Such  an  utifatliumable  meauiog'  in  it.  "  Nay,  nj6i"e," 
she  answered,  "let  hitti  be  so  first," 

This  seemed  the  ethics  of  her  love. 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  when  the  turn  of  the  year 
came,  aad  the  first  sig:na  of  llfo  were  atirriog  under  the 
bark  of  the  trees,  aud  tha  ice  of  the  pools,  and  the  dark 
fioddeti  moubl  of  the  gardens,  Carlos  Merle  had  a  studio 
of  his  own  ia  the  heart  of  tho  art-world  of  Paris,  and 
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Btaycd  there  all  ths  week,  and  qdI j  came  to  tbe  Silver 
Stag  at  the  close  of  each  sixth  day. 

It  was  ineritable,  1  suppose  ;  ihey  said  so.  Paria  had 
a  place  for  biai  now,  aud  he  went  to  QU  it:  llic  voices 
were  g^lad  about  him,  they  were  pkasant  on  his  ear.  The 
world  spoke  bis  name  \  he  liked  to  bear  it  souDiling'. 
Men  pointed  him  out  when  he  passed;  he  was  proud  of 
that  Bnger-homage.  Crowds  stood  all  day  lon^  about 
his  pictures  ;  he  was  pleased  to  stand  near  also,  and  see 
that  worship  of  the  multitude  wbieh  worships  tbn  artist 
as  it  warships  tbe  god — blindly  and  yet  unerringly.  It 
was  nauralj  I  suppose,  that  Paris  should  draw  him  thus, 
daily  and  daily^  more  and  more  towards  it.  It  waa 
natural,  doubtless ; — but  at  the  SiWcr  Stag  the  spring 
was  dreary. 

Tbe  sweet  scent  of  the  russet  fallow  turned  upwards 
under  tbe  plow,  the  bees  beuan  to  boom  about  in  tbe  palo 
suubhine,  the  ducks  found  shoots  of  cress  under  the  chill 
water,  the  swallows  came  from  Africa,  and  as  they  twit- 
tered underneath  tbe  caves,  told  to  the  home-ataying' 
doves  a  thousand  stories  of  tbe  old  Libyan  world.  It 
was  earliest  spring  with  alt  things,  but  it  seemed  to  us 
rather  like  the  setting  than  the  resurrection  of  the  year, 

Yet  Carlos  came  with  every  seventh  day, — came  with 
burniug  eyes,  and  ea^er  words,  and  proud,  glad  laughter, 
and  spoke  iucessantly  of  the  great  life  that  bad  opened  to 
him  with  his  victory  The  world  wag  transfigured  to 
him.  He  was  no  longer  poor^  or  neglected^  or  alone. 
He  had  present  ease  and  future  wealth  secured.  Men 
sought  him;  houses  opened  to  him;  frJenda  came  around 
h[in  ;  he  was  knowa  ;  and  in  that  one  word  there  lies  for 
g:eQius  all  the  wjdih  that  yawns  botweea  heaven  and  hell, 
The  very  suddenue^s  of  it  made  it  tbe  sweeter;  and  he 
went  to  the  phantasmagoria  of  the  world  with  all  the 
eagerness,  and  almost  all  the  ignorance,  of  a  child. 

Vice  bad  had  scant  temptation  for  him  earlier,  because 
clothed  iu  rags  rather  than  in  robes.  But  now  pleasure, 
iof  ihc  first  time,  smiled  on  bim  from  the  sweet,  gay  eyes 
ol'  dainty,  velvet-Ibotcd,  silvery-voiced  women.  Their 
allurements  were  not  easily  forgotten  when  he  returned 
to  the  q.uiet,  homely  innocence  of   his  little  woodland 
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shelter.  Not  that  he  loved  it  leas,  or  lesa  loired  Miidelott; 
but  he  Beemed  like  the  earrier-hirdg.,  which,  though  thoif 
are  never  e&sy  until  tbey  have  reached  their  boniBf  yet, 
resting  but  a  moment  there,  desire  to  fly  forth  ag'ain. 

He  poured  out  on  her  the  same  passiouate  jj^ralilude. 
lie  still  beheld  in  her  the  force  whereby  he  had  been 
lifted  up  to  greatness.  He  eame  to  her  for  all  his  hig-heat 
inspirations.  Ho  brought  to  her,  as  of  yore,  all  bis 
thoughts,  and  his  hopes,  and  hi9  dreams,  He  beheld  ia 
her  the  most  p9rfect  of  created  women,  whose  shoe-latchet 
he  was  not  worthy  to  unloose.  But  Btill, — with  the  euu- 
riae  of  every  lirst  day  of  the  week  ho  went,  as  aa  arrow 
from  the  bow;  and  tlioug'h  his  eyea  oftentimes  looked 
back,  hia  swift  feet  never  tarried  once. 

On  eome  of  these  seasons  of  departure  he  would  take 
me  with  bim  ;  havinjf  grown  to  like  me,  in  a  fashion, 
though  not  deeply — take  rae  into  the  great,  white,  gleam* 
ing"  city,  that  seemed  all  color,  and  tinsel,  and  marble, 
and  foliagoj  and  into  hia  little  atelier,  where  already  the 
world  was  flocking,  because  he  had  painted  a  courtesan 
in  such  sort  that  all  of  her  kind  recognised  their  owa 
likeness. 

The  atelier  was  somewhat  hi^h  in  air,  in  a  famous  part 
of  the  artist-town.  He  had  taken  it  from  a  rii-h  young 
amateur,  and  it  was  full  of  Eastern  sLuff^;,  ciiiioua  woods, 
cabinets,  cuehions,  and  all  manner  of  quaint,  glittering 
rubbish,  brought  from  Asian  baznara.  Its  window  looted 
on  a  pile  of  i&inu  roof,  aud  its  spiral  stairease  waa  dark 
and  narrow,  SDd  its  north  \\^\\t  was  obscured.  If  I  had 
been  an  artist,  I  think  I  should  never  hav^e  painted  ao 
well  in  this  small,  Iuxuriou3,  gaudy  chamber,  with  ita 
8tuSs,  and  metals,  and  Hkins,  as  in  that  broad,  low, 
woodea  room,  all  open  to  the  light,  and  swept  by  tha 
free  heavens  of  winds,  aod  scented  by  the  odors  of  the 
woods  and  fields  without.  Indeed,  I  know  not  why  it 
was,  but  I  felt  a  curious  fancy  that  in  this  Parisian 
Btudio  Carlos  would  never  paint  again  as  he  had  painted 
when  the  Faustiue  rose  to  life. 

This  little,  dui'^ky,  bedizened,  crowded,  gilded  chamfwr, 
with  its  pieces  oi"  art  and  its  fabrics  of  India,  might  be  a 
paradise  to  him,  because  to  bim  it  represented  re&urreo- 
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Lion  from  a  death  in  life,  aud  was  as  a.  temple  or  victory 
But  to  me  it  was  outy  a  den,  pualille-sceuted,  charcoal- 
heated,  Btifliog  with  artificial  avouia,  and  bounded  by  four 
Harrow  close  walls,  all  bung  wiLb  fiiataatic  ^old  Japanea? 
flhapes,  on  a  ground  of  black,  tUat  made  me  shudder  when- 
ever I  looked  at  them. 

It  was  not  dull,  for  there  were  throng's  all  day  loug, 
coming'  in  and  going  out;  mcQ  and  women  also,  who 
came  because  the  Faustme  was  the  fashion.  Beside,  that 
eiflgtilar  beauty  which  he  possessed  waa  fair  in  the  sight 
of  tbe  sated  dames  of  the  capital^  as  ia  the  thoug;htful, 
wistful  eyes  of  Madelon.  Jt  waa  a  beauty  untamed  and 
jet  soft,  virile  and  yet  appealitag,  that  had  a  sorcery  for 
women ;  and  era  long  the  great  ladies  of  Paris  vied  to 
seat  this  auperh  youn^  painter  at  their  board  and  wel- 
come him  wkhin  their  presence-chambevs.  "Je  suis 
pauvre,"  be  would  object  to  their  flatLeriog  overtures, 
with  Ilia  gracioua  half-proud  diffidence.  "Que^stceque 
c'es(  cff?'*  they  would  aoswer. 

So,  thoug'h  he  waited  withiu  all  the  day,  I  waa  always 
left  alone  at  twilight,  and  the  key  was  turned  iu  the  studio 
door,  and  rarely  ever  again  unturned  until  the  first  streak 
of  dawn.  He  painted  scarcely  at  all.  How  eould  be? 
He  bad  done  so  aiucb  in  the  summer  and, early  autumn, 
because  be  bad  gone  to  bed  almost  with  the  kine,  and  riaeu 
always  with  the  lark.  But  now  that  his  days  and  eveuiags 
were  all  spent  either  in  the  gay,  wild,  laughing  company 
of  wits,  and  rhymesters,  and  playwrights,  and  artists,  or 
in  the  dazzling  brilliancies  of  the  great  world  of  society. 

Bo  not  think  that  Carlos  t!peiit  all  his  gains  upon  bim- 
eeSf.  Oh  no!  He  spent  them  roj'ally;  and  every  manner 
of  good  thing  and  gracious  gift  found  the  way  to  Mfere 
Bris  or  to  Madelon,  He  had  received  as  many  orders  as 
he  would  have  been  able  to  eiecnte,  working  at  the  hard- 
est, in  the  coming  two  years;  and  no  thought  that  aa 
hour's  illness,  a  elreet  accident,  a  horse's  kick,  might  turn 
big  E!  Dorado  afresh  into  a  desert,  ever  weighed  on  the 
sunny  sanguine  glow  of  bis  fervid  temperament.  He 
intended  to  labor  aseiduously,  he  said — when — when  all 
this  novelty  ehould  have  worn  off — when  he  should  have, 
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la  a  measufe,  received  his  recompenae  for  his  ten  yeara 
of  weariDGBs  and  pain. 

So  that  when  wilh  every  sixth  day  he  went  to  the 
Silver  Stag-,  nnd  llie  old  inotlier  would  ask  petalaQtlv  of 
him  what  the  week's  work  had  beheld  done,  be  would 
murmur  humedl  v  a  thousand  picturesque  words,  sketch- 
ing ft  thoufiand  pieturosquo  scenes.  It  was  tbe  spring;  it 
WAR  ju3t  April ;  it  was  the  height  of  the  world's  follicfi. 
All  thing's  seemed  so  fair  and  new;  people  were  kind; 
and  the  days  fled  so  fast;  and  frieiidshipa  such  as  11k>i5«* 
he  made  were  fame  and  fortune  likewise.  And  Madeleu, 
who  never  asked  him  questions  aueh  as  these,  would  call 
Boftly  across  to  her  mother  from  whence  she  sat  at  work 
by  tbe  casement,  "Carlos  is  rights  mere.  It  is  such  people 
EL.=?  these  that  are  fitting  for  him  ;  their  v^oices  are  fame." 

But  I  think  she  onlysaid  it  to  disarm  the  sharpness  of 
the  old  woman's  iffitablo  tougue;  fur  I  think  that  Made- 
loo  knew  that  the  greatness  of  tbe  artiat  cannot  conae 
from  witbont,  that  g^jnius  is  a  cuj'lew  best  rocked  on  the 
tossing  crest  of  a  roughened  sea ;  and  that  fur  him  by 
whom  a  thirsty  ear  is  lent  to  the  wurld^jj  homage,  the 
tocsin  of  feebleuess  if  not  of"  failure  has  alreudy  sounded. 

The  gladuesa  of  the  man  is  cotnt;  when  the  erowds  liep 
his  uame,  and  .tbe  gold  fillti  hia  hand,  and  tbe  women's 
hoDCjed  adulations  buzz  like  goiduti  bees  about  hia  putit ; 
bub  bow  often  ia  the  greatness  of  the  artiat  gone,  and 
gone  forev^er  I 

Because  when  the  world  denies  you  it  is  easy  to  deny 
the  world;  because  when  the  bread  ia  bitter  it  ia  easy 
not  to  linger  at  the  meal ;  because  when  the  oil  is  low  it 
is  easy  to  rise  with  dawn ;  because  when  the  body  ia 
without  surfeit  or  temptation  it  is  easy  to  rise  above 
earth  on  the  wings  of  the  spirit.  Poverty  is  very  terrible 
to  you,  and  kills  your  soul  in  you  sometimes;  hut  it  is 
like  tbe  north  wind  that  lasbes  men  into  viking:s,  it  is  not 
the  Boft,  luscious,  south  wind  that  lulls  them  to  lotos 
dreams. 

In  the  north  wind  Carlos  Metle  had  6tag;g;ered  to  his 
feet,  and  been  proud,  and  been  strong-,  and  had  conquered  j 
in  the  south  he  waa  ready  to  aay, — ^'  It  is  sweet ;  leavfl 
Die  alone  i  I  have  lived  I'^ 
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''It  is  as  you  said,"  I  lamented  to  Kass. 

"Of  course,"  he  mtide  answer.  "Where  two  people  love 
it  is  al ways  tbe  deep  heart  tUat  breaks  itself  for  the  shallow 
one.  Oh — I  do  not  eay  his  13  shallow  really,  but  it  is  for 
this  passion.  Do  you  not  know  that  a  mati's  pasaiotia 
are  just  like  tho  channelsof  water-courses?— some  aeasona 
they  are  narrow  aa  runlets,  others  they  are  aa  broad  as 
rivers,  aometinies  a  child  can  straddle  athwart  them,  and 
plumb  them  with  his  little  forerm^^er,  and  at  others  a  mau 
*hall  not  cross  them  with  safety  to  hia  own  life.  It  juat 
depends  on  how  tho  storm  has  come  down." 

Which  was  no  doubt  true;  and  the  storm-drum  never 
yet  has  beaten  that  has  warned  men  of  a  fatal  passion. 

So  tbe  spring-time  came,  and  went,  sadly  at  tho  Silver 
Stag  ;  though  there  was  no  lack  of  guests,  aud  of  passers' 
by  ftll  through  that  lopely  cowslip  time.  There  were 
always  artists,  of  some  statiding  or  another,  staying  there, 
from  tho  gray-headed  masters  to  the  lauijliter-loving 
students,  and  one  and  all  these  talked  of  Carlos  Merle. 

By  Madelon's  desire  no  one  knew  augiit  of  the  relation- 
fibip  between  them,  and  so  tb'iy  spoke  of  hiiii  fully  aad 
frankly  as  of  a  familiar  mutual  theme  of  interefit.  It  was 
only  whea  they  tyuehed.  as  Hhe  thou^'ht,  too  closely  on 
the  personal  matters  of  his  lifo  that  she  woald  check  their 
convcFHCj  aat.houji;h,  in  the  pur(^  undivided  loyallyof  her 
sonl,  she  feared  to  aeem  to  do  him  the  dishouor  to  glean 
by  hearsay  what  he  withheld  from  conlideuee.  But  old 
Manoa  Bris,  less  scrupulous  and  more  inquisitive,  asked 
all  she  could  of  his  life  in  the  city  fi'otu  the  meu  wbo 
came  beneath  her  roof,  and  caught  many  glimpses  in  it  of 
exiravaganee,  and  hGedlessness,  and  pleasure,  that  worn 
the  look  of  evil  to  her  sturdy  peasant'^  miaiL 

"  Ciirloa  lives  aa  a  prince  in  Paris,"  she  muttered  to  her 
.aughter. 

"  Oh  no,  mere,"  Madelon  answered  her  in  deprecation. 

He  li^es  os  every  artist  that  is  &t  all  known  mast  do. 
Do  not  bolieve  that  boy  LooJoo's  chatter  ;  he  is  a  little 
Bcaramotiche,  who  thinks  it  a  feast  to  get  a  full  meal  of 
roast  chestnuts,  his  people  have  always  been  so  poor,  and 
be  ia  Bucb  a  child;  be  caa  lie  do  jud^e  of  how  a  mitn 
Bhould  live." 
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"  C:irlo3  was  as  poor  two  montLs  ago  I" 

'■*  Not  t|uitej  mfere,  and  beside,  if  he  were^  he  has  earned 
a  lar^e  waj^e,  and  a  juat^  eince  then  ;  he  may  surely  hare 
Bome  pleasure  from  the  pi'ico  of  his  own  labors." 

"  He  will  never  marry  you,  Madelon,"  muUeTed  the  old 
womail,  in  discontent  and  doubt. 

"  He  would  marry  nie  now,  mfere,  if  I  would  haveitso," 
Madelon  answered  her  gently. 

And  ibis  was  true,  for  every  time  that  Carlos  came 
back  tliither  he  rsuewed  with  aloioat  feverish  entreaty 
his  offers  of  an  immecJiale  union.  But  jierbapa  Madelo^n 
detected  tbe  accent  of  honor  only,  and  not  of  paasion  in 
hia  words ;  or  perhaps  she  felt  that  be  sou'^bt  to  bind  bis 
will  by  law,  because  he  felt  it  unstable  in  inclination ;  at 
any  rate  she  answered  to  bim  always,  "  Not  yet." 

It  was  not  from  any  fear  for  beraelf  I  am  aurc.  Made- 
Ion  WHS  not  the  kind  of  woman  tbat  f^&ra  ;  I  ihiiik  it  was 
rather  that  she  feared  for  him,  and  that  aUe  desired  to 
leave  this  beautiful  fuloro,  which  was  now  unclostng  to 
him,  altogx^ther  free  aud  entirely  without  claim,  or  Ilea 
on  it 

"Servitude  ts  well  for  women,"  she  would  stiy  to  him; 
"  tbey  are  hardly  huppy  free ;  but  with  men  it  is  olher^ 
wiae  : — liberty  is  the  very  marrow  of  their  boues." 

And  she  would  not  wed  with  him  earlier  than  thatlatw 
autamn-time  which  her  mother  had  ori}i;inally  Bsed.  Yet 
thoug-h  she  was  so  resolute,  her  cheeks  grew  thinner,  and 
her  eyea  larger  and  brighter  every  day  ;  und  I  Ibink  that 
if  she  had  ouce  beard  the  pleading-  of  actual  love  quiver 
iQ  bis  voice,  she  would  have  put  her  hand  in  his  aud 
never  have  withdrawn  H  till  the  priest^s  benedictioa  had 
mado  it  hia  own. 

May-be  those  women  are  happiest  who  easily  deceive 
themselves.  Madeinn  was  not  of  them.  The  essential 
truthfuInefsS  in  faer  made  bcr,  no  doubt,  apecially  keen  to 
feel  any  grain  of  truth  that  was  lacking  m  others.  "He 
does  not  really  love  mc,"  she  bad  told  hersejf  the  very 
night  on  which  she  first  heard  of  his  love*,  and  the  low- 
liness of  her  self-esteem  made  it  appear  to  her  impossible 
that  he  ever  should  do  so. 

The  full  deep  dpriug  came  \  the  great  plumes  of  tb6 
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in*ea  nodding  evfifjwliere,  aud  the  ^rasaes  alt  yellow  wiUi 
cowslip  belle.  The  days  be!>-an  to  jtTow  Idhj^^,  auii  be  sul- 
try at  nfiou.  The  mavises  and  Itniiela  sauf^  all  the  li^rht 
hours*  t,hrou£rh,  scarcu  atili  even  ut  the  aootitlde.  liut 
over  tbe  place  a  certain  sadness  fell  —  in  tbe  deserted 
paintiug-room  tb*^  shadows  lay  unbroken  by  tiny  passinj,^ 
fnot ;  tu  tlio  well  in  theorcliard  Madt^lon  went  alone  ;  nui- 
ever  nnw  woulil  slio  wait  to  bind  n  onil  of  ivy  ruiind  ibo 
haniilB  uf  l.ho  pail,  or  j^ather  the  \n^  white  marfrueritea 
that  grew  there,  tti  make  of  their  [K'laU  a  nun-dial  lor  Iu7e. 
Iq  the  few  times  that  brougbt  tlillher  a  laui,'hin^  yroup 
of  sLiidenls  and  of  girls,  ahe  served  tlicm  silcnllr  with 
wiue  and  milk,  bonej  ond  incat^  colfee  and  cake,  a.ndtlieji 
withdrew  tieraelf,  as  far  as  mii^ht  ho  possible,  from  out 
the  heai'inj^  uf  the  mirthful  cadcniica  of  laughter  ^  and  Iq 
the  evenings,  when  ihe  day  was  done  and  the  little  lateh 
luy  quiet  in  the  gate,  t^he  would  tsike  her  work  aud  git 
heaide  tho  open  lattice,  lookini,''  ever  and  again  at  tne 
calm  gray  sky  bt^yond,  as  in  iht*  j)It:Lufe  he  had  drawn. 

But  the  louk  thiit  w;i,^  iu  hci"  eyes  no  longer  ?.cemedl 
the  same.  The  hush  of  iiiaideiihnod  way  gone,  the  rap- 
ture uf  maiTiaj^^e  and  maternity  had  not  come;  there  waa 
only  the  vag'ue,  passionate,  dumi)  anj0:uish  of  the  woman- 
hood, whi(.-h,  in  the  same  hour  that  it  learna  passion, 
learns  lifccjwise  abandonment. 

Now,  amongyt  those  youtha  who  cftnie  and  went  in  the 
ffolden  April  days,  auionyst  the  lilaca  of  the  Silver  Stap, 
young^  painters  of  tarde&s  tongue  and  mirthful  mischief, 
— there  wci'o  many  who  spoke  of  the  doings  of  Carlos  iu 
Paris,  and  tani^led  many  names  with  his,  as  younf^  mea 
will.  But  chiefly  they  quoted  one,  a  name  of  melody  and 
uieuning-j^Cieupitrti. 

MadeloQ  '^]^q^  paler  whenever  the  name  was  meu- 
tloncd;  but  she  never  asked  whom  it  might  mean.  Per- 
faapa  bIjc  knew. 

"You  are  paintiuff  the  portrait  of  Clenpatre?"  she  said 
raightjy  to  him  whea  he  next  came.     He  started  and 

oked  at  her, 

*'  Who  told  yon  so  ?" — -It  was  the  first  thing  that  ha 
of  his  own  accord  related  to  her. 
itudeuta  aaj  so/*  she  answered.    *'It  is  tru?f" 
32* 
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"  Yes  J  it  ia  irue  for  that  mutter." 
Ht^r  voEce  sa.uk  veiy  low.     "  She  is  a  bad  womftDj 
Carlos?" 

"  A  vile  woman " 


"  Why  have  yoa  aught  to  do  wUb  her,  then  ?" 

^' To  do! — she  is  a  perrecLly  beautiful  woman;  she 
Btiught  a  portrait  of  tue.  She  is  an  empress  ia  her  way. 
Was  it  worth  while  to  rflfiise  ?" 

He  epoko  hurriedly,  bciidiu|f  to  and  fro  a  hough  of 
bloBsoniini^  lilac, 

"  I  Ihouj^ht  you  would  never  paint  portraits  7" 

"NtJ,  nor  do  I, — but  this  woman  is  like  no  one  elsa 
She  is  a  woman  that  comes  once  in  five  centuries  I" 

"  She  is  so  beautiful  ? — I  understand." 

"No,  you  cannot  umlorstand/'  he  muttered,  "  Made- 
Iniit  Madelon,  I  swear  to  you  that  I  iitver  hated  the 
Faustine  of  my  fancy  moro  than  I  hale  ihia  helJ-born 
Oleoputrol" 

She  looked  at  him  earnestly;  and  a  shudder  rau 
.throui^h  her. 

"  You  defied  Faustioe  I"  she  murmured  with  a  shiver. 
"  Oh,  my  Jove,  ray  love,  my  lort-,— beware  1" 

It  was  one  of  the  few  momentg  iu  which  the  great: 
affection  in  her  broke  up  into  yeiiruiri;*^  atid  passionate 
Hpt'ech. 

Carlos  stooped  and  kissed  Lc'r;  but  hia  face  waa 
flushed,  and  his  caressing-  answer  was  incoherent  in  ita 
breathless  and  vague  promise. 

And  with  the  dawn  of  the  mondng  he  went  back  to 
Paris. 

During  the  Week,  which  was  now  May,  there  came 
many  parties  of  students  to  the  gardens  of  the  Silvef 
Stag;  and  they  often  spoke  this  one  name—Cleupatre. 
So  they  had  christened  a  strange  woman,  come  with  the 
previous  summer  season  to  Paris.  They  spoke  of  her 
great  torch-lipht  fete,  of  her  carrioge  with  silver  wheels, 
of  her  great  sapphire  hollowed  for  a  sweetmeat-bos:,  of 
her  domino  powdered  with  fireflies  in  gold,  of  her  enor- 
mous stakes  won  at  game&  of  dice,  of  her  tiny  bouse, 
(hat  though  so  small  was  as  perfect  as  a  palace,  and 


filled   with   all    fabulous    worth.     And   they 
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with   gaj  laughter,   tliat   her  last  caprice  was    Carloa 
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"Your  old  friend  will  fare  ill,  Madcloa,"  Ihny 
to  her,  nut  meaning  cruelly,  becnusL!  tlicy  knew  not  ivliere 
they  wounded.  "  He  goes  every  day  to  paint  the  portrait 
of  Cleopatre — oh-he  I — and  no  man  can  look  long"  upon  her 
ond  live  I  They  say  that  stein^j  Low  he  had  painted  the 
FsiHPliiie,  she  was  uiinded  to  have  bcr  venj^-'Gaiice." 

Mndelon  never  uiade  answer;  exce]>t  once,  when  she 
Bflid,  ftravely,  tlmt  to  &peak  at  all  of  such  as  Ci^opatt'e  to 
honest  women  was  not  well.  Which  silenced  ihe  reck- 
less youihs ;  and  made  them  mutn  on  the  subject,  for  they 
held  her  in  reverence  and  love. 

Asi  for  mc,  where  he  left  nie  in  the  quiet  eountiy  place, 
I  uondered  ceasele&s^Iy  what  she  eou!d  be,  thif^  sit'juige 
and  timrveltius  ereature,  whom  t!iey  hud  chrirttenfd  thus; 
they  hftd  depicted  her  in  their  words  till  I  seemed  to  he- 
hold  her,  with  her  fulHiddcd  lustrous  eyes,  that  had  Fuch 
magnetism  in  them;  with  hor  curling  HpH.  that  eo  seldom 
spoke,  yet  breathed  a  sorcery  over  men;  and  with  her 
chain  of  tawny  topaz,  that  Beemed  like  a  yellow  smike 
about  her  throut. 

Any  way, — I  felt  that  she  wns  evil. 

Ah  tho  B^aHou  jltI'i-w,  and  the  summer  came,  the  men 
who  BiJcot  their  leisure  at  tho  aidicr^o  ceased  to  speak 
of  Carlorf  Mei'le  whiMi  Madolon  or  her  mollier  were  hj. 
When  ibciy  were  alone  1  heard  ihem  talk  of  him,  of  how 
his  head  wils  turned  i}y  ihe  delirium  uf  success,  of  how 
lie  was  like  one  drunk  with  iiis  triumphs;  of  how  he 
flung  Ilia  gold  hrotidcast,  yo  that  he  must  soon  be  more 
utterly  than  ever  a  beggar;  of  how  he  was  devoured 
body  and  snel  by  one  passion,  and  of  how  his  genius 
Was  eonsundng  as  a  reed  in  a  flame, 

'*  It  is  Cleo|fatre.''  they  said.  ''  She  kills  them  all  ao. 
Yiiu  reniemljer  the  Pj-ince  de  Ferras? — fumed  in  one 
winler,  and  run  through  the  heart  for  her  hy  a  Russian, 
when  she  had  pilla^r^d  him  to  her  will  Recall  too  how 
it  was  wllh  liernaldts,  when  he  had  walcered  up  all 
Europe  with  that  Yenus  of  his;  how  she  set  herself  to 
steal  the  newe  frmii  his  arm,  and  iha  cunning  from  b\9 
hftnd,  and  the  lire  from  bis  braiD^  till  he  aever  rotiuded  a 
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]iiifi  of  marble  more,  but  died  ravLog  ma4  in  Bicetre  ?  It 
will  bo  ihu  same  bare." 

"  It  ia  CIeopiItTe,"am>theredioei3  one  daj  ;  bd  uld  wisfl 
nian,  prowu  gray  iit  ibe  service  of  Art,  '*Tbere  are 
womeu  wtio  abliul'  j^euiui* ;  wonisii  tu  whom  it  is  iiorrible 
tiiat  a  man  eliuuld  live  who  can  be  sufficieut  for  himself; 
women  who  set  thumaelvt^s  to  tempt,  and  corru[it,  and 
do^tmy  it,  hs  the  devils  of  the  itegeiids  eet  themselves  to 
kill  iimoccmce.  Jt  offends  them,  iiisuits  Iheuj,  escapes 
them,  outrafi'tjs  them,  bccauso  it  de litis  them; — and  they 
Bet  themKoIvee  to  have  their  veupeatiee  ou  it ;  and  to  drag" 
it  (iowu  into  the  dust,  where  thi^y  can  epit  uu  it.  There 
are  women  whose  whole  life  is  a  war  aguinst  all  that  liftfl 
men  out  of  hell  \  tliey  are  scorpioas  who  spit  death  upon 
fivery  holy  thing.'' 

Did  Miiilelun  hoar  as  wtd]  as  I  heard? 

Sonit'tinies  I  feared  she  did,  for  her  face  grew  utterly 
wertry^  aud  she  uevur  K>nve  now  ever  lilied  a  Bong  as  she 
worked.     What  couUl  she  Jo? 

Ah,  nolhinjL;'! — on]y  wait,  ami  wait,  and  wait  with  that 
eubliniu  [latienee  which  is  the  heromm  ufsucli  womeu. 

The  tljrubbiu^  summer  euuje  ;  all  ht^at,  aud  color,  aud 
Btorm,  and  wouijrous  li^rbL  There  seemed  lire  io  all  the 
acai'ltit  ruHta  liuii  all  the  cleciU'ie  akiKg,  ami  all  the  hot 
hard  days,  in  wliiuU  the  vyry  bees  seemed  drunk,  and  tlie 
very  ealtle  tlru^rged.  Everything  waa  silent,  and  gaap- 
ing-,  and  white  wiih  furnace  heat,  all  thing's  languished, 
Btupotied  yet  Imfuin^',  us  a  man  may  lie  in  the  lieight  of 
a  mortal  Jever 

In  tht;  sultry  height  of  this  seaaoa  the  visits  of  Carloa 
altogether  ceased. 

There  canie  no  word  of  explanation  from  him,  there 
was  only  tiilence. 

The  long  evening  stole  away  ou  every  Saturday  and 
Bank  down  into  ui;>;'bt,  aud  iho  little  dick  of  the  latch 
Bounded  no  more  through  tbe  stillness.  The  Sunday 
uouns  brought  with  them  the  gay  glad  parties  of  youths 
and  maidens  who  romped  together  tbiuugb  the  tall  seeJ- 
ing  jr|-asscs  and  the  yellowing  cornj  who  loaded  them- 
selves with  finita  and  garlands  of  green  leaves,  who 
danced  'n  tbe  dewy  starlight^  and  sang,  aad  shouted,  and 
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ctawd  each  otlier  Ihi'ousrh  the  sbady  eapaliers  and  the 
bloj^soming  lime-tree  walks,  Bat  he  came  no  mare  with 
eitbcr  noon  nrniyht;  wo  bcfird  no  more  tbe  gladsomo 
cballf^np-^  of  hie  voiuc,  we  saw  no  more  the  proud,  bright, 
golden  bead  like  tbe  head  of  a  youtiy  ^od. 

To  tbo  incessant  (inuatloua  of  old  Maiion  Bria.  the 
painters  wbo  etrayod  tbitbor  only  mattered  now  In  an- 
Fwer  that  h^!  was  wl^II,  that  he  was  inui-h  son^^'bt  iu  tbf' 
world,  that  he  was  busied  imiessantiy  upon  tbe  pi>rtrait 
of  Cleopitre ;  and  they  would  add  no  luorti,  or  bad  no 
more  to  add  • 

"You  are  sure  it  i9  well  with  him?"  Madelon  once 
ftsked  of  a  whit.c-baii'cd  artist,  hiyin^  ber  hatid^  upon  bis 
irm,  with  a  look  from  wbieli  bis  eyes  turned  away. 

"It  ia  well  with  hia  body,  with  bis  fame,  with  hia 
riches,"  the  old  man  muttered.  "It  iia  not  well  with  hia 
soul  " 

On  tbe  morrow  Madelon  told  her  njotber  that  she  waa 
about  to  jTQ  to  Pans  The  old  woinftii  did  not  eeek  to 
oppose  her,  and  she  was  mcTciful  enoug-h  to  ask  notbiny 
of  her  errand. 

Once  she  ^runihled  that,  in  her  own  youth,  she  would 
have  tbouj;-bt  it  slianie  to  ^a  seek  one  who  neglected  her 
for  a  watUon  ;  in  her  own  <?ir]bond  women  bad  dei'mecl 
that  ii  lover  wbo  was  not  kept  by  biB  fjiney  was  ill  kept 
bj  hiR  trotb-riii;^  Bat  ber  dfnijrlVii-r  only  .smiled  as  she 
board^thfi  fulrit,  flreting  sniile  of  one  whose  ihoiiNflits  lie 
too  deep  for  tearH,  and  whose  love  lies  too  high  to  h*i 
g;au£red  by  inorLul  eyes  ;  of  one  wbo  is  indifferent  to  ap- 
poarance  or  to  niiflCunRtruction.  And  at  noon  she  went, 
wrnppinj;  about  her  a  large  dnrk  cloak,  and  letiing-  the 
tierce  sun  beat  upon  her  unshatled«bead. 

To  Ru&s  she  signed  to  stay  and  jaruard  tbe  house ;  for 
me  Bho  stooped,  as  though  seeming  to  pity  my  wiatful 
look  of  Qnspuben  petition,  and  bore  me  with  her  beneath 
ht?r  arm. 

1  believe  that  in  a  manner  the  pre&ence  near  her  of  a 
lilUe  living  thing  wbiub  be  had  cberiahed  bad  its  consola- 
tion, and  that  I  brought  her  sympathy  hecause  1  lo?eii 
him. 
It  was  a  rery  baruing  aftcr-dftj  as  we  entered  the  city 
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The  dust  was  tl  ick  and  gray  upon  tbe  streets,  and  thw 
glare  was  great  from  the  whiteness  of  th*i  houses;  there 
was  not  a  breath  of  wind  stuTln^,  arjit  the  air  sniolt  hot 
and  sickly,  nnrl  as  though  it  were  loaded  with  wine  futiieft, 
and  the  vcck  of  opium  smoke. 

Here  and  there  a  mosquito  hooted,  and  a  hornet  bu^zod, 
ahove  the  thronj,nni,'"  crowds. 

Hero  Slid  there  the  seiirlet  glitter  of  a  troop  of  soldiers 
flashed  through  tbe  shadowless  ennli^ht,  like  a  bloud-red 
shape  of  death. 

She  walked  on  long',  not  seeming  to  heed  the  oppres- 
eioa  of  the  weather,  ov  the  seorchiug  of  the  titones.  Shftj 
was  not  very  t'ertain  of  her  way,  and  mistook  it,  and 
traced  her  steps  only  again  in  retrace  ihem  very  often. 
presently  we  came  to  a  place  that  was  thickly  thronged  ; 
and  the  people  were  cominj?'  in  and  out  of  a  hou.'^e,  tind 
talkiug  very  eagerly  amongst  thumaelvea,  aud  she  could 
Lear  the  word  that  constantly  recurred — '*  Cleopitre, 
CleopMre." 

"la  it  there:  ?*'  Madelon  asked,  and  I  saw  that  her  Jips 
were  dry  and  white  as  she  did  eo.  They  told  her  that  it 
was,  She  felt  for  a  siimll  coin,  afid  paid  it  in,  where  she 
saw  others  paying  theirs,  at  a  hole  in  a  wall,  where  a 
money-taker  sat ;  then  she  pasaed  thruugh  with  the  resE 
into  a  chamber  bung  with  crimson  doth,  into  which  the 
peo]ile  were  pressing  eagerly,  I  was  hidden  heneath  her 
cloak,  and  passed  In  with  her. 

The  room  was  lighted  by  a  flood  of  li^btpourinj^down- 
ward  fmm  the  top,  and  this  light  was  bo  managed  that  it 
fell  wholly  on  a  solitary  picture  at  the  farther  end,  set  in 
'  a  carved  frame  of  ehony. 

It  was  not  a  large  picture  ;  but  the  multitude  wfr* 
bretkthiess  hefore  It,  as  they  had  stnod  before  Fftustine. 

"  It  is  her  living  self  I"  they  murmured. 

They  meant  the  Clcopatre. 

She  lay  on  a  coueh  of  purples  and  of  lion  skins,  with  her 
Lead  leaning  back  on  her  arm,  and  ber  limbs  lightly  crossed 
in  each  other ;  she  was  unclothed,  save  where  some  heavy 
folds  of  a  Tyrian  rube  were  flun^  across  her,  and  save  for 
heavy  rings  of  massive  g^old  that  clasped  her  ankles  and 
her  wrii^tj;  she  eeemed  just  waking  from  slumber^  and 
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r  eyee  looked  out  from  under  their  lang^uld  lids  with  a 
Ijeculiar  glftttring^  furtive,  voluptuoua,  merciless  regard, 
■whilst  with  oae  band  sbt;  drew  a^ainat  her  scarlet  lipa 
otie  g-orgeous  blossom  of  the  jiomegronate. 

In  the  distauce,  beyond  a  marble  arehwaj,  were  the 
reeds  reddening  iu  the  after-glow,  the  ruby  skies  of  aua- 
sct,  and  oue  elender  palro  shaft  cutting  sharp  against  the 
gold  of  an  Efryptian  nigbt. 

It  was  a  woDdi^iius  picture  :  marvelous,  because  in  its 
revival  of  ihe  dead  beauty  of  old  Nile  it  also  gave  the 
living  prosentinient  of  that  beauty  which  Faria  saw 
amidst  it  every  day. 

It  was  Cleopitre^but  Cleopatre  living,  no  less  thaa 
Cleopitre  dfiad. 

"  It  is  she  I"  they  murmured  in  ecstasy;  for  Cl^opatre 
was  ia  a  measure  dear  to  them  by  reason  of  that  3U|>rem- 
acy  iu  infamy,  that  raereilessuesa  in  destruction,  which 
made  her  heroic  and  dcilk'd  in  their  sij;;ht.  Aod  it  wua 
fche  indeed  tbey  said,  as  they  sLoud  about  the  picture  :  all 
ihe  dr^^flmy  sensualismi,  ali  the  dormant  power,  all  the 
oriental  iaii^'iior,  all  the  luoniue  force  that  were  in  the 
livinji;  woman  were  in  ihe  portrait  also 

"  Before  he  could  have  painted  (hat,^'  muttered  an  Bfred 
artist  as  he  gazod,  "  he  must  have  sold  his  soul  to  her." 

MftdeloD  gnzcd  on  it  as  on  some  dread  thing  that  com- 
pelled her  regard,  even  whilst  it  blinded  her,  as  tlie  ligbtr 
cin^  fascinates,  yet  withers  up  the  eyesight,  I  felt  her 
tremble  as  she  looked ;  and  she  seized  for  support  the 
brass  rod  that  ran  belbre  the  painting,  severing  the  uicho 
where  it  hung  from  the  crowd  of  the  sight-seers. 

'ilie  cruelty  and  the  splendor  of  this  beauty  seemed  to 
fsiBciiir-te,  and  to  paralyKB  her,  almost,  as  they  did  all  men 
that  gazed  on  theoi.  She  gazed,  and  gazed,  and  gaied, 
until  every  drop  uf  blood  faded  from  ber  lips  and  cheeks  | 
as  though  it  were  drawn  out,  and  absorbed  by  that  impe- 
rial, seuruful,  deep-iiued  face,  that  made  her  own  pale  as  a 
curpf^e,  and  poor  as  a  faded  violet. 

"How shall  yuu  he  remembered  one  hour  beside  such 
as  I?"  the  uiocking,  cheDgelo-s,  lustrous  eyes  seemed  to 
demand  of  her  iu  their  scorn ;  and  Madelon  seemed  to 
ebiver^  and  droop,  and  die  out  as  it  were^  beaeatb  that 
gaze. 
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Tbase  smooili,  opal-lmed,  plistftnin^  limbs ;  thar.  soft 
velvet  skill,  with  the  }fi>lden  bloom  of  a.  fresh  ptunb  iipua 
it;  tUat  ilreamicig^   repoau  of  ft  Iialf-banisJieii  sleqj ;  tbab 
CLirliu^  moiiib  tbiit  Ijalf-curessed  ilie  flower;    that  deepJ 
full  bosom  thiLt  h<!ii.vaiJ  above  its  cwiuture  of  dead  gold  :  j 
how  cjoiild  Uiu  ]iian  who  studied  tliBStj,  from  their  wainii^ 
Uf(!  abftiiduued  to  his  sifflitiuid  touuh,  have  had  a  thought, 
or  wirjii,  or  uiemoFy  left  for  nay  other  thiug  t 

Sht:  Uiaiiicd  him  iif]  more ;  slie  marrek'd  no  more  ;  but 
Iver  head  dropped  liko  one  who  has  been  siricken  u  pliy^- 
ical  blow,  aud  she  turned,  and  went  feebly  out  of  the 
little  criru^Qu  ebaiiibt^r,  wUh  the  unsteady  Qickeriug  step 
of  bodily  sickoesa. 

To  rusist,  to  hop^H  to  btsliepe  in  herself  were  uo  more 
possible  to  her;  with  hei"  own  ejea  she  bad  beheld  this 
power  against  which  she  long-  in  bliodaesa  had  eoo- 
tended ;  with  her  own  eyes  she  had  euan  what  maiiuec 
of  ihin^r  it  was,  this  soreery  of  the  senses,  this  lust  of  the 
Hesb,  this  temptation  by  the  breath  of  a  woman,  tvlieryin 
the  strenijtb  uf  her  enemy  lay;  aad  she  contended  im 
more,  alio  uo  nion.;  I'eeiHteel,  l)iit  went  feebly  out  into  the 
suushiue,  kno%viii^  (hat  novet'  again  could  she  have  either 
place  or  niftiiory  within  his  life. 

Ah  I  I  have  seen  the  same  warfare  many  times;  the 
same  eoiiteat  lietwixt  the  soul  and  the  seiirtcja,  betwixt 
the  love  that  is  eanetiij,  and  the  love  that  \a  du-vilry," 
betwixt  the  wonmii  who  Beeks  a  man  for  llio  gudhead 
tliere  ie  in  biui,  »,nd  the  woman  who  ^ecks  n  nnin  fur  tlie 
bestiality  there  is  in  him;  and  J  have  never  ^eeu  it  end 
in  any  othi_"r  fashion  than  thiri  ;  never  seen  it  cotne  to  auy 
otlier  clo.se,  than  lor  the  Hly  to  die  away,  crushed  buneai  Ij 
bis  fout ;  and  for  the  poaaioD-ilower  to  g-row  hi^hj  and 
wild,  and  free  in  trium[)h,  above  the  ruin  of  h'\s,  house. 

Madekiii  wa^  a  iv^jomn  pure  of  soul,  high  of  thought, 
loving  ijubly,  and  with  iniioeenee,  deyii-inir  the  ^reat:tics3 
of  that  wlneh  ahe  loved,  and  seeking  its  honor  before  her 
own  j(jy;  Clfop^trc  bared  her  limbs  to  the  painter  ".-j  jroze, 
and  looked  into  his  wiLli  her  burning  cold  eyes,  and  ^didud 
forth  from  her  bath  to  meet  him,  with  the  water  ^disteu- 
in;^  ij\\  ijtT  poliahi.'d  pikin,  sind  feaid  in  her  soul  iLat  ha 
should  love  her  in  aueh  wise,  that  this  love  shouM  kill  all 


maaiiood;,  ajt  conscience,  all  godliness,  all  genius  wiLliLn 
him,  and  deliver  liim  over  to  tier  prostrate,  worLblesa,  u 
mockeiy  of  men. 

Yot  it  was  Cleopatre,  and  not  Madelon,  that  he  loved. 

Wliiirelbre?  Well,  not  because  he  was  base  :  betause 
there  in  a  uiai'veloua  sorcery  in  the  mere  bodily  boautjr 
of  wonven;  and  because  there  la  a,  madness  and  a  drunk- 
enuesa  iu  lovo  thai  go  best,  as  it  stieuis,  wich  the  IiberLj' 
dJid  lever  of  vice. 

And  ihis  is  why  in  love  there  is  so  much  of  woe,  and 
eo  Hllle  of  conteutmeat ;  beeauso  pure  wunieQ  are  too 
cold,  aud  pasaioiiate  womeu  are  too  vilu;  and  when  niea 
fitoop  for  kisses,  iheir  lipji  are  either  chilled  to  ice,  or 
scorched  with  flanie.  Then,  being  conteut  with  neither, 
they  break  the  bauds  of  loi'e,  aud  ure  pointed  at  as  faith- 
less,— uot  with  much  justice  in  the  charge. 

Madylon  went  out  into  the  street  with  the  same  feeble, 
wftudei'iuj^  gait ;  and  her  face  bud  ft  vv?in,  scared,  par- 
alyzed look  upon  it,  as  thou',^h  ehe  had  seen  some  sight 
that  had  frozeu  her  blood  and  stopped  the  pulses  of  her 
heart. 

Siio  moved  mechanically  out  of  the  throngs,  and  into 
some  cool  quiet  gardens  of  the  public,  whose  trees  threw 
their  shadows  opposite  the  houae  where  the  portrait  of 
Cleopatre  was  hung  for  eshibitiou.  The  gardens  were 
almost  deserted,  and  she  &ank  down  iato  a  wooden  chair 
under  the  ateltcr  of  a  g-reat  Bweet-ehestnut,  One  of  the 
guardiaua  of  the  place  ap|iroacbed  her,  and  brought  her 
a  drink  of  water,  thinking  she  was  faint.  She  put  it 
aside  yentlj,  and  ayked  him  only  tu  leave  lier  iu  peaeo. 
She  aat  ilierc  quite  motioniiisa,  it  must  have  been  ul^'-U 
ftU  hour ;  and  the  gray,  rigid,  startled  look  upon  her  fuce 
□ever  f;iiJed  away. 

On  the  clear  air  the  voiL-ea  of  the  crowds,  from  the 
4-lhcr  side  of  the  rails,  came  plainly  to  where  we  isat. 
They  kept  going  iu  and  out  of  the  pieture-chambt-r  by 
iiuadreds  all  the  afternoon  long.  Cleopiitre  was  kuo^vn 
to  all  Paris,  and  this  paiuting  of  her  had  a  f^isciaatiun  &» 
wide  as  the  city. 

Ever  and  aaon  there  floated  on  the  wind  little  fra^^- 
EBeuts  of  their  talk;  words  of  wonder,  praise,  aDdhomag^ei 
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tbe  artist  of  Faustbe  had  been  great,  bat  the  artist  of 
CleopStrti  wiia  ji^reater.  It  was  well  with  his  geaius  ua 
yet. 

Madelon  writhed  as  ahe  heard. 

The  desire  of  her  pi'ayers  had  been  given  to  her:  he  had 
fam&  and  the  world  gave  him  honor ; — and  she  sat  alaoe 
here  furgotten  by  him,  as  the  picture  of  tbe  woman  at  tb« 
lattice  waa  forgotten  by  Paris  before  the  portrait  of  a 
coLU'iesau  I  She  had  volontarily  delivered  him  up  to  his 
Art,  she  had  willin^^^lj  surreudered  hidi  to  the  claims  of 
aiubitioD  :— 'and  all  that  art  and  ambitioo  had  done  had 
been  to  bring  him  to  the  murderoas  embraces,  and  reward 
htm  with  the  poisonous  kisses,  of  the  deadliest  temptress 
of  Paris. 

"  Oh,  could  he  have  but  been  conteat  without  fame," 
she  cried ;  but  fihe  knew  that  he  never  could  have  been 
this,  and  that  if  in  selfishness  she  had  stiveQ  to  bind  him 
down  to  the  obscurity  of  her  own  humble  aud  inaoceat 
Ufa  of  labor,  the  stilled  de&irea  aud  the  feverish  unrest 
within  him  would  have  killed  his  peace  in  a  slow  torture 
BS  surely  as  hers  was  now  slain  at  one  death-blow. 

She  bad  done  that  which  was  rig^bt,  though  tbe  issue 
thereof  was  evil. 

After  awhile  she  rose  and  left  the  gardens,  and  asked 
her  way  to  the  place  where  bis  patuting--rooms  were.  I 
do  not  think  she  knew  clearly  what  she  meant  ti>  do.  I 
believe  sbo  only  felt  some  vague  impulse,  such  as  a  woman^ 
whode  great  love  yet  made  her  humble,  might  wu]l  feel  lo 
look  once  more — and  for  the  last  lime — upon  his  face, 
and  leave  him  forever  to  the  iafamy  of  the  temptreas  who 
had  robbed  him  of  her. 

People  guided  her  willingly  towards  tbe  artists' quais 
ter.  yhe  knew  liUl6  of  the  city,  and  in  ber  misery 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  all  she  did  kuaw.  It  waa  dow 
quite  late  in  tbe  day,  tlioui^h  the  sun  bad  not  set ;  it  waa 
still  intensely  hot.  and  the  crowds  were  growing  larger, 
as  all  tbose  who.se  work  was  done  came  out  to  seek  a 
breath  of  air  under  tbe  sultry  yellow  skies. 

She  made  her  way  with  some  difficulty  to  the  street 
wnere  his  atelier  was:  there  was  no  one  in  the  buitdtag 
v^cept  an  old  negress  who  had  the  charge  of  it,  and  wbo 
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did  Rocli  little  housework  as  tlie  four  or  five  pa!ntera 
living-  on  its  Berera]  floors  requiiTd.  This  negrese  knew 
me  again,  and  roughly  bade  MadeloQ  enter  her  littla 
porter's  iodj^c,  and  rest.  But  Madeloa  scacely  beard,  she 
only  aeked  if  Carlos  Merle  were  now  within  ibe  house. 

The  old  black  woman  looked  at  her  curiously,  standing 
in  her  grimy  den,  a  Iktle,  old,  uncouth  figure,  black  aB 
soot,  with  all  rude  vivid  colors  in  her  ragged  dresa. 

■'  Carlos  Merle  !"  she  echoed.  "  No,  Carloa  Merle 
rarely  comes  here  now." 

^*  He  lives  elsewhere  ?" 

"  Else  wberel"  the  Degress  laughed  grinily ;  "  elsewhere  I 
Who  ar^5  you  th&t  do  not  know  of  the  caprice  of  CMopatre  ?" 

A  shudder  passed  over  Madelon's  form,  but  she  was  a 
resolute  woman,  and  brave,  and  she  asked  still : 

"  What  caprice  is  it  that  you  mean  ?" 

"Why  I  her  caprice,  for  sure,  for  this  golden-curlea 
youth  whom  you  speak  of,  this  Carloa  whom  Paris  for  a 
little  season  has  taken  to  calling-  a  genius;  Cleopatre  is 
very  famous,  '^ry  rich,  very  powerful,  she  can  aJ5brd  such 
fancies  I  and  she  latiglif;  to  see  all  bcr  princes  and  nobles 
BO  mad  because  she  will  for  awhile  look  at  none  but  this 
painter. " 

"  But  she — she "     The  words  died  on  Madelon'a 

mouth :;  she  lenned  BgainBt  the  wooden  ehiift  of  the  lodge 
door,  and  her  bri^atb  came  in  painful  gasps. 

"  Well  \ — she  wliat  ?"  chuckled  thu  uogt'e&s.  "  She  can 
afford  such  a  caprice  once  iti  awbile^  I  tell  you.  Her 
world  will  only  be  the  madder  fur  her  when  she  shull 
have  tired  of  her  young  yullow-haired  godj  and  that  will 
be  before  the  last  summer  rosea  are  dead.  He  was  bard 
to  conquer,  look  you  ;  he  had  a  horror  of  her  at  the  first, 
be  shunned  her,  and  fled  from  her,  and  that  set  her  harder 
on  thia  fancy  to  beat  him.  She  will  have  no  man  look  on 
beT  face  and  keep  Bane.  So  she  set  him  to  puint  her  por- 
trait— yon  can  see  the  thing  now  in  Paris  ;  it  has  takea 
him  three  months  to  do;  and  she  would  have  ft  p&uited 
at  her  own  dwelling,  in  the  noon  hours,  as  she  came  from 
ber  bath,  that  is  all  marble,  they  say,  and  gold,  with  pur- 
ple couches,  and  strange  plants,  and  all  the  i]our  of  silver. 
Well — well — he  went,  and  before  the  painting  was  odb- 
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half  done  the  world  ooly  held  fur  bim  thst  one  woama 
It  iis  alwn3's  so  with  tliem  all.  And  now  it  ia  her  caprice, 
1  teH  you,  to  have  none  but  him  near  her  j  whenever  she 
g-oea  abroad  be  is  by  her ;  end  lie  soldum  or  never  Iiiavcs* 
her  roof  except  with  her.  It  ia  a  base  lifa  ?^ob,  well, 
that  ia  as  it  may  be,  I  think  lie  ba3  shjimc  of  it,»~bittt;r 
sharao  eomotimes,  but  he  is  drunk  with  it,  as  it  wwre  ;  ba 
has  no  will  but  hera.  He  would  fliQ^  hira&elf  ia  the  riper 
at  tt  sv^u.  fL'om  her." 

Madelon  leaned  heavily  against  the  timber  of  the  door, 
her  eyes  closed,  her  mouth  pacied  for  breath,  under  her 
clear  palG  skin  tbe  Teifis  looked  black. 

The  old  ntgress  looked  at  her,  and  seemed  to  take  a 
crael  pleasure  in  the  misery  that  she  saw  she  deult 

"  He  is  your  brother,  muy-be  ?  Well, — you  will  scarce 
get  him  out  of  the  hold  of  Cleopatre.  Till  her  fancy 
Blackens,  at  least! — and  then  he  will  be  little  worth  get- 
ting. Last  autuoiQ  she  had  a  like  caprice  fur  Hu^o  Ca- 
barrus, the  composer.  They  all  suld  ho  waa  the  man  of 
the  future,— just  as  they  say  of  thJa  Carloa, — how  did  be 
end  when  she  bad  played  with  hint  ft  season  omi  si>eiit 
ber  will  on  him?  Why — shot  himself  thvough  the  head 
one  nig^ht,  afler  burning  the  score  of  his  great  opera,  that 
they  said  would  have  ranked  bim  with  Kos&ini.  She  has 
done  eomelhing-  tbe  same  with  a  score." 

"And  such  a  woniau  livca  1" 

The  words  broke  with  a  shriek  from  MadeloD — tbe 
only  uLterance  slie  ever  g'ave  to  all  the  aguny  within  her. 

Tbe  ne^ress  grinned. 

"  Lives  I  She  will  live  every  hour  of  her  life,  however 
Ions' 't  be.  There  ia  not  a  second  that  she  doea  not  en- 
joy. Lofik  at  her  great,  browti,  sleepy,  suumful  eyes  I 
No  one  ever  Bees  them  change,  and  how  they  smile  at 
you  poor  fools  that  fret  yourselves  with  sorrow  1" 

MadeloQ  put  out  ber  bandij  with  a  piteous  gesture  as 
though  praying  peace  ;  then,  tottering  like  a  woman  ijuite 
worn  out  with  age,  she  turned  acros:^  the  threshold,  and 
passed  a^ain  into  the  streets. 

She  had  forgotten  me;  I  followed  her  closely  in  and 
out  a  wmding  maze  of  roads.  I  think  she  had  no  seaea 
oor  knowledge  where  sbe  weat. 
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The  (lay  was  wholfy  dying  now.  It  was  scftTcely  any 
cooler;  and  the  great  furnace  glow  in  the  west  had  tho 
same  red  of  Egypt  in  it,  that  burned  in  that  accuraed 
pictai'ti,  and  madtj  the  very  marble  uf  the  houses  fjiigh  to 
colofr  and  g'ave  the  faces  af  the  womea  all  a  weird  and 
fevered  look. 

She  wandered  aimlessly,  stuuned  with  this  one  grief 
that  left  ber  no  otber  memory  t.Liau  itself.  None  noted 
her;  a  pale,  dust-staiaed,  weary -fuoLed  woman,  witJiout 
beauty  and  with  poor  raiment,  there  was  Dolhing  to  mark 
her  frf.m  the  crowds  tbat  pavied  to  let  her  paes  through 
tbem,  without  so  much  aa  DOticing  the  agony  upOB  her 
face. 

Oupe  or  twice  a  moan  broke  from  her;  but  it  wa-s  tou 
low  to  reach  any  ear  in  those  busied  and  heedless  throngs 

The  great  doors  of  au  old  church  stood  open;  witbio 
all  was  cool,  and  dark,  and  silent.  She  soug'ht  itsabadow, 
instinctively;  turning  aside  from  the  red  hot  glow^  and 
the  whitened  ijlure,  and  the  sea  of  sbiftin«'  and  unpityiug 
faces, 

She  dragged  her  tired  limba  into  a  distant  toroer  of  thfl 
place  wliere  one  little  silver  star  of  light  burned  before  a 
picture  of  the  Mater  Dolorosa. 

There  ebe  fell  ou  ber  kneea, — and  at  last  wept. 

It  was  quite  night  when  the  peal  of  the  choir  aroused 
heff  and  she  crept  forth  from  her  ehelter  once  more  into 
the  streets. 

"ilamiirer' she  muttered,  as  she  raised  mo  in  her  arms; 
her  face  was  calm  again,  and  the  long  hnhita  of  self-sacri- 
§ce  and  Belf'Control  bad  made  her  remember  that  ber  old 
mother  would  be  ere  that  time  waiting  and  watching-,  in 
doubt  and  anxiety,  for  her  lou^-delayed  return. 

The  cburcb  was  ia  a  rich  and  famous  quarter  of  the 
city;  though  so  still,  and  gray,  and  old,  the  tide  of  gayest 
and  of  wildest  life  surged  round  it;  the  broad  highway  in 
which  it  stood  was  brilliantly  illumined,  and  the  buildings 
that  flaukfd  aud  fronted  it  w^ere  all  ablaze  with  li^ht  like- 
wise, and  bright  with  floating  banners  aDd  with  gilded 
balconies. 

Aa  Madelon  went  out,  from  under  the  dark  porch,  all 
ibis  radiance  seemed  to  blind  and  to  confuse  ber:  she 
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covered  her  eyf.s  with  hor  btind  and  gazed  apwnrd  wilito 
the  helpkss  look  of  those  that  are  fltnict  sightleaa. 

Strftig'htway,  in  froot  and  nbove  her,  was  a  aquare  bal- 
conied window,  open  to  the  aight.  The  biLlcony  was  of 
Btone,  and  jutted  out,  canopied  witb  amber  silk,  and  filled 
with  leaf  and  bloaaom ;  thero  was  rt  iitroiitj;  liglit  within 
that  poured  out  tbi'oup;h  Iho  yellow  draperies  into  the 
street  beneath,  and  iu  tbat  light  tbtTO  leaned  two  rorini* ; 
one  that  of  a  wumao,  who  was  carelessly  thrown  against 
the  cuahions,  and  carelessly  watched  the  niovuDient  of  the 
»1iadywy  crowd  IihIow  ;  the  other  that  of  a  luuiit  who  in 
his  turn  watched  hop,  witb  all  that  passionate  imager, 
that  rapt  worship  in  his  gaze,  which  none  ever  see  in  a 
man's cyesf  but  once.  And  where  he  bent  above  her,  half 
shadnnved  in  the  curtain's  shelter,  he  stooped  his  bead,  till 
his  lips  touched  the  fragraxit  hair  that  kwsely  lay  upon 
her  shoulders. 

The  woman,  not  changioiEr  her  position,  smiled,  and  let 
her  broad^  calm,  dreamy  eyes  rest  unmoved  upon  the 
crowd  beneath. 

Then  she  siretuhed  out  ))er  arm,  that  had  one  ^reat 
eastern  bang'le  of  dead  g'old  apoa  it,  and  pointed  to  the 
portico  of  the  church; 

'^Seel  There  is  your  poor  fool,"  she  said,  with  the 
Barae  calm  scorn  upon  her  smilit)^  mouth.  "Will yon  go 
to  her — now  ?" 

Why  did  this  woman,  who  had  every  earthly  gift  ana 
grace,  and  every  joy  ia  absolute  poBsession,  thus  set 
herself  to  the  destrnelion  of  a  creature,  innocent,  obscure, 
neglected,  who  bad  never  harmed  or  crossed  her?  1  can- 
not tell — ^tbere  are  women  who  lo^e  to  njurdei,  and 
women  against  whom  all  innocence  is  crime. 

The  brutal  mockery  of  the  words  galvanized  Madelcu 
Into  suddea  eouseiousnesa.  She  raised  herself  erect,  and 
looked  latraight  up  at  the  broad  golden  easement,  with  ita 
blaze  of  color. 

SFie  waa  a  proud,  pure^  brave-hearted  creature,  and  she 
found  strength  in  that  moment  to  give  hack  scorn  for 
acorn. 

He,  leaning  there  over  the  white  shoulder  of  his  wicked 
witch,  and  gazing  whither  ahe  pointed,  met  that  full,  op- 
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wurd  look  of  uauttefftble  rebuke,  Bad  of  unchangeable  for-  " 
giveness. 

Their  eye^  rested  on  oqh  another. 

Carlos  sceDiin^  to  lose  all  coiiraj,'e  and  comeliness,  aa 
under  boiu«  stroke  of  aorcerj,  shivered,  and  covered  hia 
fuce  with  hcs  baods,  and  Bbrank  back  into  tbc  abysa  of 
blaaing-  li^ii^ht  behind  him. 

Madelon  passed  onward  with  a  steady  step,  and  with 
ter  haniJs  clinched  upon  the  ivory  cross  above  her  heart. 

The  shadow  of  the  charch  had  screened  her  from  the 
riew  of  her  destroyer  before  the  time  that  she  stag-^ered 
ftnd  f(']l  down  upon  the  staoes  of  the  great  city,  aa  Ben 
Pare  bad  falleain  the  market-place  of  the  iittle  northern 
buT/?h. 

A  Bweet,  gay  burst  of  notoas  musjc  b*^ke  over  the 
crowds  and  through  the  Buuimer  night.  It  came  from 
the  open  windows  of  the  bou^e  where  CarloB  had  made 
h\&  ehoice  to  dwell. 


CHAPTER   XSIX. 


IN    THE    QUABT£R    OF     THE    POOH. 


Tbe  first  thing^  that  I  remember  Bub§equently,  was  the 
loosening:  of  some  violent  pressure  about  mj  throat,  ai^d 
a  ru&b  of  blood  tbroug-h  my  bead  and  throat  that  made 
me  blind  and  dizzy. 

When  I  fully  recovered  conseiouaness,  I  found  myself 
ID  a  Buiall,  low  place,  crowded  with  innumerable  flowers, 
dead  and  living-,  which  filled  it  with  an  intense  odor  that 
recalled  to  me,  till  I  shuddered,  tbe  beautiful  flower-filled 
road  of  the  Infiorata  all  covered  with  a  sea  of  gorae,  and 
roses,  and  wild  thyme,  and  snowy  cistua  budSj  and  all 
fair  summer  thing's  that  grew;  that  road  on  which  in 
Italy  I  had  been  hunted,  and  stoned,  and  singed  with 
torches,  and  beaten  with  sticks,  and  kieked  from  side  to 
eide,  in  the  common  fa&bion  at.  tiaat  poetic  religious  rite. 
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A  boy  with  a  pnle  Ayni  pathetic  face  leaned  over  mej 
b  woman  of  noblt-  Ptature  fitooil  lieaide  me.  She  was 
eitent ',  be  was  speaking  eagerly  to  a  withered  old  man 
in  a  i>lue  blouae. 

"  So  the  little  dog  bit,  aDtl  tore,  ODd  foamed,  and  taged, 
graudpfe^re,"  he  was  sajing^,  "  because  they  would  move 
liifli  from  thia  pooi'  sicit  woman  who  had  fallen  there,  and 
whom  they  wanted  lo  carry  to  the  hospital  ;  and  the 
gendarmes  bore  her  off  upon  a  litter,  saying  she  was  nut 
dead,  only  aenaeless,  and  they  kicked  the  dog  amoDgst 
the  crowd  becaoee  it  strove  to  foll'»w  ihera.  Then  the 
people  shrieked  that  it  was  dangeroHs,  and  mad  ;  and 
they  called  ont  to  one  another  that  it  should  he  killed ; 
and  a  soldier  caught  it  aiui  twjjj^ted  ft  bit  of  cord  about 
its  throat.  lie  was  for  stringing  it  up  straightway  to 
the  lanip^iron;  and  would  have  duue  it  too,  but  that 
madame  etaycd  his  baud,  and  hade  him  not  to  be  bo 
brutal  to  fidelity,  aad  forced  him  to  give  up  the  little 
beayt,  and  put  it  in  my  handa  for  me  to  bring  here;  and 
the  cord  was  tied  bo  tightly,  I  could  not  loose  it  till  I 
came  hrane  to  get  a  knifo.  I  do  not  think  the  dog  has 
any  harm  in  it;  it  was  not  mad^  it  waa  only  faithful." 

"  Fidelity  18  niadoesa,"  muttered  the  woman,  wearily, 
as  she  turoed  to  the  old  man.  "The  dog  is  innocent 
enough.  Let  it  stay  here  ;  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  your 
grandson.'* 

"As  madame  pleases^"  murmured  the  man,  not  hest 
pleased  himself,  but  respectfully  submissive  as  to  one  he 
honored  and  obeyed. 

The  woman  passed  up  Bome  narrow,  dark,  crooked 
stairs,  in  which  a  little  dusky  oil-lacip  was  burning;  and 
the  boy  followed  her  until  they  reached  a  cbamhfr  ia  tie 
roof,  It  wag  a  amall  bare  attic,  clesi]  08  any  brown 
Btone  that  lies  in  the  brook- water  ;  but  without  any  sort 
of  ornament,  or  indeed  any  sort  of  comfort. 

The  boy  talked  to  me,  stroked  me,  and  made  me  a 
little  bed  of  straw  in  one  corner  of  the  garret  j  the 
woman  soomed  to  have  forgotton  both  his  presence  and 
luiae  OS  &he  laid  aside  her  outdoor  garments,  and  went 
to  a  table  under  the  lattice,,  where  she  seated  herself  at 
Bome  kiad  of  work: — what,  I  could  not  see. 
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"May  I  leave  him  with  you,  madame  ?'*  tlie  boy 
ftaked,  after  a  time,  wlion  his  effiirts  to  nmko  mo  cat  of 
some  bread  and  milk  were  all  uniivaillag'.  "He  monns 
and  whines — I  auppoae  fnr  that  poor  woiiian^ — aad  graad- 
pfere  might  not  lito  him  down  below  with  Tarabour." 

*'Te«,  leave  liim,  Reuiy,"  she  nnawered  him  absently; 
fliul  the  boy  went  out,  cloBin.!!;'  the  door  softly, 

I  supposed  from  what  tbey  had  Raid  that,  my  efforta 
lo  serve  Madclon  had  been  futile,  and  that  I  was  severed 
from  her  in  all  likelihood  forever.  For  several  daya  and 
niffhtB  I  mourned  unceasingly  with  restless,  feverish 
grief,  refusing  to  be  tomforted:  the  woman  bore  with 
me,  and  was  good  to  me  in  her  ailent,  passionless,  weary 
mauHer-  aud  the  gentle- hearted  boy  did  his  Qtmost  to 
console  me. 

He  was  the  pjamlson  of  the  old  herbalist  in  the  little 
siiop  below;  a  kindly  teader-natnred  child.  Tliey  were 
quiie  poor  people;  and  the  various  chambers  of  the  old, 
dull,  antique  dwelling  were  let  by  them  to  persona  ao 
richer  than  themselves;  penniless  students  fttid  laborinc^ 
women  who  lived  oa  black  bread  and  hitter  coffee,  and 
studied  or  toiled  early  and  late,  and  seemed  only  to  esist 
to  carry  on  that  endless  warfare  with  starvation  and  ruin 
whieh  is  all  that  the  very  poor  know  the  word  of  life  to 
mean. 

1  saw  but  little  of  the  boy,  for  a  few  weeks  later  be 
went  away  to  some  religious  place,  where  be  was  ia 
training  to  be  made  a  priest, — poor  gentle  child,  who 
gave  his  birthright  of  the  future  up  in  such  pathetic 
ignorance  of  his  immeasurable  loss.  The  old  man  I 
rarely  encountered  ;  he  was  learned  in  simples  and  other 
herbal  lore,  and  passed  all  his  time  in  studyin^;^  when  he 
Was  nt-'t  vending  his  shrubs,  and  herbs,  and  flowers. 
Thus  I  was  left  entirety  to  the  woman  who  had  saved 
me  from  the  hangman's  cord.  Thia  woman  wrb  called 
Madame  Reine, 

Whether  this  were  io  truth  her  name,  or  whether  it 
was  bnt  one  she  had  adopted  for  the  purp  iscs  of  her  lifu 
in  Paris,  I  could  not  tell;  the  people  of  the  place  she 
dwelt  in  knew,  I  think,  nothing  of  her.     She  lived  quite 
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fllono,  and  ncemed  never  to  seek  to  bold  any  sort  cf  social 
iatf^rc'our&e  witli  ftny  one  of  tho8e  aroand  her. 

Only  to  those  who  were  ajred,  or  such  oa  were  in 
trouble,  she  was  always  merciful  ;  with  that  noble,  sileot, 
nuoeasing  charity  of  action,  which  so  often  amongst  tho 
poor  Buppliea  the  plaeo  of  that  charity  of  alms  which 
poverty  deoiea  them  tho  power  to  show  lo  one  aiiother. 

Herself,  ebe  jjained  a  barren  lining-  by  continnal  bard 
tdil.  Sho  modeled  in  leather  (or,  rather,  carved  the 
leather  aa  a  delicate  wood-carver  does  hi 3  wood)  for  a 
Palais  Royal  house  that  dealt  largely  in  sueh  things,  but 
paid  for  them  grudging'ly. 

She  did  tho  work  marv^elously  well ;  she  could  imitate 
in  it  the  most  perfect  wood  carving,  a  fern  leaf,  a  dead 
woodcock,  a  branch  of  pifie,  a  water-lily  on  its  green  raft; 
of  leaves, — she  would  execute  these,  or  any  other  gimiUr 
thing-  in  leather,  until  the  keenest  eye  could  scarce  Lave 
told  the  work  froui  a  moat  delicate  and  exquisite  oak 
carvinj:;-.  But  it  was  a  slow  and  toilsome  labor;  the 
single  feather  of  a  bird  would  take  two  hoars  in  its  exe- 
coiioD,  evciii  more;  aad  the  wape  for  tbeni  was  exceed- 
ingly small,  beautiful  thoug^h  they  were. 

rihe  was  all  day  longf  at  this  species  of  scalpturc, 
Bitting^  at  the  little  deal  table,  with  her  tools,  under  the 
sing^le  small  square  lattice  tu  the  roof:  and  the  life  was 
^ery  dull  for  me. 

There  was  no  sort  of  change  from  dawa  to  aanset. 
My  heart  was  heavy  for  all  those  whom  I  had  lost.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  life  was  but  a  sequence  of  tender  ties, 
formed  only  to  be  ruptured,  and  leave  the  torn  heart 
fiching-.  1  missed,  moreover,  the  glad,  sweet,  sammer 
season  in  ihe  open  air  ;  the  freedom  of  tlie  old  fruit  gar- 
dens and  flower-covered  ways;  the  homely,  happy  sounda 
of  all  the  stirring  beea  and  t-hirming  birda,  of  the  ducks 
iu  the  dark  cool  pond,  and  the  lowing  cattle  in  the  poplar- 
belted  meadows. 

This  little  g-arret  was  Tory  clean,  indeed;  but  it  was 
bare,  and  dull,  and  lonesome,  exceedingly.  The  pcenla 
of  a  city  made  hot  and  sulphurous  the  winds  that  blew 
ID  through  the  lattice ;  and  all  the  hours  through  there 
came  up  from  the  streets  below  the  one  uaeeasiog  mutter- 
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"hig  of  wheels,  &nd  cries,  trnt}  i^nima,  ond  engmcg,  anrl  a!T 
the  ceaseless  qoIsc  of  men.  It  was  a  quiet  ancit^nt  quar- 
ter, it  ie  true ;  but  the  qnietest  quarter  of  a  citj,  after  tte 
lull  of  country  silence,  makes  you  know  all  that  your 
poet  meant  when  he  wrote  of  "the  ear  that  aches  with 
Bound."  % 

Of  MadeloQ,  T  ne^er  heard. 

But  oncG,  whilst  the  boy  R^my  was  still  in  the  houpe, 
■  ml  when  he  took  mc  with  him  across  the  bridgfes  to  the 
old  fj;reen  Luxomliourjr  pardeuR,  as  he  was  wont  to  do  in 
the  pleasant  eveninj^  time  whtn  all  Paris  was  out  in  the 
HunsL't  hour,  I  bhw  a  carriage  willi  scarlet  liveries  and 
fretting  horses  and  gay  bamess  all  bung  with  Doisysilver 
heils,  and  I  heard  the  people  round  us  eay  to  one  anotber— 
"  there  la  CleopStro." 

And  as  it  went  throufjh  the  white  j^ilded  Btrects  and 
the  t^Teen  lines  of  leafy  trees,  and  the  air  that  was  bright, 
half  with  the  ^loani  of  the  lamps,  and  half  with  the  glare 
of  the  sunset,  her  face  canto  fully  in  my  eiitjht,  lit  with 
that  evening'  liR'ht,  and  1  knew  her  then, — knew  lier  en- 
tirolj;  aa  that  iiieiuoi'y  stoud  nut  clear  and  fixed  before 
me,  Mdiieh  had  haunted  me,  thonjafb  yaguc  and  troubled, 
when  I  had  gazed  at  the  picture  of  Egypt, 

Catlos  Merle  was  not  with  her;  beside  her  sat  a  dark, 

^slender,  pypsy-eyed  man,  whom  the  crowds  about  named, 

rhilal  he  passed,  to  one  another,  aa  a  prince  of  some 

Danubian  province ;   fabulously  rich,  who  bad  lariahed 

on  her  black  sable  ekins,  and  diatnonds,  and  opals,  and 

Btrange  Byssantiae  things  of  untold  worth, 

And  my  heart  was  siek  fur  Carlos.  For  it  seemed  to 
me  that  already  somewhere  in  that  hot,  brilliant,  amber- 
colored,  magnolia-scented  summer  night,  the  last  rays  of 
the  Betting  sun  were  seeking  out  his  colorless  face  and 
weary  body  fn  some  haunt  of  death;  while  she,  the 
Faitstine,  the  Assassinatrese,  the  Hell-born,  was  pather- 
irig  up  her  skirts,  heavy  with  the  golden  wa^e  of  infamy^ 
and  fleeing;,  with  the  wicked  laugh  upon  her  face,  to 
passiou,  ami  to  pleasure,  and  to  riotouS'  mirth,  aod  to  the 
witches'  sabbath  of  tbe  seDsee. 

I  ioDg-ed  to  seek  for  her  A  las  I  what  could  I  do  ? — a 
Uttie,  pow6;leHfi^  iD^igaifleaut  dug ;  dragged  along  with  a 
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cord  over  the  asphalte ;  kicked  aside  by  tlie  hurrying 
happy-tbroiig^a  that  went,  trooping  Lo  ibcatcr  aud  daucrc- 
g;iirdea  ;  doftfened  by  the  music  that  swolled  from  the 
open-air  concerts  where  the  soldiers  wore  playing;  terri- 
fied by  the  savage  g-lanco  and  word  of  the  gilded  and 
belted^ij^endarmcB ;  and  glad  to  hide,  trcDihling,  benoath 
the  chairs  of  the  gay,  iridiCFerant  people  who  aat  before 
tlj>e  cafe  dojra,  and  ato  their  ices^  and  lau^bed,  and  ericd^ 
"Hoial  there  ia  Cleopaire  !'■ 

Ah,  1  wooder  if  yon  ever  tbink  of  the  woe  that  it  53 
tu  us,  that  utter  inability  to  serve  or  to  aid  those  we 
loic  ? 

The  life  was  dreary: — To  wateb  the  stiff  brown  aheeji- 
skin  gradually  moulded  under  the  worker's  handa  into 
the  sembinge  of  Boine  drooping.  lifeiefS^i,  moorland  bird. 
or  some  lovely  curl  of  clematis  fluivcr:^,  way  all  the  dia- 
Iracrion  that  i  had.  I  was  thankful — since  ingratitude 
13  a  buma»  monopaly— for  my  bodily  safety,  for  my  cor- 
poreal welfare ;  thaukrnl  tliat  I  was  not  beaten,  nor 
starved,  nor  chained.  Hut  1  was  very  sad.  1  had  lo.^t 
all  my  friends  into  the  night  of  an  unknown  fate  ;  and  1 
could  not  forgets — ^for  I  waa  a  dog. 

The  sole  interest  that  this  existence  awakened  in  me 
was  an  interest  in  this  woman  who  bad  delivGred  me 
from  death.     I  wondered  abnnt  her  ceaselessly. 

Her  j^arments  were  of  hlatk  and  very  worn,  but  the^ 
clung  about  a  form  fit  for  a  sculptor's  dream,  of  a  Greek 
{^foddess  ;  her  hands  were  forever  working  at  the  manual 
toil  by  whicb  her  s^;anl:.y  bread  was  gained,  but  they  were 
long  and  white  and  slender ;  her  face  was  very  worn  and 
attennat'Cd  a^  though  vt^ith  infiaite  want  add  sorrow,  and 
there  were  silver  threads  amongst  the  luxuriance  of  her 
hair,  but  the  shape  of  her  head  and  throat  was  haughty 
afld  full  of  stag-like  grace,  and  the  eyca  were  still  won- 
droUrtly  beautilul,  though  the  lids  were  so  swollen  above, 
ajjd  the  sbadows  were  ao  dark  L>eneath  them. 

She  had  a  look  that  was  very  far  above  the  place  ia 
which  she  dwelt,  and  the  poor  people  of  the  tenement. 
AUhough  ehe  lived  more  poorly  still  than  many  of  them, 
and  never  appeared  to  hold  herself  greater  in  any  way, 
they  yet  treated  her  with  a  curious  reverence,  aad  called 
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ber  Madame  with  more  of  courteous  meaning  than  alwaya 
lies  in  the  common  torra.  '  I  was  asharaeil  to  fret  at  tiie 
monotony  and  ohacurity  of  my  owu  exlsteace,  when  I 
Baw  how  utterly  joyless  and  cliBcrleais  her  owti  days  were 

To  a  woman  like  thia,  who  must  ont;e  have  been  of 
tare  beauty,  and  who  evidently  had  %  proud  oature  and 
B  delicaii!  taste,  tbe  maimer  of  her  life  must  hiive  been 
almost  intolerable,  ^he  rose  at  dawn  to  go  to  the  little 
•WtjTk-iablc  uodor  the  lattice;  she  rarely  ate  anything 
pave  some  thin  soup,  sotue  coGFeo,  and  some  poor  rye 
bread;  slie  saw  no  one  uoless  it  were  some  creatui'e,  yet 
poorer  ihati  hers*;Iff  who  eame  to  her  door  for  an  aid  that 
ebe  never  refused;  ahe  rarely  went  forth  aare  very  early 
to  seil  what  she  had  modeled,  or  to  obtain  the  bongh, 
the  fruit,  or  tho  dead  bird  that  she  needed  to  copy  in.  her 
dried  skin-carving, 

I  waa  aonietimes  with  Tambour,  the  do^  ia  the  place 
below; — tbat  little  flower-shop  of  herbs  aad  plants  and 
rosea  and  iuimortelles  that  smelt  frH^^raiilly  always,  nud 
gave  a  luvely  flush  of  color  in  the  dark  and  crowded  pas- 
saf^e-way  ;^and  he  told  me  fiome  fow  thinfjs  of  her. 

lie  was  au  old  briiidlsd  mastiff,  very  old;  eo  old  that 
he  renierabered  ihe  Days  of  July,  aud  bad  aoen  hia  first 
master  shot  down  in  liis  youth  upon  the  harrieades;  bat 
he  was  very  kind  and  very  pitiful.  All  our  race  are.  Was 
il  uot  the  dug-H  tliat  isuccored  Lazarus  whou  the  riuh  of 
bia  own  kind  ^eortied  him  ? 

TaiiiboUL'  lold  mo  tiiat  this  woman  Reiuo  ba^  dwell 
with  him  tbroo  years,  euniiug^,  he  believed,  from  aeross 
the  Alp^:.  She  bad  Uf?vor  in  all  that  time  lived  differ- 
ently to  what  »Iie  imiw  did  ;  nay,  she  had  indeed  lived 
wiir.ie,  for  at  first  liinliuR  uoih;  who  would  recog-nize  her 
talent  in  the  l^^athern  earving,  nor  even  purchase  sufficient 
of  it  to  grain  ber  money  eooug-h  to  buy  sheep-skins  and 
birds  for  niodelst  she  had  boon  forced  for  some  six  or 
^■ven  monthi!}  to  eafa  her  daily  bread  by  the  hard  coarse 
toil  of  sewing  the  hempen  shirts  that  the  pnpu!ace  wore, 
Saviag  a  few  coins  from  this  ill-paid  labor,  she  had  been 
able  ut  leug-th  to  obtain  the  materials  which  she  needed 
for  her  art,  and  had  succeeded  ia  obtaining  also  a  market 
for  that  art  at  a  shop  in  the  Qalerie  d'Orleaas- 
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"  Wby  that  woman  works  so,  T  cn.nnot  Lbink,"  satil  tlio 
old  dog  to  me,  where  we  nested  together  under  tbe  little 
low  coiling  of  tho  flower-sbop,  iitiioug'  the  quatiLitiea  of 
bruoin,  uad  lilius,  and  ror^ea,  und  sweet  herija,  that  fay 
dyid^  fladly  hero  ia  the  boat  atid  duf^t  und  lurmoil  of  tbe 
city ;  Qoivttfs  skk  with  long'inj*-  for  tbe  cool  toucb  of  ihe 
deWj  us  your  bcarts  f^et  faint  with  longing  for  tbe  fresb- 
aosa  of  ti'ulb  iu  tho  fever  tind  the  falsehood  of  tbe  wurliJ. 
'"^  I  cannot  think.  Why  does  she  not  set  a  pan  of  cbiir- 
coal  id  ber  chamber  one  quiet  nig'bt,  &nd  make  an  end  uf 
all  tbia  toil  forever?  Julio  did  that,— befe  in  ibis  vcr/ 
house.  And  h&  was  only  twenty.  He  was  a  Bordelaia; 
he  was  a  musician;  he  wrote  very  beautiful  things  in 
music;  at  least  tbey  souadeil  io  upon  his  viotim,  whicl* 
he  would  play  from  dawn  to  midnight  up  in  that  very 
little  garret  where  you  live  now  with  raadame.  I  have 
Been  the  people  in  tbe  street  all  gathered  luute  as  the 
dead  under  our  casemcuta;  listening  —  listening — ay, 
and  aobbijjglike  children  too.  It  must  bave  been  good 
music  that  could  move  them  bo  ?  I  do  not  know  wby  it 
was,  but  none  would  listen  to  it  in  Paris  save  these  poor 
work-peoplej  out  of  tiiese  courts  and  alleys,  who  were  I 
fiuppoae  DO  good  to  him.  Anyway  I  know  Paris  would 
not  listen  ;  no  one  would  take  bis  opera;  not  even  try  it 
And  they  said — my  people  did — that  when  be  weni  to 
one  of  tbe  great  mastera  ibis  great  man  derided  \\'\m.  It 
might  ba  so ;  men  you  see  will  not  recognize  that  all 
human  genius  is  like  alt  sun  rays,  coming  frotn  the  t^ame 
Bource,  and  therefore  the  same  light,  wbetlier  shining  on 
Europe  or  Cathay,  whether  beaming  on  a  king's  diamond, 
or  oii  a  cotter's  tuft  of  daisies.  Noj^tbey  are  so  feebly 
ftnd  Po  foolishly  jealous.  The  setting  sna  denies  the  sun 
that  rises!  Well,  J  uHo  could  got  no  hearing ;  and  be  wq8 
exceeding  jtonr ;  and  the  hunger  of  him  killed  his.  soul ; 
and,  ratbt^r  than  sink  duwn  into  tbia  iiouilL^ss,  sightless, 
bitter  life,  be  chose  to  die.  They  found  him  dead  Que 
morning;  bis  breath  &tifl*?d  by  tbe  Qre-fumes  that  were 
kinder  than  men's  neglect.  Why  does  not  this  wooian 
do  tbe  same  ?" 

**  Perhaps  she  thinks  it  a  sin  ?"  I  sugge&ted,  for  T 
knew  that  Madelon,  or  Ben  Dare,  would,  have  held  it  to 
be  so. 
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"  l^ertaps,"  assented  Tambour.  "  Tt  may  be  one.  IFe 
always  Godtiro,  you  know  \  we  never  slay  ourselves.  Yet 
it  Bcems  strange — how  she  tan  ^o  on  with  that  di'cary  life. 
All  these  three  years  no  friend  has  ever  visited  her.  No 
iettor  hftfl  ever  come  to  her.  It  must  bo  wor&e  than  death 
to  bei  utterly  forgotten,  to  be  utterly  alone,  lite  that! 
However,  I  faocy  it  will  not  laf^t  much  longer.  That 
woman  is  marted  to  die." 

"To  die?" 

"  Yes.  Hark  at  her  cough.  Look  at  the  flush  in  those 
hollow  cheeks.  See  haw  weak  she  is  when  she  rises  in 
the  morning-     She  is  marked  to  die  ;  and  that  soon," 

I  shuddered  ;  it  seemed  terrible. 

"You  are  unwise."  said  the  old  French  do^.  "Very 
unwise:  if  yoa  wish  the  woman  well.  What  ta  life  to 
her?  a  burden  borne  for  duty's  sake  alone.  She  will  bo 
as  glad  to  lay  it  down  us  a  bunted  bird  is  to  sink,  ioto  its 
nest.  There  has  come  a  certain  peace  upon  her  face  of 
late;  I  think  it  has  come  because  she  knows  death  near." 

"  But  she  is  young  still  ?" 

"Ah  I  what  does  that  matter  ?  I  have  seen  a  girl  of 
Beventeen  years  thankful  to  die;  her  beloved  one  had! 
been  slaughtered  in  the  AfrieaD  raids,  and  for  her  the 
whole  world  was  laid  desolate  because  that  one  poor 
soldier  was  dead,  in  a  nameless  grave.  You  do  not 
understand  men  and  women  much :  they  avo  vcrycurioua 
in  that.  They  are  at  once  the  moat  eellish  and  uas<!liieb, 
the  most  sublime  and  the  most  sordid,  of  all  created 
lhin*!^8.  Seel — one  of  their  women  will  kill  her  lost 
lover's  fresh  mistress  rather  than  let  him  be  happy 
through  another,  and  then  kill  herself  beeaiiBe  she  cannot 
endure  to  eiist  without  him  I  There  ia  not  the  slig'htuiBt 
eense  in  any  of  their  actions;  but  there  are  contiuaally 
the  moat  wonderful  egotism,  and  thfe  most  murvelona 
martynlom,  side  by  side  together," 

"  You  tliinfc  Ihe  life  of  Madame  Reine  a  martyrdom  ?" 

"  Well — I  do-  There  is  the  look  of  a  woman  who  baa 
renou-nced  upon  her  face.  It  ia  she  who  has  forsaken  the 
world;  not  the  world  that  hua  forsaken  her." 

"Tbere  is  a  differenoe,  then?" 

*'A   difference  I    The  poles   are  not  wider  aaunder. 
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Look  you — I  was  once  a  convent  dog.  It  was  the  hap-^ 
piesL  time  u1"  my  life.  1  neviii'  went  beyoud  tbe  garden^ 
walls,  it  is  true  ;  but  tlica  tbc  (rarden  was  so  large,  it  was 
likft  a.  littlG  kinj^dom,  I  waa  there  six  yuara;  years  of 
perfect  penct).  My  unly  office  was  to  g-uanl  tiie  convent 
fruit  from  imirauding'  chiidron  wbo  wunld,  unduunleij  by 
the  atiik'Ulity  of  the  pluee,  climb  the  Lii^ti  wullti  at.  twilight 
for  Eiakc  of  the  bursting  pinma  and  luacioud  peaches.  The 
mma  mftdu  a  fj.vorito  of  me;  and  I  csimo  to  know  tliom 
nil  perfectly  well  Tbe  greater  number  by  far  were 
women  wbom  the  world  had  abjured;  whom  ualurt-,  de- 
uyinij  beauty,  or  love,  or  sweetnesa,  or  Bomo  other 
giaciouH  charui  of  living,  had  driven  to  thirf  soliiude;  or 
who,  tiisuppointed  of  marriuge  or  ambition,  or  of  wiial- 
e?er  desire  their  aouk  were  sot  on,  had  come  thttber  be- 
cause naught  else  was  possible  to  them.  But,  again, 
there  were  a  few  whom  the  world  would  fain  have  kept; 
women  gifted,  beautiful,  victorious,  who  had  been  be- 
loved and  temptod ;  who  camo  of  their  own  will  to  t 
self-chosen  sacrifice;  laying  down  out  of  their  hands  the 
glory,  or  the  pasj^ion,  or  the  homag^e  they  enjoyed.  Now, 
of  these  first  women  tho  look  was  always  regret,  discon- 
tent, sadiiGBs,  hciplessueas:  but  of  thest:  latter  women  it 
waa  always  hnU'  eouqiieat,  and  half  captivity:  an  agony 
indeed.  And  that  18  tbe  look  this  woman  Heine  has  oa 
her  face  ;  and  death  wilh  it,  as  thtsira  mostly  had." 

And  then  he  would  eompose  hiinseir  to  3lee]i  under  the 
yellow  plumes  of  the  broom,  and  tbe  sheaves  of  great 
white  lilies,  and  dream,  I  dunbt  not,  that  be  wug  odoo 
mure  amongst  the  deep  unshaven  grasses  and  tbe  droway 
shadowy  ways  of  hla  old  convent-garden. 

This  talk  of  his  moved  mc  to  quicker  and  more  curious 
interest  than  I  might  otherwise  have  feit  iu  thii^  louety, 
proud,  weaiy  woman,  who  bad  stood  between  me  and 
the  hangman's  cord.  There  was  a  strange  fascination, 
too,  about  her;  a  fascination  that  seemed  the  stronger 
now  that  he  had  shown  me  that  death  was  hourly  steal- 
ing the  cunning  from  her  hand,  and  the  brilliance  from 
hur  eyes. 

There  seemed  in  that  mute,  haughty,  passinnate^ 
colorless  face,  so  eloquent  a  story  of  a  soul  so  hard  to 
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crash,  oF  hopes  so  hard  to  die,  of  a  spirit  eo  hard  to 
break;  a  story  of  stroug"  love,  of  strong  powers,  of  stroag 
woca,  of  Btroa^  will,  tbiU  bad  fougUt  so  bitter  a  battle 
with  fate,  and  conquered.  Yes — conquered;  but  coa- 
querod  as  the  victor  couquered,  who  with  Mb  last  sigh 
cried  "Mariturus  te  saluto," 

It  seemed  an  idle  fancy,  of  a  woniaa  who  modeled,  in 
a  garret,  woodcocks,  and  fc-ros,  and  wild  viatMiluatera 
for  the  Galerie  d'Orleanis  :  yet  I  could  not  help  believiag 
that  &be  had  once  been  famous  in.  the  blaze  of  the  woi'ld's 
Il^ht. 

OncB,  one  twilight,  Tamtiour  and  I  were  lying  under- 
neath the  lilies;  the  beautiful  pare  lilies  thflrt  the  flower- 
girls  bore  forth  every  eveoiny  to  pefish  iu  the  gas  glare 
of  the  streets  and  cafes,  aa  women  take  their  inrsocence 
aud  honor  to  wither  in  the  corruption  of  base  sins  and 
vena.1  vices. 

There  was  more  stir  than  uaual  in  the  little  place  that 
night;  there  were  eager  voices,  and  soba  and  laughter, 
and  [lushed  won*ierin^  facsa,  all  pressed  to^^ether  m  the 
lig-bt  of  the  little  eiogle  oil-lanip,  whose  feeble  rays  strug'- 
gltd  throufrh  the  dusk  of  evening.  In  the  center  of  the 
breathless  groups  wag  a  girl  of  one  of  the  adjacent  houses. 
Her  name  was  Mariquita.  She  wa^  of  Coriiovaa-jHwiah 
blood,  iLou^-h  Paris  born,  the  daughter  of  a  poor  frutt- 
veader,  who  dwelt  undur  the  tawny  leathern  awning  of 
the  melon  and  grape  elall  opposite. 

The  girl  was  haudsome,  aad  of  a  vivacionB,  electric, 
untauiahle  teiiipur;  she  bad  a  voice  too,  mellow,  sweet, 
tar-roai:hing,  and  a  fortu  as  lithe  as  a  serpent's. 

She  stood,  the  center  of  the  excited  crowd,  with  her 
brown  arms  outslretehcd,  and  her  whole  body  quivering 
beneath  her  picturesque  rags,  and  her  black  eye^  full  of 
lire,  atid  her  white  teeth  ;^-litteriag  with  tm  hysterical 
laugh  of  joy.  Evidently  some  great  joy  or  wonder  had 
Just  cyme  to  her,  in  which  the  sympathetic  crowd  was 
sha.riug;  for  Mariquitii,  despite  her  gusta  of  passion 
and  her  Uoness-like  rage,  was  a  favorite  with  tbe  people 
of  bur  quarter,  by  reason  of  her  beauty  aud  her  keen  and 
witty  tongue. 

As  Tutiibour  and  I,  roused  fi-oni  slumlier  by  their  criea 
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and  GxclamatioDB,  lifted  oor  lioads  aad  watched  Ibcm, 
wouderiDg  wimt  had  clmDced,  Mudorae  Reiae  esitpred 
the  shop;  wliich  was  tbu  only  passage  from  the  little 
street  without  to  the  staircage  of  tlic  dwellian;  which  led 
to  the  f^arret  which  she  occupied.  She  bad  been  out  on 
oae  of  the  two  oaiy  raissions  which  ever  took  hur  forth; 
either  the  sale  of  hor  carvings,  to  the  Qalerie  d'Orleaos, 
or  a  visit  of  charity  to  some  dying;  or  aiUn^  croature. 

She  pauaed  beside  Mnriquitft,  who  was  in  fl,  maancr 
favored  even  bj  her  ;  Mariqaitii,  tameless  to  a!]  others, 
bad  ever  beon  docile  to  hei-,  and  had  always  showu  a 
corioiig  attachment  and  vcntsration  for  her. 

"What  hast  thou,  Muriqaila?"  slie  asked,  arretted  by 
the  girl's  aspect,  and  by  the  excitement  of  the  little 
throng  that  filled  all  the  dark  den,  whose  ou!y  li^ht  came 
from  the  colors  of  dyins  flowers,  as  the  only  poetry  of 
your  world  comes  from  the  sadjiess  of  mined  lives. 

The  girl  flashed  her  glowing?-  eyes  upon  the  weary  face 
of  the  woman  who  qiicHtiuned  her. 

"  Madamel  marlamc  I"  sho  cried  breathlessly,  the  words 
coursing  each  other  off  her  lips.  "  Madame  !  my  fortune 
18  made — my  faiae  ia  made  I  I  shall  be  greiat — great, 
only  tbiiiU !  Tb"  director  of  the  Anibiga  has  seen  rae 
and  has  talked  with  nii.*,  and  says^  that  I  liave  the  genius 
of  Rachel  iu  me,  aurj  that  if  I  will  scrire  him,  and 
him  only,  for  Sve  year^i,  lie  will  bring  mo  out  before 
Paris,  and  make  lue  the  talk  of  all  the  world,  because  I 
have  the  three  sole  tbiiiga  that  women  want  for  grea.t- 
neas, — beauty,  and  passion,  and  voice  I  Oh,  look  I  it 
has  come  at  last,^the  chance  for  Paris  to  hear  me,  to 
see  me,  to  know  rae.  And  I  have  it  in  me  to  cujiquer 
tbem ;  I  feel  it;  I  fear  nothing,  I  heed  nothing,  I  bark 
to  nothing — only  to  tbis  surety  in  me  that  tells  me  I 
Bhall  be  great — great — great  I" 

She  was  a  ragged  Jewish  girl ;  she  spoke  in  the  tongue 
of  the  poptiUcej  she  bad  Jived  all  her  short  life  under 
the  yellow  leathern  awntog,  selHog  the  slices  of  wuter- 
melon,  and  the  handful  of  roast  chestnuts,  in  which  her 
father  dealt.  But  for  all  that  there  was  the  fire  of  truth 
in  her,  and  none  who  heard  doubted  that  her  Beif-proph- 
ecy  came  not  of  vanity,  but  of  vidioD. 
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Over  the  facR  and  fnrni  of  the  woman  who  heard  her— 
of  the  woman  to  whom  the  world  was  dead — there  passed 
fr  curious  and  terrible  change.  She  trembled  and  re- 
coiled, aod  seemed  to  aickeii,  as  one  nii|j;bt  do  who  saw 
the  grar«  of  some  lost  and  beloved  thin^  suddenly  forced, 
and  flnng  open,  by  an  alien  hand. 

"  Great,  great  I" 'she  amttored  in  her  throat,  while  her 
eyes  g'ftzed,  witbout  siji^ht  or  sense  in  them,  at  the  dilated 
triumphant  form  of  the  young'  girl.  "  Great!  Ah,  God  I 
I  dreamed  just  such  a  dream, — once  I'' 

Then,  without  seeming  to  have  any  raeniory  or  knowl- 
edge of  those  about  her,  she  moved  mtchanically  for- 
ward, aad  up  the  familiar  stairway  into  the  darkness  of 
the  steep  and  gloomy  shaft:  away  from  the  raya  of  tbe 
littEe  lamp,  away  from  the  fragrance  of  the  fading  flowers. 

Tiie  group  around  Mariquit^,  looked  after  her,  suddenly 
checked  in  their  riotous  wonder  and  joyous  felidtations; 
tbey  dimly  saw,  that  in  some  va«,'^uo  way  they  had  toueiied 
and  atrieken  tho  broken  chord  of  this  silent  life,  whoso 
melody  was  gone  forever. 

The  youn":  [sraetite  stood,  hushed,  and  afraid.  "  Wili 
it  be  so  with  nio,  ever?"  she  murmared,  and  her  head 
sunk  on  her  bosom,  and  the  lij^ht  died  out  from  her  fate, 

I  stole  up  tho  stairs  into  the  desolate  ehamber  in  the 
roof,  where  the  woman  who  had  suceored  me  had  pasaed 
alone. 

Iq  the  faint  reflection  from  tho  sunset  in  the  evening 
skiea  that  still  liiigered  here  above,  though  darkness 
brooded  in  the  street  below,  I  saw  her  kneeling  as  I  had 
Been  Madelon  kneel  in  those  weary  summer  nigbta  which 
hod  closed  the  days  that  had  failed  to  bring  her  Carlos. 

But  Madelon's  bauds  bad  dusped  hercrueifii;  tht? 
woman's  hands  were  en)]ity. 

From  tiiat  day  her  health  declined  more  rapidly  and 
visibly.  Her  weak ness  increased  so,  that  s he  eou Id 
Bcarcely  move  from  her  chamber.  She  would  drag  ber- 
eelf  wearily  from  her  bed  to  the  table  where  her  work 
Stood,  and  strive  to  moiiel  some  feather,  or  leaf,  or  bl08- 
eom ;  and  thou  would  let,  fall  the  tool  she  held,  and  siuk 
dowD  from  absolute  exhaustion. 

Hhe  cnuUl  eat  little  ;  and  the   hard  tasteleas  food  she 
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Iiad  was  ill  fitted  to  lempt  appetite.  ELo  toughed  con- 
tinually^ and  her  batfds  were  wasted  and  dtsiphanous. 

It  was  toucliitig:  to  fite  ihe  poor  peoplR  of  her  quarter 
briDj^ing-  some  Hitle  fruit,  a  golden  peach,  or  ii  loaf  full 
of  mulberries,  aod  lK'g-jj;iQg  ber  to  laale  it,  for  their  gak4'S. 
Thoy  bad  ^rown  to  Irold  ber  iu  great  rcvereacu  and  atFec- 
tloii— sad,  and  sileut,  and  proud  tbou|rb  lnjr  aspet't  was} 
and  tbey  kucw  tbat  ocily  for  a  very  littlu  longi^r  could 
this  Btran^^er  tarry  wilb  ibcm  there.  To  lnj^r  tbe  young 
Juwess  dyvotcd  herself  with  a  passionate  attacbment; 
Marii[uit:i  stildoin  spoke,  bnt  she  would  watcb  for  her 
every  want  with  her  great  radiant  wistful  eyes;  and 
Tvould  cruueb  on  tbe  floor  sleepless  and  motionless  through 
all  tbe  nig'Lt;  and  would  never  tiro,  or  be  templed  from 
her  eicio.  Once  or  twice  she  brought  some  clear  crystals 
of  ico  ;  some  g-oldon  luscious  wine;  some  cluaters  of  violet 
grapes;  the  dying-  wuiiiau  looktfd  «t  them  and  murmured 
Bome  wonder  aa  to  vflicnee  tbesa  costly  things  could 
come.  Manquit*\  grew  red  under  her  soft  brown  skin, 
and  muttered  hurriedly  of  gifts  made  to  her  father. 

But  Taniiiour  whispered  to  me  : 

"Look  you.  She  bus  not  that  goidea  eequiu  that  ^be 
always  wore  on  the  silk  cord  round  her  throat,  the  only 
ornament  sbe  bad.  Khe  ha.y  bartered  it,  I  doubt  uot,  to 
got  tbe  iee  and  the  wino  in  cscbuDgo.'' 

And  neither  do  1  doubt  that  the  girl  had  done  60, 
though  the  golden  coin  had  botm  the  pride  of  her  eyes 
aud  the  delight  of  her  soul ;  an  amulet  of  potent  cbarm^ 
DO  less  than  a  jewel  of  pL'ice,  in  her  tiigbt. 

Mariquita  a^^ain  and  again  urged  her  to  see  some  phy- 
Biciaii.     She  always  refiised 

"What  use?'*  she  would  reply;  "no  ekill  can  cu^^ 
consumption.  And,  if  such  skill  even  there  were,  I 
would  not  employ  it." 

This  was  all  she  ever  said  in  reference  to  herself,  or  to 
the  death  wbich  she  kuew  to  he  so  near.  Usually  silent 
previously,  elie  had  snuk  now  into  almost  perfect  apathy^ 
although  the  Game  desolate  taliu,  tbe  same  proud  se- 
renity, that  had  always  eliaructevized  bor,  were  witb  her 
stilL  There  was  this  dlGerenee  only,  that  whereas  bo* 
fore  she  had  seemed  a  woman  to  whom  mti  hope  of  auy 


m  THE   QUARTER    OF  TBE  POOR, 


405 


Bort  was  poaaible,  sho  had  now  tbisone  ciei'taiuty  of  death, 
whicli  was  lekuise.  Where  the  louk  iu  her  eyes  had 
been  agony,  it  Wiiti  now  resignation. 

Several  iiioniha  had  pacised  with  me  here.  Autumn 
was  dtepenino;  into  winter,  Th«  only  plants  in  tbft 
flower-shop  benefith  were  the  immortelles  and  the  wreaths 
of  ivy  leaves  for  tombs.  All  the  rest  were  pods  and 
seeds,  wiiihered  folia^.  and  sheaves  of  riried  herbs,  that 
gave  forth  a  curious  faint  odor  like  the  scent  of  herha 
fhfit  are  laid  beside  the  dead  in  cofBos. 

Paris  around,  doubtless,  waa  awakening  to  its  utmost 
gajety,  ita  wildest  whirl  of  pleasure;  but  here  we  knew 
nothinr^  of  it— we  only  knew  that  bread  would  be  dearer, 
and  that  the  very  aged  and  the  very  young  would  aoon 
perish  of' cold,  and  that  wood  would  be  scaree  for  the 
etove,  and  that  in  the  little  chamber  under  the  roof  there 
lay  a  woman  dying-. 

Ah!  That  is  all  the  poor  ever  do  know  of  what  there 
is  oa  earth.  Tliat  there  is  pain,  and  there  is  uoid,  and 
there  is  death. 

With  other  thint^a  they  have  no  part  nor  portion. 

And  all  the  while  J  shivered  in  the  dreary  attic  that 
was  scafce  warmed  at  all  by  the  little  fuel  that  alone  wan 
burnt  in  it;  and  pondered  ceaselessly  and  longingly  of 
%\\  tho-'^e  whom  1  had  known  aad  lost;  and  wondered 

in  truth  I  could  have  ever  really  been  the  little  gay 
white  cL'iMiture,  happy  and  playful,  and  prettily  proud, 
that  had  been  carcwsed  by  the  hands  of  fair  women,  and 
praised  by  the  voices  of  nobles. 

One  day,  one  very  chill  dark  day,  in  that  drear  winter- 
time, I  sat  huddled  beside  the  bed.  The  embers  liad 
quite  died  iu  the  stove;  tho'gray  December  li^ht  slrug- 
gled  feebly  throuj^h  the  scant  inlets  of  the  lattice;  the 
strong'  scents  of  the  herbs  came  up  the  stairs  like  the  odora 
of  sepuTlchers.  Mariquiti  was  perforce  absent,  gone  to 
her  task-master,  who  was  to  give  her  fame  aa  wngea. 
Madame  Heine,  half  raised  upoa  the  hard  narrow  pallet 
that  served  her  as  her  couch,  had  drftwn  some  fetters 
from  beneath  her  pillow,  and  was  reading  them — very 
slowly — one  by  one. 

She  bad  beeo  wec.ker  that  day  than  any  heretofore. 
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All  tilt'  nij^^ht  throtigh,  convulaions  hari  shak*n  bcr  wasted 
furiii;  and  tbe  homorrhniie  of  tho  lungs  boon  only  stayed 
by  tlio  ict  that  tiie  Jewish  girl  had  hoid  to  btr  parthed 
lips.  Although  I  bad  aever  beheld  death,  it  seemed  to 
me  that  there  could  not  be  many  more  hours  to  her  life; 
it  seeoied  tiiat  very  soon  this  mute,  desolate,  proud  ex- 
istence, without  a  history,  without  a  friend,  without  a 
lament,  or  a  sijfh  of  self-pity,  must  end,  anrl  take  Its 
secrets  and  its  soriowa  to  tiio  silence  of  the  gravo. 

The  letters  were  many,  and  wera  boura  in  her  hand; 
tears  had  long-  been  scoiebeU  dry  iu  her  dark  weary  eyeg, 
but  as  she  read  them,  one  by  oniS  the  auj^'iiiish  waa  Upon 
her  face  that  I  had  seeis  on  Mndflon'y  when  ?ho  had 
heard  tbat  her  lover  dwelt  in  the  lion.Me  of  Cleopiitro. 

They  were  letters  in  a  man's  hand;  Irflera  doul)tles3 
\a  which  a  man's  lioart  bad  been  apeat  iu  all  a  mau's 
frank  and  honeat  pn-saiou, 

Whou  th«  lat*t  had  been  read  by  her  the  day  was  douej 
the  light  was  well-nigh  spent;  the  evening  shadows  were 
long  and  dark  within  tho  chamber.  She  di"aj^.^ed  her- 
self with  slow  laborious  effort  from  tier  bed  to  where  the 
BL'ant  wood  burned  in  the  poor  cold  stove,  and  crouched 
down  before  it,  and  slowly  thrust  one  of  the  letters 
amuug-at  the  fuel. 

Her  oWD  secret  she  could  take  with  her  to  her  grave, 
but  his  she  could  not :  she  would  not  leave  it  for  another's 
eyes  to  learn. 

One  by  one  the  letters  were  drawn  within  the  heat 
and  tho  smoke,  and  eurled,  and  crumbled,  and  fell  away, 
a  little  heap  of  ashes.  And  to  her  it  was  even  as  though, 
with  each,  her  own  life  consumed  and  passed  away  iu 
fire;  even  as  her  years  bad' perished  in  the  furuace  of 
tbe  past, — so  perished  these  records  of  a  passion  that  was 
dfiad. 

They  were  all  her  hold  on  life  ;  all  the  bonds  that  ntill 
bound  her  to  some  old  sweet  unforg-otten  time;  all  the 
tics  that  still  held  her  to  some  divinest  eeason  when  ghe 
had  known  of  joy;  all  the  witness  that  Btill  tcfld  her  she 
also  once  had  lived. 

When  the  last  letter  alone  remained  she  paused — so 
lonif  that  the  cold  white  moon  of  winter  rose  and  shone  in 
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'through  the  lattipft  i«  the  roof,  She  waited,  as  the 
Buicide  may  wait  ere  be  dfi^'es  home  Uie  thruat  Uiat  shalt 
kill  memory  in  him  forever,  and  make  bim  dumb,  and  atill, 
and  Beuseless,  &a  the  earth  thai  will  yavva  open  to  re- 
ceive tiis  corpi^e. 

It  was  quite  Qt^ht,  the  mooa  was  bi^h  and  full,  and 
the  chamber  was  dark  as  a  g'rave,  wben  at  last  Bbe 
Btretuhed  out  ber  baud  and  let  tbe  cruel  fire  tako  those 
living,  breathing,  throbbing  words  of  a  love  that  wrote 
itself  as  deatbless;  and  burn  tbem,  as  time  burtig  pas- 
eion  till  it  diea;  and  leave  tbem  there,  a  little  coil  of 
■wind-blown,  sibnt,  Lueleaa  aabeis. 

Tben,  as  though  her  own  life  indeed  went  out  wiih 
theirs,  her  bands  njdved  feebly  as  thouglt  seeking'  some 
otber  baud  to  hold  tbero  ;  her  f^reat  dui'k  eyes  j^azed  up- 
ward as  thoug^h  searching  for  some  other  look  in  answer; 
a  convulsive  shudder  moved  her  onee — only  once — and 
stretching"  her  arms  ont  wearily,  in  the  darkness  and  the 
aolitude  and  the  silence  of  the  i^igbt,  she  bowed  ber 
beadr  aad  died. 
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Thet  buried  her  in  the  quarter  of  the  poor.  Thsy 
bad  loved  her,  these  people,  and  they  would  not  leave 
her  in  her  death  to  chance,  or  charity.  They  did  what 
they  could  to  honor  her  in  her  grave ;  and  the  Jewish  girl, 
weeping  paasionatelVj  and  refaain^  to  be  comforted,  laid 
on  that  nameleiis  grave  the  earliest  wbite-lfidies  that 
bloomed,  pure  and  spotless,  out  of  the  winter-snows. 

Amongst  the  trifles  of  her  daily  work,  of  the  art  that  she 
liad  prosecuted,  they  found  a  written  fragment  in  her 
baadwriting,  a  sheet  of  paper  torn  obiiqudy,  seemtng-  to 
be  a  btter  that  she  had  penned  upon  ber  dying  bed,  and 
then  bad  haL**  destroyed,  in  doubt  whether  or  no  to  leave 
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it  to  apeak  for  her  to  soifl&  other  when  her  voice  aboald 
be  forever  BilBnt. 

Tbo   fragmeut  was  tbiB — man/  words  probably   had 
preceded  it. 


"  It  is  sclfi.^h  to  f*crid  joii  this  ;  when  I  nra  dcn.<3  itcaa 
but  run d  your  heart,  if  your  heart  still  holds  a  pla-ce  for 
me.  And  yet  I  feel  that  1  must  write  to  you  this  ona 
laet  word, — must  1>I(J  you  know  why,  why  only,  I  flod 
from  you.  Oh,  God,  you  canaot  doubt  why  it  was, 
surely  I 

■"I  loft  all,  I  lost  all,  when  I  gava  up  the  world  for  you. 
I  had  vnaquvshed  them,  E  had  vindicated  my  own 
powers.  1  had  reached  success,  if  not  fiamej  T  had 
laleats,  if  not  genius;  I  had  touched  celebrity,  and  bril- 
liancy, and  weakh,  and  plea.'^ure;  I  had  learut  how  sweet 
the  praise  of  tlie  world  can  be-  I  had  tasted  bow  precioua 
iB'the  hoiua^^e  of  watching  eyea  and  listening  ears:  nad 
I  gave  it  up  all — all — for  you.  Only  fur  you.  It  was 
not  ray  duty  as  a  wife,  he  bad  forfeited  all  claim  to  it. 
Jt  was  not  my  honor  as  a  wonmn,  you  were  dearer  to 
me  than  that.  It  was  neither  of  those  that  made  ine 
leave  you  to  think  me  dead  so  long.  No : — it  was  for 
your  sake  alone. 

"  It  seems  such  a  little  thinflf  for  a  woman  to  give  hef 
lifi.!  up  to  love;  and  it  in  little,  truly,  so  little  that  do  you 
think  I  ahouhl  have  p:insi'd  one  moment  out  of  selfish 
fear  ?  But  it  i-s  a  great  thin^  for  a  man — a  terribia  thing; 
— a  thing  not  less  than  ruin. 

"  You  and  I  have  known  the  world — have  we  seeQ  any 
fate  less  deadly  to  a  man  than  tliat  surrender  of  himself 
to  the  wife  of  another,  in  a  union  that  has  all  tho  bond- 
BgSj  and  none  of  tlie  honor,  of  marriage?  And  the  sweeter, 
tho  truer,  the  more  toyal  the  mau^a  natare,  the  worse  ia 
the  bondage  for  him. 

"  It  was  not  bccBuse  I  doubted  you  that  I  dared  not  bo- 
come  your  raiatresa:  it  was  because  I  trusted  you  ao 
utterly.  You  loved  me  with  such  noble  and  perfect  love; 
you  would  have  surrendered  your  life  to  mine  as  mdem- 
uity  f"r  what  you  would  have  thought  my  sacriQee;  you 
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would  have  held  that  the  world's  scorn  g^ave  me  upon 
jou  a  claim  fast  as  iroa.  iruperialmljle,  eternal.  Vou 
Would  never  more  Lave  beeo  froe  ;  and  I — I,  oh,  my  lovel 
fihould  have  heen  j'our  jailor,  jour  injarer,  your  cursB. 

**  I  had  strenij;th  to  save  you  from  myself — from  your- 
self; to  set  my  will  for  your  sake  between  your  passion 

End  ray  own Will  you  understand  this?    Yoa 

must  at  least  believe.     Since  far  it  I  have  loiit  all 

"  Do  not  seek  to  loarn  how  have  I  lived:  it  has  been  by 
eitnple  band-labor  nlone. 

"  The  mock  pasaiDiiSj  the  counterfeit  woea,  the  mimicked 
embracos  of  the  stnge  seemed  profanat.ion  to  me  when 
once  you  had  lobked  into  my  eyes.  Moreover,  had  I  re- 
mained before  the  world,  I  could  not  have  been  vpkhdrawn 
from  your  sight,  your  voice,  your  preseace ;  and  women 
are  so  weak,  I  could  not  have  beeu  sure  an  hour  of  ray 
Btreugth.  It  was  for  you — for  yon  alone.  I  knew  so 
well  the  loyal  knightly  sweetness  of  your  nature  ;  I  knew 
Bo  well  that  you  would  have  deemed  yourself  mine  till 
death;  I  knew  so  well  bow  it  would  have  eudeil — the  old, 
old  historyl  —  when  some  higher,  happier^  purer  love 
should  have  arisen  to  you,  and  1 — your  Diiatreas — should 
have  stood  between  you  aod  all  fair  tbiiij^'-a  of  iniioceuca 
and  honor. 

"  Will  you  believe  ? — My  God  1  yon  mu^t/  For  you  I 
have  borne  worse  than  death; — for  you  I  have  "killed 
raysolf  in  rny  youth,  my  beauty,  my  power,  my  victory; 
— for  you  1  have  died,  and  yet  have  kept  the  agony  of 
lifa  awake  in  mo ;  yet  in  my  grave  have  I  heard  the 
laughKjr  of  the  happy  world,  and  all  the  glad  and  buay 
BQuudfi  of  earth.  VV^ill  ever  woman  love  you  aa  t  h^vv 
loved?     No^never,  never,  never  I  ,  .  .  ," 


There  the  words  ceased,  and  the  paper  was  torn 
asunder,  as  though,  when  she  had  written  these,  she  had 
feared  to  send  them  to  him  lest  in  them  she  should  leave 
a  legacy  of  pain,  lest  by  tbcra  abe  should  deal  the  stroke 
that  she  bo  long  had  spared,  leat  through  them  any  sort 
of  Belfish  pity,  any  breath  of  unseonscious  rebuke,  should 
aeem  to  hinj  to  iinger  in  her  dying  memorj  of  hijaa. 
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Marjquttk  took  the  tora  sheet,  and  caused  it  t>  b«  read 
aloud  to  her  bj  aomo  Jew  of  tho  quarter  who  underatooa 
tfie  English  character  !□  which  it  had  beeo  pectned-  !5h@ 
heard  it  with  wondering  eyea,  nil  ablaze  with  fire  and 
yet  all  dimmed  with  tuars;  then  she  folded  the  paper 
rovereutlj,  and  laid  it  wibhla  a  little  cuiiaus  leathera 
lockut  that  she  owned;  and  thrust  it  withio  her  bosom. 

"Some  day  I  maj  meGt  htm,"  she  mattered  to  ber- 
eelf;  and  she  went  ou  htiP  way  with  the  first,  snowdrops 
of  the  year  to  that  aamelGsa  grave  iti  the  quarter  of  the 
poor. 
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Fos  a  brief  apace  afterwards  I  remaiaed  in  the  Httle 
flower-ahop.  Mariquitii  vehemently  implored  for  permia- 
eion  to  possess  herself  of  me,  entrcatinfj;,  and  command- 
ing^, and  exeoratiuj^,  and  oonjuring  all  ia  one  breathy  in 
her  own  impetuous  volcanic  fashion,  but  all  ber  prayera 
were  uselBsa.  The  time  had  not  come  for  her  to  have 
entered  on  the  career  that  looked  to  her  the  hjgbrond  of 
glory  and  of  affluence  ;  yhe  was  exceedingly  poor ;  and  she 
had  nothing  to  offer  for  me  save  a  few  old  battered  cen- 
time pieces.  The  florist  shrupu-ed  hia  shoulders  and  an- 
swered that  I  was  of  value  ;  that  he  had  a  right  Eo  me, 
as  his  dead  lodger  had  cost  him  more  Uian  she  had  paid 
(this  I  am  certaia  was  untrue),  and  that  he  should  keep 
me  until  he  eould  make  an  advantageous  sale.  All  tfco 
low  cunning,  and  the  hungry  avarice  of  the  low  Freccb 
nature,  bad  awakened  in  him ;  without  any  other  counter- 
acting influence  to  combat  it^  now  that  the  one  womau 
was  ^one  towards  whom  be  had  felt  forced  to  yield  a  ee'- 
tain  reverent  subraiesioD.  Sq  I  remained  ;  dull,  weary, 
spiritless,  ill  fed,  ill  eared  for;  knowing  no  moments  of 
pleasure  except  when  the  Jewish  gjrl  would  beg-  me  for 
«.□  hour,  and  warm  me  beside  the  little  stove  at  which 
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her  father  ro&sted  bis  sweet  chestnut?,  and  sit  with  ma 
under  the  broad  old  red  wcather-ataiiicd  umbrella  that  in 
winter  replaced  the  tawDy  awning  of  aprinfj;  and  Punuiier. 
Bat  tbesti  times  were  few  aud  far  between,  for  MariquilAi 
weat  daily  now  to  tbc  theater,  at  which  she  was  to  acquire 
the  rudimentary  g-raee  and  science  of  that  Art  which,  aa 
Seen  in  her  marvelous  vialona,  waa  to  make  her  meet  with 
the  empresBca  of  the  eartb. 

I  did  not  aeek  to  run  away,  thong'li  I  was  raiaerable, 
I  had  ftequirod  that  sad  knowledge  which  the  young  are 
ao  rebellious  against — that  there  are  things  worse  even 
Ihan  a  dreary  and  desolate  rconotony.  I  had  known  the 
lasfa,  the  guad,  the  life  of  thu  public  toy,  the  endless 
labor  of  mi  ever-renewing  taskj  and  I  knew  that  there 
were  worse  fates  than  to  see  the  days  and  the  nig-lita 
drift  dully  by,  sitting  amongst  the  stores  of  evergreens 
aud  Llio  pale  winter  roauB,  even  a^  men  and  wonieu,  when 
their  life  ie  done,  sit  amidst  deathless  memories  and  faiat 
sickly  hopes. 

Awhile  earlier  I  should  have  Tehelled  passionately 
against  this  coiorlees  and  weary  existence ;  but  dovt  I 
knew  that  not  actively  to  suffer  is  almost,  in  this  life  wo 
lead,  the  aeareat  approach  we  get  to  joy.  So  I  took  the 
broken  crusts  and  the  bosfrudged  shelter,  and  the  chilly 
hearth  where  the  stove  was  cold,  and  tried  hard  to  be 
thankful  becauidic  the  suow-Qakes  eould  not  cover  me,  and 
the  hall  could  not  pelt  me,  and  the  shivering'  mouate- 
banks,  who  came  into  the  quarter  of  the  poor  to  dance 
on  the  icy  g;round  and  to  shake  their  spangles  in  the  blue 
hard  froiit,  could  oot  sciize  lue  as  a  brother  aud  claim  me 
ad  a  slave. 

"  Ah,  little  one  I  shall  we  ever  liy^e,  thou  and  1  ?"  cried 
Mariquita  to  me  one  day,  rebelling  in  her  wayward  youth, 
against  the  poor  barren  life  of  hardehip  add  of  solitude 
that  she  led  at  her  iaiherV  fruit  stall.  She  might,  1 
kaew — for  she  was  a  wojuan,  and  bcantifuJ,  and  tusueh 
the  apple  of  life  will  ever  be  tossed  if  they  do  not  mind 
the  black  speck  at  its  core  of  dishonor.  But  to  me  it 
seenied  that  never  more  eould  mirth  or  joy  return. 

Yet,  8S  often  chances,  I  think,  in  this  life,  both  were 
nearest  to  me  when  I  deemed  them  farthest.     The  time 
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came  wlifiil 
new  year  bi-gan. 


wlifiii  tbe  old  man  sold  me;  sold  me  juat  aa  Iba 
I  was  now  so  sick  at  heart,  so  tired, 
and  so  lionit'less,  that  indeed  i  cared  little  whither  I  weut, 
nor  what  my  fate  might  be.  Only  1  dreaded,  witb  a 
terror  untold,  the  stick  of  Gik  and  the  little  red  coal  of 
La  Fipetta. 

There  was  tho  u&ual  dmffering  of  strange  voices; 
flome  broken  weeks  of  unrest  and  captivity  ;  some  misery 
in  Btrango  heads  and  binding  chains;  some  piteous, 
dumb,  wondering  woe,  that  none  seemed  to  note  or  care 
for;,  i^ea  thetMj  came  a  day  of  travel  hy  land  and  sea,  and 
when  my  cage  wa&  opened  and  I  wae  loosed  from  it 
with  eyes  blinded  by  the  rush  of  lif^ht,  and  senaea  half 
Dunihed  and  half  maddened,  I  thought  that  1  was  dream- 
ing- a  dream  of  my  old  dead  life. 

The  chamber  was  strangely  familiar.  The  place 
seemed  to  me  like  "a  t&le  tbnt  '\a  twite  told.^* 

Its  cabinets,  its  bookcases,  Its  mirrors  on  their  groand 
of  rnby  vt^lvet,  ita  grand  piano  in  a  half-lit  recesa,  its 
Biaglo  small  marble  stamette  of  the  "  Outt  nnd  der  Bay- 
adere," its  exquisite  topy  of  tbe  "  Depart  pour  Cythfere.'^ 
hung  betiveen  photographs  of  Rachel  and  Ristori ;  did  T 
dream  nf  these  in  one  of  the  many  dreams  of  them  which 
bad  haunted  mo  among- the  Ion;,' diy  Campagna  grasses, 
under  tbe  orchard  trees  of  the  Silver  Staj^.  and  amongst 
the  white  lilies  and  yellow  broom  of  tlio  liuwor-shop  in 
Paris  ?  Or — was  I  in  troth  once  luore  in  the  supper- 
room  (if  the  Coronet?  The  door  had  closed  behind  me; 
1  was  alone.     1  gazed  round  in  eagerness  and  amaze. 

There  behind  tliu  bookcase  glass  wei'e  ihe  tTeam-hued 
faces  of  Scribe  and  all  hiy  bitahren;  theru  on  the  couch 
were  the  sealskins,  and  the  blai-k  laces,  and  the  painted 
fun  of  a  woman ;  there  on  the  table  were  the  Majolica 
frui^Btanda  that  I  knew  ao  well,  and  the  Httle  silver 
wagon  that  held  the  cigarettes,  and  the  claret-Jugs  with 
their  swan-like  neck;^,  and  the  quaint  old  flasks  of  Hhine- 
land  wine  r^ — yes,  surely  it  was  no  dream.  1  was  once 
more,  after  my  wanderings,  in  the  pleasant  festal  eham. 
ber  of  the  unforgotten  theater : — I  was  once  more  in  tbe 
old  charming  life  of  esise  and  fashion,  where  the  wheels 
of  time  were  oiled  with  gold,  and,  if  Care  still  clung  be- 
hindj  Fk&aure  at  tbe  leaat  ran  on  before. 
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And  I  full  half  blind  with  joy. 

For,  write  as  you  will  of  the  glory  of  poverty,  and  of 
the  ennui  of  pleasure,  there  is  no  life  like  this  life,  wherein 
to  the  sight  and  tho  sense  all  tbings  minister ;  wherefrom 
harsh  discord  and  all  unloveJiiries^  are  banished  j  where 
the  rare  beauty  of  hig-h-born  wnnipn  is  coramoii ;  where 
the  passions  at  their  wildest  still  ehf^ntho  tbeniselveg  in 
courtesy's  silver  scabimrd;  whtre  the  daily  babils  of 
existence  are  made  gracpful  aud  artistic,  where  grief  and 
woCf  and  fend,  and  futile  lonj^injjs  for  lost  loves,  can 
easiest  be  forp;ot  hi  dtlbate  luugrhttr  and  in  endless 
change.  Artificial  I  Ah^  well— it  may  be  so.  But  since 
nevefniore  will  you  return  to  the  life  of  the  savage,  to 
tbe  wig-wani  of  the  squaw,  it  is  best,  methinks,  that  tho 
Art  of  Living-,  the  f^riiat  Savoir  Vivre,  should  be  brou_E;bt, 
Las  you  seek  to  bring  all  other  arts,  up  to  uttermost  per- 
Tection- 

I  f5at  down,  and  gazed  around  me  in  a  tumult  of 
memory  and  of  expectation  It  was  very  still  escopt  for 
the  roll  of  the  carriages  in  tho  street  below.  In  thia 
room  you  never,  at  any  time,  would  hear  one  sound  to 
lell  you  that  an  audience  of  three  tboaaand  people  was 
Bhouting  with  applause,  or  abriekiug'  with  uiirth,  only  a 
few  feet  beyoud 

In  tbid  atratig'e  sileflce — strange,  because  such  intensity 
of  lil'o  was  80  near, — I  thought,  I  knew  not  why,  of  tbe 
hoy  statesman  who  had  kiil<!d  himself  upon  the  hearlb 
of  this  very  chamber,  to  have  his  jewels  riflerl^  even 
whilst  she  kissed  bis  dead  lips,  by  the  woman  for  whom, 
he  perished. 

W-aa  it  always  thus,  I  wondered?  Always  tbe  lovti, 
and  tbe  ioynlly,  and  tbe  faithrulness  that  eulTered  ;  and 
all  that  lived  hi  peace  and  pknteuusuees,  the  Fau^tlne, 
the  Cleopatref 

As  I  mcised  tho  door  opened,  and  a  woman  entered. 

Have  yon  never  seen,  in  life  or  on  some  old  master's 
canvas^  a  beautiful  child's  face,  fair,  tender,  serious  even 
to  sadness,  with  the  golden  hair  cut  low  and  square  over 
the  brow,  and  the  dreaming  eyes  gazing  etraightly  otit^ 
beyond  you,  very  far  beyond  you?  If  you  have,  yon 
havG  seeu  this  woman's  face  as  she  came  into  tbe  lighted 

35* 


Al< 


FTTCK. 


chamboT,  witb  bTttck  folds  of  velret  sweepiog:  after  htw 
us  she  moved,  with  that  grave  grace  of  motioD  wljicb 
always  seems  to  belonw-  to  other  centuries ;  to  the  tei^ 
races  of  Marly,  to  the  halls  of  RotnbouMlet,  to  the  stadioa 
of  VaDdjke,  to  the  palaces  of  Cbarlea  the  First.  And 
which  you  have  loBt^-yes,  lost  strangely,  in  thia  day  of 
yours  when,  aH  lovely  and  thoroujkrb-bred  tbotig^h  many 
of  your  women  be,  they  smoke  their  papered  cigareltes, 
and  talk  their  stolen  slang,  bet  OQ  tbeir  g'unners  in  it 
drive  of  grouse,  and  land  their  gasping  grilse  to  their 
own  line ;  take  a  double  and  drop  like  a  work-woman, 
and  "got  on  for  a  good  thing"'  at  the  Cravsn,  or  tbe 
July,  with  a  reckless  audacity  that  never  flies  at  any- 
thing less  than  four  figures. 

She  looked  at  mc  with  a  smile  which  seemed,  I  thought, 
surely  that  I  Bhould  have  to  endure  from^  her  neither 
harshness  nor  caprice. 

'^  Whftt  ft  pretty  creature  1"  ftbe  Raid  as  she  stooped  to 
touch  me;  but  I  stuyed  not  for  her  caress;  I  forgot  her 
very  presence,  fnr  beyond  her  I  saw  Beltran. 

Time  Iiad  not  dimmed  my  memory  of  him,  nor  had  it 
quenched  my  affection  ;  with  a  hark  of  delight  I  escaped 
through  her  handa  and  sprang  on  hira  ;  recalling  myself 
to  bis  remembraneo  with  all  the  innocent  aitB  of  which 
I  was  master.  He  was  In  nowise  altered,  bi]t  bad  he 
been  so,  ever  bo  greatly,  my  instinct  would  have  been 
true  to  him. 

We,  who  can  only  love  durably,  cling  to  the  creatnre  of 
our  aCfectioQs,  no  matter  how  time  have  blanched  his  locka^ 
bowed  his  frame,  shattered  his  whole  being:  you  who 
talk  so  grandly  of  elective  affinities  nod  the  unions  of  soula, 
pass  your  i^arly  love  in  the  street  without  knowing  ber, 
if  she  have  but  wrinkled  a  little ;  and  break  off  your 
marriage  troth  with  your  lover  if  a  show^er  of  shot  chance 
to  change  bis  handsome  face  to  deformity. 

He  locked  at  n.e  in  my  ecstasies  with  amused  scirpriae; 
he  had  no  sort  of  knowledge  of  me;  but  as  be  turned  to 
her  ti  ppeak  of  my  value,  the  little  collar  that  I  wore 
caughe  his  sight,  and  he  raised  me  to  read  the  inscription 
upon  it. 

The  bit  of  metal  that  had  been  fashioned  for  me  at  the 


forge  in  the  woods  of  the  Peak^  was  Btill  about  my  throat ; 
it  was  uot  worth  a  brasa  coin,  so  none  had  cared  to  rob 
me  of  il 

If  you  wish  to  keep  a  thing",  let  it  Lave  naught  to 
attratit  the  eyes  of  others;  a  rule  which  60nietini«s  seems 
to  influence  you  too  often  in  the  selection  of  your  wives. 

His  face  changed  as  he  read, 

"Puekl'^  he  muttered  j  "as  I  live,  it  is  the  same  dog 
that  belong-ed^ " 

The  phrase  was  left  nnGniahed;  the  woman  besids 
him  turned  with  a  flush  of  surprise,  in  which  one  saw 
how  very  youthful  was  that  lovtly  face, 

"Puck  I  Puck!"  aho  echoed,  as  though  my  name 
broughtj  also,  to  her  some  memories.  "  Can  it  be  the 
same  ?     Tbat  is  stranj^e,  indeed  1" 

"  It  is  the  same  do{^^  oddly  eooug-h/'  said  Beltran,  aa 
he  fsa.ve  me  to  her;  but  there  was  an  annoyance  almost 
a  displeasure  on  his  face  as  he  spoke.  Whatever  might 
be  ber  Tememhrance  of  me, — for  of  her  I  had  none,— -to 
him  evidently  I  bore  but  one  association,  and  that  the 
unwelcome  one  of  Aviee  Dare.  For  me,  personally,  I 
Buppo.==e  ho  cared  nothing.  Alaa,  for  us  I  it  is  almost 
ever  so  in  ihe  intercourse  between  our  race  and  yours. 
Between  human  beings,  when  two  measures  of  lore  are 
weighed  out  by  the  hand  of  fate,  to  bo  mingled  together 
in  uaioHi  one  scale  is  always  hght  and  the  other  always 
heavy:  how  much  more  so  between  meu  aad  dog&  ! 

Although  we  spend  all  that  we  pessess  of  loyalty  and 
strength  and  courage  in  humao-sfirvice,  and  break  our 
hearts  oftentimes  for  human  friends,  we  are  seldon»  much 
loved  in  return,  A  careless  touch  of  the  hand,  a  kindly 
word  or  two  now  and  then,  a,  br<;ken  trtisl,  a  tossed 
bone,  these  are  paynieots  Btiough  for  a  do^:  '.'only  a 
dog:." 

Here  and  there  a  Rab  will  find  a  chronicler;  a  St. 
John  will  beg  with  his  last  breath  that  his  bones  be  !aid 
besido  Tiion's  ;  a  Byron  wiK  value  his  "  one  friendj"  a 
Walter  Scott  will  think,  aniiilst  woe,  and  debt,  and  the  ex- 
hauRtion  of  n  mortal  disease,  of  "the  dogs;"  and  tombe 
will  be  raiised  to  lost  and  hmiented  dog-comrades  as  in 
thr  little  shadowy  yew-circled  cemetery  of  Wrest.     But 
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thcae  esceptiona  ar^-  rery  rare.  For  the  most  part  we 
arc  but  little  loved,  little  heeded,  aad  Dot  at  all  remem- 
bnrcd. 

The  woman  bending  o  ver  me  caressed  me  with  a  dreamy 
tunderaess,  as  thoug^h  tbrnkiog  of  other  tbiD);;s  that  my 
pre&ence  brought  from  same  past  timu.  Her  eyes  seemed 
dim  aa  she  looked  at  me,  with  a  aweet  va^uc  sadness,  aa 
for  some  ri^m timbered  eeason  of  great  woe.  Btdtran  drew 
TUG  away  from  ber, 

"  If  he  briiifcft  you  those  raemories  he  shall  not  stay.  I 
would  never  hav-o  bought  him  if  I  bad  known " 

"Why?"  she  anawereii  him,  still  dreamily.  "I  shall 
care  more  foF  bim.  As  for  those  memories — when  do  1 
ever  forget  them  ?  And  do  you  thiok  I  would  forget  if  I 
could  F" 

"  I  wish  that  you  would  at  least.  There  is  only  one 
thing  you  can  want  to  remembor " 

"And  what  is  that?" 

"That  you  are  fiimoua  now^aod  happy.  You  are 
happy  ?" 

There  soeiutd,  1  thought^  Bome  little  donbt  aud  vague 
ftpprebension  in  his  question. 

If  there  were,  they  must  have  been  contented  by  the 
look  in  ber  eyes  as  they  turned  on  him;  a  look  so  elo- 
quent ihat  it  needed  not  in  its  confirmalJon  the  half  sigh 
of  joy  with  which  her  lips  breathed  the  answer. 

"  Happy  ?  Ah,  yes!  Happier  than  it  can  ever  seem 
right  to  me  to  be " 

He  did  not  ask  her  why  this  should  bo  so, ^perhaps  he 
knew. 

Almost  at  that  moment  the  door  of  the  supper-rooir , 
which  tbey  !iad  left  open  to  the  passa^s  beyond,  was 
filled  by  the  forme  of  five  other  mea  :  three  were  strang-era 
to  mc ;  in  the  two  others  I  recos'uized  the  fair  features 
of  Lord  Guilliadene,  and  the  lofty  form  and  dnrk  guerrilla- 
iike  head  of  Derry  Denzil.  To  me  it  seemed  so  marvel- 
onsly  strange,  so  bi'oathlessly  bowilderin|r,  thus  to  be 
tossed  back  once  more  by  the  battledoov  of  ebaiice  into 
the  heart  of  these  old  associations  and  uuforg'otteu  memo- 
ries that  I  cowered,  dumb  and  dizzy,  in  a  corner,  wonder 
in^  etill  if  I  were  not  dreaming  ail  "these  things  under  the 
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ng-  Hlies  of  the  floriat'a  little  den,  or  the  golden-fruited 
peiir-trees  of  Madelon^s  orchard. 

But,  with  them,  there  appeared  a  pi-eaoace  which  did 
assure  me  beyond  all  doubt  or  question  that  I  wad  in  the 
region  of  fact  and  not  of  fant^y ;  for  into  the  chamber  there 
entered  a  Uttle  black  slender  fi*,'ure,  hung  abont  with 
golden  bells,  with  piercing  eyes,  diamond  bright^  and  a 
pert  proud  coasequentitil  carriage.  Need  I  say  it  waa 
Panfreluche  ? 

Siie  darted  at  me,  angered,  curious,  brimful  of  irrila- 
tiOQ,  anii  rettdiness  foi*  Inisoltince  ;  then  dropped  her  noso 
to  mine,  and  cocked  her  ears,  and  screamed,  "Mercy  1  if 
it'ft  not  tliiit  little  fool  I" 

The  salutation  was  not  courtly  nor  complimentary; 
yet  it  fell  sweetly  upon  my  eara,  la  not  the  roug-b- 
ness,  or  the  sarcasm.  oF  a  tricnd  more  wckome  than  tho 
auave  lualacerity  of  conveniionality  clothed  foes?  It  ia 
so  to  us :  not  perhaps  to  you;  for  humanity  has  learnt 
to  love  a  dftintly 'dressed  falHrhood.  What  matter  to  you 
if  garden  snails,  pulled  off  the  cabhag-es,  have  made  your 
loup,  Bo  louj;'  aa  you  don't  know  it  and  are  cheated  by  a 
clever  cook  into  murmuring,  "  What  a  pood  foniiorfim6  P"* 

Fanfreluclie  knew  nie  iuatautlj  ;  and  ws^h  g'lad  to  seo 
me,  witb  that  warmth  of  heart  whieh  had  always  under- 
lain her  cynical  assumptions.  Quickly,  as  thoug'h  wo  had 
never  parted,  we  were  talking  fast  iti  that  tongue  of  ours, 
which  you  understand  as  little  aa  you — deaf  iu  your  own 
conceit — uofleriSLatid  wiiat  the  rooks  Ulk  to  one  another 
in  the  HWoet  etill  ovetdng  time  j  or  know  thij  mcaninj^  of 
the  nitrht-bird.s'  signals,  as  they  move  in  the  world  of 
shadows ;  or  catch  the  word  of  waruiug  with  which  tha 
blackcock,  ou  bis  tussock  of  heathtir,  te^lc?  his  hrcthrea 
of  tLo  rifie-gleam  \  or  comprehoud  the  coquettcries  of  the 
prairie-fowrsquaitit  ceremonJous  country  dances  j  or  kanw 
by  what  rule  of  command  and  subjection  the  graat  armies 
of  porpoises  move  with  such  precision  and  wisdom j  or 
tell  what  amorous  poetry  the  stockdove  murmurs  to  her 
mates  through  the  sweet  green  summer  silence ;  or  trans- 
late any  other  of  the  iunoDieralile  tongues  that  daily  and 
nightly  fill  the  woods  and  wate^a,  the  meadows  and  seas, 
with  their  meaning.  A  meaning  to  the  full  as  intelligible 
SB 


lis 


PUCK. 


fiod  as  useful  as  that  of  your  owo  speech ;  only  you  ara 
tfio  vain  to  believe  it,  and  too  limited  indeed  in  your  iu- 
toilig:eucG'a  to  be  able  to  do  so  much  aa  perceive  it.* 

"  Where  on  earth   liave  you   been   all  these  yeara?" 
began   i'aafiTluebe,  showfiiig  the  passage  of  tlie  years  i 
herself  no  mure  than  does  your  i'riaky  matron,     "And' 
you  look  aa  much  of  a  baby  ^a  ever  you  did,  you  poor 
little  atom  of  swansdown  l*^' 

Tbis  waa  insolent,  for  1  was  treble  her  size,  but  I  Tvaa 
loo  content  to  meet  her  once  more,  to  pause  to  vindicate 
Jity  dignity  ;  and  indeed  she  gave  me  do  time  to  do  so, 
uoc  any  peace,  until  I  bad  related  to  her  all  my  vieissi- 
tudea  from  the  period  of  my  disappearance.  For  them 
she  evinced  aotne  compassion,,  and  more  contempt;  as  I 
believ^e  your  friends  are  in  the  habit  of  doing-  when  you 
tell  them  how  your  wife  baa  gone  wroDg,  your  baDk 
broken,  your  horae  proved  a  non-stayer,  your  pigeon 
fallen  outside  the  indosure,  or  any  other  misfortune  of 
your  existence. 

"I  ara  sorry  yon  have  ever  been  professional,"  she 
■said  disdainfully,  when  she  had  beard  of  the  days  of  La 
Pipetta.  "You  haven't  lost  caste.  We  don't;  a  thoroag^h- 
hred's  always  a  thorough-hred,  if  he  come  down  to  draw-" 
lag  a  cart.  But  the  stage  never  suits  us.  It  suits  them. 
Human  beings  are  always  acting  off  the  boards;  they 
may  just  33  well  do  it  oa;  a  lie  of  two  more  or  less, 
when   they  are   about   it,  doesn't   matter  much.      But 

we " 

"  Tell  me  all  about  yourself.  What  hare  you  done  ?" 
I  iaterrupted  her,  remembering- of  old  bei"  di^pofiition  lo 
chatter  cplj^ram,  or  what  abe  tbouj^ht  wa^  siicb  with 
about  aa  much  reason  as  your  ignorant  diner  will  taka  a 
hit  of  mutton,  smothered  in  sauce,  to  bo  an  epif^Tamoie 
d^agneau. 

"Done  I"  she  echoed.  "I?  My  dear,  I  should  talk 
all  night  if  I  attempted  to  tell  you.     You've  lived  in  a 


•  I  hope  B.  carlaiE  ^lontemptaDus  tune  of  self-glorification,  tli&t  raat 
throughout,  will  be,  forgiypn  to  mj  frieDci  Ptick.     It  13  perbapa  pardou- 
abLo  wbL'Q  WQ  TcflQc^  that  his  telcb  alirays  einoM  out  &  rogue,  nowever  b%  ^ 
may  b^  olothcd ;  aaJ  that  wo  Btldom  or  ii«viir  detect  oii«,  prorided  odI^ 
he  hSf  as  the  French  say  ^i£  Ebeir  aprLcat»r  <r^9-&i«n  dori. — £fi. 
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pnppet^box,  au  aaberije,  and  an  attic  IVe  lived  with, 
Dae  tlucbcsa,  one  marcbioneas.  ttiree  anonymas,  a  rector's 
wife,  a  hoTBe-coiiper,  au  a.mbassadrGBs,  a  tinker^  and  a 
manufacturer  of  Irnffles, — indU-rubber,  and  so  true  to  lifo 
tbat  nobody  but  a  pig  could  have  told  tlie  diflcrcuce ; 
pefjple  went  into  ecstiiaJes  over  tlieir  flavor  I  Done  ? 
Why.  iL'a  au  eternity  since  I  saw  you!  A  brido  n'bom  I 
wa,3  bou^li.t  for  whtiU  you  went  off  tKe  goene — sueU  a 
preLLy  cfoature,  and  quite  a  love-match  ! — bas  ha<i  time 
tu  f^'-et  into  the  'Court  of  Probate,  etc.,'  (md  out  ayaiu, 
find  id  just  Koiug"  to  marry  ber  lover.  ISy-tbe-way,  I  su\v 
her  throw  her  arms  rkjund  her  husband,  and  kiss  him 
with  her  pretty  ianocent  lips,  the  very  n:g-ht  she  ran  off 
with  the  other  one  from  old  Lady  Tjflemouth^s  'Email 
and  early.'     Oh!  those  denr  ^'"omen  !'' 

"  And  what  became  of  the  husband  ?" 

"How  out  of  fashion  you  are,  thinking  of  him — thai 
comes  of  liv^ing-  in  puppet-bosc-s  anil  garrets.  Oh,  he 
went  mad,  I  believe:  ia  mad  now.  A  fiae,  gallant-looking 
fellow,  too  ;  biiL  I  knew  from  the  first  he  was  a  great 
fool;  he  always  preferred  sweet  champagnes,  and  never 
could  oat  11  raw  oyster." 

"  But  tell  me  all  tbat  has  hnppencd  hero?"  I  urged, 
breathless  aud  curious,  is  I  g-azt^d  at  the  familiar  faces, 
and  the  familiar  things,  and  hoard  Ilcltran'a  slow  melo- 
dious contemptuous  tones,  and  UeiiziPs  deep  frank  laugh- 
ter, "lias  he  restored  the  theater?  And  who  is  that 
lovely  woman  ?" 

'*That  iovdy  wom&a  you  will  know  more  about  than 
1, — ror  you  are  going  to  live  with  her,  1  believe.  He  re- 
stored the  theater,  at  a  ruinous  coyt,  directly  after  it  was 
wrecked,  partly  bconurie,  out  of  kindliuesa,  he  wouldn't 
turtfc  his  emploji^s  adrift  in  midwinter;  and  partly  out 
of  pride,  becau&e  he  wouldn't  have  the  town  say  tbat  the 
Buccesa  of  biis  stage  depended  on  Laura  Pearl,  or  Avice 
Dare  as  you  used  to  call  her " 

"And  she  is  in  Paris?  She  is  Cicopiltre?'^  I  de- 
manded, Ecarco  able  still  to  disentangle  past  from  present, 
I  dream  from  fact. 

"  She  ia  Cleopatre — just  now^ — yes,"  aseented  Fanfre- 
llucb^  ;  "  what  she'll  be  before  she  dies  nobody  on  cartfa 
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CflQ  eay — a  peercsa,  or  a  priacess,  I  shouldn't.  wondtT* 
That  wotnua  understands  the  great  rule  of  suuet&s,^ — 
*frappez  vile,  et  frappez  foH,^ — ►and  don't  care  a  hang 
wliGre  you  atrilie.  1  was  in  Paris  all  last  winter,  ttud  I 
thought  she  was  having-  a  very  ffoott  time,  aa  the  Ameri- 
cans i^ay  ;  she  apwut  her  thousand  francs  a  day ;  she  had 
peaches  before  anybody  else ;  she  changed  her  dreas  four 
times  in  every^  CWolve  houra',  she  bad  the  beat  hoPsea  iu 
the  Boid ;  the  Court  wnr«  a  robs  Wattoau  she  had  ru- 
vived,  a  new  Liinieur  was  ehriKteued  uftcr  Lor,  and  tor- 
tttise-shuU  fans  lieeanie  tho  rago  because  she  carried  one. 
I  don't  know  what  a  woman  wants  besides  all  Lhia  Ui  be 
in  paradise  ?" 

I  shuddered  :  I  thought  of  Carloa, 

That  history  seemed  too  terribia  to  speak  of  to  this 
gay  satirist- 

"  What  are  you  thinking  about?  You  are  not  the 
livelier  for  your  exile!'*  cried  Faufrelueho.  "Ah,  mj 
dear,  you  should  have  lived  as  IVe  done;  with  men  who 
make  up  deh'eioud  trufQes  ont  of  n  liUie  india-rubber,  and 
women  who  make  np  lovely  faces  with  dead  bair  aud 
their  paint-boxes,  Tlicy  *re  the  comedy  of  life.  YouVe 
been  with  people  dreadfully  in  earnest,  who  ate  dry  bread, 
and  wore  their  own  hair,  and  looked  sallow  with  sorrow, 
ftnd  did  no  end  of  fooPa  things,  and  went  through  life  as 
through  a  tragedy: — I  know!  There  can't  be  a  greater 
mistake.  Everything  la  amusing,  if  you'll  only  look  at 
it  in  that  light." 

"  Life  has  gone  so  well  with  you  I"  I  retorted. 

"  Oh,  well  enough;  my  dear.  And  why  ?  i  bite  every- 
body's legs  if  I'm  unhappy,  you  should  see  how  quick 
they  get  to  make  me  comfortable  1  The  secret  of  bein^ 
happy  yourself  lies  in  the  Citpacity  to  be  intensely  diaa.- 
greeable  to  other  people " 

"That  aourjdi*  very  anamjable " 

"  tJnamiable  1  what  docs  that  matter  P  An  amiably 
dog  ia  a  foul — every  little  cur  in  tho  streei.a  snarls  in  hia 
path,  and  every  scamp  of  a  boy  throws  slonea  at  him." 

"  But  his  oWQ  people  love  him  ?" 

"Oh,  yes,  love  hina  su  dearly  that  they  give^bim  a 
Bound  kicfcin  the  ribs — kaowing  be  won't  return  it  I" 


AT  SOME. 


421 


1  thowgbt  slie  had  grown  soured  bj  growiDg-  older, 
female  crcaLures  will  \  or  a.t  leaet  dd  outr  enr,  a  11101,  that 
only  sounds  preUilj  piquant  wheo  the  Bpoakorg  are 
young',  has  a  spiteful  ring  in  its  tone,  we  fancy,  when 
they  aro  youug  no  loijn;er.  Indeed,  these  sharp  triviali- 
ties annoyed  me  at  this  moment,  when  I  was  all  a<{itation 
and  excitement  at  my  sudden  return,  and  full  of"  eager- 
Tieas  as  to  all  that  bad  happened  in  tbi8  little  world  during 
the  dreary  seasons  tbat  1  hud  Utjen  absent  froox  it, 

"We  are  just  the  same  as  we  always  were,  my  dear," 
she  said,  pettishly.  "Blesa  you  I  in  our  woTld  we  never 
alter  anything  j  our  hearts  may  be  broken,  our  honor  be 
Wasted,  our  peace  gone  forcper,  the  ooe  fi'ieud  we  trusted 
dead,  the  one  woman  we  cared  for  lost,  we  never  change 
anything;  wcidiiio  and  drive,  and  smoke  and  aaunter,  and 
laugh  and  drink,  and  make  love  just  the  same.  Why 
not  7  Our  one  canon  is — not  to  show  that  we're  beat, 
Beaiijoueur  ne  fani  se  plaindre.^^ 

"It  must  be  hardi  to  do  that  sometimes." 

"it  is  hard  to  tbc  canaille ;  it  is  second  nature  to  the 
gentlemaa," retortt^d  this determiDed  aristocrat.  "If  you 
want  news,  of  course  we  have  always  plenty  of  that  No 
end  of  marriages,  and  divorces,  and  scandals,  and  turF- 
ruin,  and  cocotte-ruin,  and  all  the  rest  of  it;  there  are 
fresh  stories  every  day,,  Juat  as  there's  fresh  butter  for 
breakfast.  But  nothing  makes  much  difference — nothing 
■^unlejas  |>erhap5  it^a  the  grouse  disease." 

"  'The  grouse  disease  1" 

"Weli,  yes;  there's  nothing  exactly  to  put  in  those 
birds*  places;  but  men  and  women  get  supplied  quite  as 
fast  as  tbey  get  bowled  over.  'Durham's  gone,'  they 
were  saying  last  aulumn  everywhere;  and  he  was  'gone' 
for  some  four  huuded  thooaaad  ;  uotbiQg  in  the  world  left 
him  except  hi^?  hare  title ;  for  Koyeldeoe  wasn't  entailed. 
Now,  Lord  Durham — ^you  reiaeiaber  him  ? — was,  take 
him  all  in  all,  the  best-loved  man  in  the  country;  witty, 
Bweet-tempered,  generous  to  maduB&a,  brilliant  exceed' 
ingly,  ho  wa«  yet  of  happy  enough  nature  to  have 
Bcarcely  an  enemv,  aad  to  be  adored  nearly  as  much  by 
man  as  by  woman.  Well— who  thinits  of  him  now? 
He's  ruined  and  has  gone  to  Norway,  or — no  one  knows 


4Sfl 


FUCK. 


where  '  Dni'haia  wnuhl  hare  Uamllevl  these  line  hunters 
better  than  that  d— il  fool;'  nr  '  Diirhiiiii  wouli3ii'i  hare 
Bquandercd  a  fiiio  lot  of  foxea  liko  thin  duflW,'  they  have 
gait]  now  and  tben  when  wrathfal  witli  some  M  F.  H. 
And  that's  all;  except  that  two  or  three  wumen  have 
looked  wbile,  for  a  month  or  two,  in  Bpito  uf  tht-drrou^e/' 

"Do  hoid  yonr  toD|i;uG,"  I  eii  I  rented,  "or  eldo  lell  ino 
why  I  am  bere,  and  \v\\aI  has  huppeiQed  to  thum  all^  and 
who  is  that  beauliful  I'air  woman,*' 

"Aa  to  why  you  are  here  I  don't  koow.  Simply,  I  be- 
lieve, because  Bellran  wmnted  a  dog-  of  your  sort,  and 
bade  some  fanciers  look  out  for  one  ;  in  conscquenice  of 
which  yoii  wnre  sent  bim.  No  design,  my  dear  ;  nothing 
bat  eoincidcaoe, — Lho  one  odd-tern pered  deity  thnt  roleii 
the  world.,  Wliinn  those  poor  devils  nf  novelisia  jiiruhlo 
a  lot  of  impossible  coitieidencea  nil  poli-uiell  together  with- 
out  huilding  plan,  or  SCTiuence,  or  any  sort  oC  aense,  they 
are  all  wrun^j  a.-*  to  Art,  deady.  but  tbeyare  awfully  true 
to  Life.  As  to  thorn— aa  I  tell  you;  nothing'  niakua 
much  dilTorcnee  to  them.  They've  dined,  and  dressed, 
and  shot,  and  hunted,  and  played  whiat,  and  mmic  love, 
nmdi  the  same  as  ever  they  did.  They're  always  saying- 
they're  tired  of  the  lifo,  hut  I  don't  think  they  can  bo,  for 
tliey  never  seem  to  try  any  other.  Bcjltran'a  bc?en  to 
Africa  and  kilUnl  a  lot  of  things-,  ntid  a.  mare  of  GuiUJOr 
dene's*  won  the  Oaks,  spread  ea^le-in^  in  splendid  style 
ftli  her  field,  theuf^h  the  very  merest  outsider  ;  and  Derry 
Denzil'a  puhliahod  another  book  that  the  roen  sworo  by 
in  the  siiioking'-rooras,  and  the  women  cried  over,  and  the 
critics  Cftiled  immoral,  so  that  [  suppose  it  was  a  great 
eucceas  with  tbree  such  vouchers  for  it  Da  re^te — I 
don't  think  there's  much  to  tell.  There's  been  plenty  of 
news,  of  course,  but  nowadays,  when  nobody  ever  takej 
up  a  paper  without  seeiug^  some  friend  or  another  divorced, 
bankrupt,  breaking  a  bank,  or  writing-  a  novel,  no  uewa 
eeeiua  to  have  much  taste  iu  it — your  bombs  is  all  water- 
ice.  " 

"But  the  theater?"  T  persisted,  out  of  patience. 

"  Oh,  the  theater  1.^  dotn^^  wonders,  they  say,  staee  this 
new  miracle  came  into  it.  All  the  cellar  flip-flaps  done 
away  with,  you  know,  my  dear,  we  go  in  for  nothing  but 
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higb  &rl,  or  at  least  afi  nearly  high  as  is  possible  in  an 
ags  tliat  prpfcra  hi^j^h  feeding, 

"  But  wl]o  is  shaV^ 

*' 1  caa't  say.  Our  stara  are  seldom  lost  Pleiades  that 
can  Ijg  QaiuGil  aacl  placed:  tKej  are  generally  '^ etoites  qui 
jilent — qui  file  lit — qui  Jilenl  et  di^paraitreni  V  You  are 
goinj^  to  live  with  her.    You,  can't  waot  to  ask  me." 

"  Apd  where  do  you  live  ?'* 

"With  Beltran." 

I  coiild  nat  repress  a  aig-h  of  qtivj  and  of  sorrow :  my 
pleasant  place  in  iho^e  pleasatU  ehaiuber^  I  Nothio*  looks 
so  sweet  tn  u.s  as  ft  lost  homtf  hi  which  a  strani^er  iJi  in- 
stalled.  The  flaming  sword,  betwixt  the  infuriate  cheru- 
bim of  the  brazen  gates,  was  more  merciful  by  far  to  the 
Eden-bjuished  sinntJra  than  would  have  beeu  tlie  aight 
of  other  buuiau  crealiiros  sunucd  In  tbe  lo?4t  lig"ht  of  that 
fttir  forbidden  kiugdoui. 

"  You  aro  forranaiG,"  I  said  with  a  sharp  pan^. 

"  I  don't  know  about  tbat,  iny  d<^ar,"  she  made  answer. 
"I  suppose  I  am.  I  have  always  made  it  a  priifnico  to 
pilfer  anything  that  looks  tempting;.  auJ  bite  everytiiiug 
weaker  than  raysislf  tluit  1  meet  with :  I  believo  tliat  is 
tbi*  sort  of  practieu  that  uaake^  myn's  fortunes,  soit.oug:hC 
to  make  ours.  1  wisliod  to  live  with  Beltran,  so  last 
season  I  just  walked  iuto  his  rooms  aud  sto|)ped  there. 
They  couldn't  get  mo  to  go  out,  do  all  they  would;  so 
they  ended  by  making'  themselve.'^  agreeable  to  my  atay- 
iuj^.  If  you  want  to  get  a  place,  try  that  way.  I'vu 
Been  so  many  public  men  keep  in  offices,  that  everybody 
wanted  to  turn  them  out  of,  only  by  that  power  ol'lheh's 
Uf  stk*king  tight,  aa  a  sea  anemoue  sticks  lo  itd  rock;  so 
I  thought  I  would  essay  it  myrieSf,  and  see  bow  it  an- 
swered. It  answered  remarkably  well.  'A  masterly 
inactivity'  is  never  so  masterly  as  when  it  glues  you  fast 
to  a  good  berth,  no  matter  whether  you're  lit  or  unfit  for 
It.     They  understand  tbat  so  well  in  all  cabinets!" 

"  You  must,  know  everything  about  him,  then  ?" 

She  turned  hor  nose  in  the  air. 

"My  dearl  There  are  four  orders  of  creatures  that 
alwaj's  know  everything — they  are  journalists,  ladiea'- 
maids,  priests,  and  toy  terriers." 
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"But  do  tell  me  all  about  hiinl"  1  pleaded-,  m  j  o 
love  for  biin  t'evii-in:^:  too  sti'ongly  to  be  dauated  by  ber 
sarcagmd  and  iiiHoIciicc. 

*'I  told  you  all  about  him  the  first  day  I  ever  saw  you," 
sbe  said,  ahaTi>l:y.  "  I  told  you  thca  that  ho  waa  a  great 
fool:  I  have  no  mure  to  add  now." 

And  therewith  siiu  left  mo  in  the  half-lit  roces3  whore 
the  grand  piano  stood,  and  trotted  out  into  the  full  Kg^ht, 
where  she  put  bersolf  into  a  pretty  pose  in  order  to  gtJi 
bonbons  thrown  to  hep. 

Wiiile  flho  was  glei-rully  eatching^  the  burnt  almonds, 
and  uryF;CaUized  cherries,  aud  ciaekinjt^  them  with  a 
monkey-like  uneLion,  1  eat  in  my  corner,  not  knowing 
rightly  yet  wbetbur  I  were  awako  or  dreaming. 

The  very  famiUarity  of  tlio  aspect  of  all  around  me 
only  iocreaHeii  tbe  c-r>nfusion  of  my  ideas:  there  was 
notbin^  but  what  I  had  dreamily  remomberod;,  a  seoru 
of  tinioa,  in  the  visions  which  bad  visited  rae  lying  under 
a  contadino'a  tei'it  in  the  harvest  Qelda  of  the  Oatupagna, 
or  watching  the  pale  moon  t-'lide  above  the  metal  roof^ 
of  Pari^i^nothiog-,  except  the  picturesque  head  of  this 
beautifnl  fair  woman,  the  liko  of  which  I  had  never  seen 
either  in  life  or  dreams.  I  sat  still  and  gazed  at  them; 
gazed  beyond  all  at  Beltran.  Haring  so  iong  bybetd 
nothing"  but  the  paaaionate,  black-browed,  sun-bronzed 
faces  of  the  Roman  peasantry,  and  the  lean,  swuL't,  keen, 
eager  visage  of  the  Fariaian  workmen.^aave  when  X  bad 
seen  tbe  goldea  beauty  and  fervid  youth  of  the  paiijter 
Cadog, — theise  men,  once  so  familiar  to  me,  wiib  their 
handsome  colorless  faces^  their  low  serene  vuiees,  their 
tired  laughter,  their  look  of  fatigue,  their  conaumniate 
tranquillity  and  iadlQereuce,  eeemed  iike  the  creatures 
of  another  world. 

Could  pasalon  stir  them?  pain  move  them  ?  wa:Lt  con- 
snme  them?  life  bo  known  to  them  throug-h  any  other 
thing  savo  its  pleasures  and  satieties.  Idly  I  wondrred 
thia,  judging  foolishly  from  the  surface.  1  might  have 
known  that  no  passioas  burn  fiercer,  no  rcmuncos  wax 
filrongor,  no  courage  evef  flames  bigher,  and  no  hearts 
percbaDce  ache  more  wearily,  than  iu  these  lives  that 


look  30  paaaionlesa,  ao  tranquil,  so  cynical,  so  selQah,  ftud, 
as  youT  world  will  have  it,  so  culpable. 

If  you  doubt  what  these  men  are  whilat  you  see  them 
li^e,  go  and  see  them  die,  ag  they  hjive  died  agtiin  aad 
agaiiij  at  Steioberk,  at  Edf^ebill,  at  Yittoria,  at  Hougoa- 
moat,  at  Inkermann.  Jacques  Bonhomrao  shrieked  aud 
Btrugglyd,  aud  writhed  and  aereatned  ua  they  led  him  to 
the  scatfold  ;  but  thiak  you  that  Eohon  cared  nothing 
for  the  aweetuess  of  life  because  the  proud  blood  never 
paled  before  the  axo,  and  the  inuto  lips  never  ouce  lost 
that  smilfe  of  seretiest  disdain  ? 

I  cannot  tell  why  these  disjointed  thoughts  drifted 
Taguefy  through  my  mind  aa  I  looked  at  Boltran,  even 
in  that  moment  of  bewilderment  and  of  restoration.  Ex- 
cept, indeed,  that  in  the  faceij  of  men  like  himself,  as  tbcy 
lie  at  length  on  the  Leather,  or  pace  tlieir  yacbt-deck,  or 
smoke  their  cigar  on  a  battle-Held,  or  murmur  love-noo- 
eenge  in  an  opera-bos,  you  can  trace  the  old  race  so 
curiously.  The  old  race  with  all  its  reeklesa  daring,  and 
its  feudal  insolence,  and  its  courtly  g-entlenesa,  aud  iti3 
imperious  temper,  aud  ita  loyal  honor,  aud  its  simpie  re- 
ligion of  "  noblesse  obli^,"  still  alive  under  all  the  changes 
of  manner  and  habit;  the  old  race  which  is  still,  whatever 
be  itg  faults  or  follisB,  what  a  mot)  will  cower  before,  and 
a  soldier  will  follow  to  the  deatlif  and  a  people  will  look 
to  in  it9  hours  of  action  or  of  need,  and  a  woman  will 
choose  before  any  other  type  of  luanhaod  to  be  beside 
her  in  any  time  of  menace  or  of  peril. 

From  my  dusky  coraer  I  watched,  aad  wondered,  and 
listened,  and  puzzled  ray  brain:  the  room  was  the  same, 
the  men  were  the  same,  Fanfreluche  was  the  same,  the 
very  silver  box  that  held  the  cigaroltea  was  the  same, 
and  yet — there  was  a  great  difieroneo.  The  voieea 
seerued  much  gentler;  the  laughter  seemed  much  quieter  ; 
the  wines  were  hut  little  touched;  the  conversation,  as  I 
caught  snatches  of  it,  seemed  artistic,  pleasant,  sometimes 
playful,  sometimoa  earnest,  but  at  all  timeg  the  converaa- 
tiou  of  men,  talking  at  their  eaae  indeed,  but  still  troubling 
themselves  to  talk  ably,  and  couscious  of  the  presence  of 
a  woman  who  could  discern  such  ability.  Above  all, 
their  speech  was  fit  for  a  delicate  ear  even  in  their  sharp- 
SB* 
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est  witticisma,  and  there  was  not  a  flavor  of  that  eynicul 
indecency  wliiL-li  \va\\  hi-i^n  Sft  general  to  tlie  eaniu  speakers 
here  in  the  iSays  uf  Avice  Dnre, 

What  hiwl  wrought  th«  difference  I  wondered?  Cer- 
tainly fihe  wbo  now  snt  thore  with  that  fulr,  clilldlilve, 
aad  yet  queunlike  head,  nnd  thosi3  dreaming'  lumiooiis 
grft^e  eyes,  and  that  Foit-o  wliicit  made  the  eimple&t 
words  of  common  speech  sound  music,  and  that  ricli  old- 
world  velvet  dress  w^ithout  a  einf^le  jewel  or  ornament  of 
any  sort,  waa  very  different  to  the  form  that  1  Lad  used 
to  see  there ;  blazinjj^  in  sapphires  or  in  rubies,  and  full 
of  llie  supreme  vanity  of  its  own  wantonj  deep-hued, 
gorgtJouB,  phy(?ical  perfections  displayed  to  the  eyes  of 
othevs,  as  the  peacock  spreads  its  phjmaq;c  to  the  sum. 

Men  arc  vi-ry  TQUL-h  in  aoL-iety  aa  women  will  them  tn 
be.  Let  a  wuman's  stuiiety  be  composed  of  men  frently- 
born  anil  bred,  and  if  slie  find  them  either  coarse  or 
stupid,  make  miswer  to  Ler,  —  "You  must  have  been 
coarse  or  (Stupid  yourself." 

And  if  she  dvmiTJi*  to  the  tu  quoque  aa  to  a  base  and 
illopeal  form  of  arg-nment,  wliieh  we  will  grant  that  it 
uauallj  is,  rLimind  Lu^r  tbat  the  cream  of  a  pasturage  may 
be  pure  and  rich,  but  if  it  pass  into  the  hands  of  a  tdiimsy 
farm  serFlng-maidj  then  shall  the  cheese  made  thereof  be 
neither  Roqnefort  nor  Stilton,  but  roug-h  and  flavorless 
and  nneaiuljle,  "like  a  Banbnry  cheese,  nothing  but 
paring."*  No^,  the  influence  of  a  woman's  intelligence 
on  tho  male  intellects  about  her  is  as  the  churn  to  the 
cream:  it  can  cither  enrieh  and  utilize  it,  or  impoverish 
and  waste  it.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  it  almost 
invariably,,  in  the  present  deeadedce  of  the  salon  and 
parrot-jabbering  of  the  Buffrage^  has  tlie  latter  effect 
ftlono, 

"  Pray  tell  nie  who  this  esqoisite  creature  is?"  I 
bep:ged  of  Faorrelutbe,  who  returned  to  me  when  she 
had  eaten  at  her  own  sweet  will  of  bonbons,  till  she  was 
tired  of  them, 

"  You'll  bear  eQoh^h  of  her,  my  dear,"  she  retorted ; 
"the  town  taiks  of  ler,  and  erowda  this  place  to  see  her. 
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>es  aet  well,  that  I  jr^'ant;  liut  if  she  only  kuew  it, 
elie  don't  want  her  ^LUiins  a  bit;  slie  mtj^hL  act  like  a 
etick  J  thyy'J  como  just  ilie  eafj^e, — onra  set  g-oiu^," 

"  But,  to  &ct  tbcm  s"oing  require*  the  genius?" 

"  Gracious,  no  V  voturned  my  aneiGTit  monitress,  with 
nnutterablo  nontenipt.  '•  If  you  can  jnst  get  it  well 
bruited  about  tiiat  a  woman's  Tery  pi'etty,  or  very  Im- 
miira!,  or  baa  trit'il  to  poison  aome  people,  or  has  g^ot 
fabniuuslj  little  feet,  or  is  g'oiag'  to  play  a  shockjug^ly 
Bcandaloug  chfiraiiiter,  any  of  these  thing's  will  draw  a 
great  deal  iietter  than  any  amount  of  talent  What 
made  this  one's  fame?  Nut  her  eajiabilitiea.  though  they 
are  threat;  but  just  tins  one  line  in  ihe  Midas — '  She  5a 
the  loveliest  woman  wc  ha^^e  ev^er  stien  upon  this  or  upon 
any  other  stairc,  and  her  attire  is  simply — perfection.'' 
The  men  went  to  et'c  the  fiLu-u,  the  woniea  to  ace  Ibo 
dreas  ;  her  furtune  was  mmlR.     Voili  I" 

''  She  is  a  ;^roat  netro.^a,  then  ?" 

*'She  is  at-harmincr  acire^B.  1  don't  think  we  can  have 
a  pireat  one.  We  are  not  barlmric  enough;  and  we  are 
too  ini^redulouR.  You  want  u  good  deal  of  barbarism 
and  a  ^nod  deal  of  faitfi  in  an  a^e,  to  get  a  really  great 
etag-e  out  of  it.  To  us,  after  our  late  dinners  aod  with 
t>ur  pleasant  indolent  spleen,  Lady  Mapbeth  looks  ridicu- 
lons,  and  Othello  ecemg  very  bad  fm-m.  We  are  aa 
wickod  as  ever  other  a^s  were,  as  passionate  and  aa 
v^ile  and  as  jc^nilty  as  ever  they  were;  but  it  is  all  iu  a 
very  different  fashion  :  and  the  fashion  is  one  which  it  is 
much  easier  for  the  satirist  to  deal  with  pnugently  than 
it  is  for  l!:ie  dramatist  to  render  artistically.  Chignons 
aud  co-respotideuts,  plunj^ing  and  panniers,  Anaericanisra 
and  cocotteism,  are  so  much  better  suited  in  a  Sheridan 
or  Beauraarehaia,  than  to  a  Shakspeare  or  a  Sophocles. 
The  odd  thing  is  tbat,  in  the  dearth  of  the  poetic  drama, 
not  one  satirical  comedy  has  as  yet  held  up  the  mirror  to 
all  that  tempts  such  a  mirror  ao  strongly.  The  odd  thing 
ia  tbat,  with  such  a  field  for  them,  we  ha,Te  no  Sheridan, 
and  no  Beaumarchais." 

"  r  did  not  asb  for  a  dissertation  on  the  drama,"  I  in- 
terrupted her  impatiently.  "  I  want  to  know  about  thia 
womua  ?" 
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"I'll  tell  you  all  I  know,  my  dear,"  said  Faiifreluchfr, 
Beating  hersulf  conirorlalvly.  "  Voii  remember  the  wreek 
of  the  theater,  of  course  7 — Well,  he  restored  it»  as  freeh 
autl  pretty  aaU  dainty  as  any  enameled  bonlionniere.  It 
13  nicer  than  over  it  wii&,  with  staLueLtes  in  its  corridors, 
and  little  boudoirg  btbiod  its  cboietist  hoses,  and  leaves 
and  flowera  everywhere.  It  cost  enormously;  but  he 
did  it  ebiefly  out  of  pride,  no  doubt^  tbat  none  might  say 
the  house  had  depended  oa  Lauru  Pearl.  Many  peraans 
wanted  it;  wheu  a  thing-  or  a  woman  ia  known  to  he 
certain  rutin  it  is  always  bid  for  bo  ea;2;erly  I  lint  Eel- 
trao  would  not  part  with  it.  '  I  shall  chance  it  till  the 
lease  is  ended,'  he  always  answered  ;  aud  the  time  came 
whon  I  thoaght  I  knew  why  he  had  so  answered. 

"The  pedbrmance  was  niueh  t!ie  same  for  a  time: 
Maude  Delamcro  and  melodramas  first;  burlesque  aad 
ballet  afterwords.  Money  was  lost  every  ni^'-ht.  I  don't 
know  why  ;  I  suppo.se  old  Wynch  did,  The  losses  were 
so  profitable  to  him  that  he  retired,  bong-ht  a  small  place 
in  Surrey,  and  lives  at  ease.  Last  autuion  twelvctmonth 
I  belonged  to  Mrs.  Kiversleigh — pretty;  notorious;  hus- 
baad  vag;uely  'in  the  city;'  pood  for  water -parties,  fiab' 
dinners,  drs^  seats;  and  doesn't  resent  bein;>  cut  if  you 
meeb  her  in  the  Park  when  you're  driving  with  your  wife 
or  your  mother:  yon  know  the  style  I  mean  ?  Royston 
Wressyl  was  her  chief  friend  at  that  time;  a  mnjor  of 
LanctTS,  in  the  old  Sisteenth.  She  was  in  towi?  because 
the  Sixteenth  were  at  Hounslow.  One  night  Wressyl 
and  she  went  to  the  Coronet  with  a  few  othe"*^;  they 
were  to  sup  at  the  Leviathan  afterwards;  and  to  take  mo 
with  them  for  a  wager,  which  they  did.  Wressyl  earried 
me  hidden  in  a  big  lorg'uon  case;  but  he  needo't  have 
troubled  himself,  they  knew  me  there. 

'"What  do  they  play  to-night,  Hoyston?'  shi  asked 
as  we  drove. 

"  *  I'jn  not  sure,^  he  answered  her,  '  hut  I'm  pwfally 
afraid  it's  some  old  duffer's  dry-as-dust  play.  Thei^  were 
Baying  Bomething  to-day,  though,  in  the  Rag  about  »  new 
ftctress  being  announced,' 

"  She  didn't  ask  any  more.  She  only  went  to  a  thea- 
ter to  show  hel  diamonds,  aud  have  a  pleasant  fiupper 
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BOiiiewhere  with  lota  of  cbampague  cup.  They  Dcithet 
of  them  knew  Beltran  peraoiially,  and  had  heard  no- 
thing. 

"  At  the  eatrance  we  met  GailHadene,  who  was  inti- 
mate with  thetu. 

"  '  What's  up,  Ned?'  Wressyl  aaked  hira. 

^'^ '  Much  ado  abf.mt  AWfiin^,' said  the  EaH.  'And  a 
new  actress  as  Beatrice.  Nuver  played  puLHoly  lu  hec 
lilCf  they  say.     What  a  part  ta  atart  with  I' 

" '  Awfully  plucky/  aaiil  ray  Lancer.  *  Safe  to  make  a 
mull  oF  It,  I  auppoae?     Who  is  she  V 

"'I  dou't  kao^v  mut'h  about  her,'  replied  Guilliadeae. 
'Merest  norfce,  I  thiDk.  Boltran'a  always  picking  up 
Btara  that  tura  out  to  be  sticks,  like  the  rackets  at  Cre- 
morno.' 

"And  he  went  to  his  stall,  and  we  to  out  bor. 

"The  play  had  beg'un.  This  woman  was  on;  you  see 
what  her  beauty  ia,  aud  she  was  costumed  auperbly ;  her 
hair  was  cut  square  on  the  forehead,  and  waved  loose 
behind,  an  annchroniBin,  di^ubtlei^s,  but  the  very  poetry 
of  Coiffure.  Her  aiulience,  which  seeined  aa  ordinary 
oae,  was  apathetic  aud  eyen  hostile.  It  was  the  most 
piteood  thin;:;  [  ever  saw.  Hep  tones  were  almost  in- 
rtudible  ;  her  color  kept  coming  and  going  j  her  ag'itatlou 
was  very  great;  and  she  looked  so  youug,  such  a  child 
with  it  all,  you  would  have  thought  that  the  public  must 
have  been  toDched.  But  it  wsm  not.  It  hissed  a  little; 
it  yawned  a  gr<*at  d^al ;  and  Mrs.  River-tileigh  and  one  or 
two  women  laughed  loudly  behind  their  faiis,  I  think 
she  heard  the  laughter,  for  I  saw  her  shiver.  Ah  I  it 
must  be  a  terrible  thing,  that  Srdt  sound  of  your  own 
voice  ilk  the  vastuess  and  stillness;  that  Urat  sight  of  the 
uuknowu  crowd  of  satirical,  iudilTercnt,  unpityiag  laces  I 

"Tbe  impyrsouutiou  all  through  the  first  act  was  ut- 
terly tame  und  meaningless.  If  it  had  not  been  tor  her 
beauty,  I  think  the  bouse  would  have  howled.  As  the 
curtain  fell  and  Wressyl  left  the  bos  for  a  moment  I 
managed  to  slip  out  and  through  the  passages,  till  1  got 
'behiad,'  where  there  were  only  Beltran,  Denzil,  Dudley 
Moore,  and  Steinforth,  the  gr^at  author,  yon  know.  As 
the  girl  had  ceme  off  the  stage  she  bad  rushed  aw  ay  to  her 
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foora  before  tliny  could  stny  ber,  B*'Uran  looked  pravp, 
Bud  more  anxious  thmi  I  imd  Reen  him  da  one  rawi  day 
when  a  beatea  htirso  bad  cost  liim  half  ati  estate. 

"'One  can't  say  niucb  for  your  new  woflderl'  they 
were  muttering'  tu  him. 

"  '  No,'  iiti  nriBwereii,  very  quietly.  '  But  I  bellei?e  aha 
will  do  well  ia  time.  You  tiAv^e  uot  seen  her  act  la  pri- 
vate— I  biive.' 

"'I  doii'i  doubt  bcr  charms  for  aiiy  private  porforiii- 
ance,'  saiiJ  Dudley  Muore,  drjly ;  *  but  we  have  reiiJIy  tried 
to  (lijut  as  greiit  geuiuses  so  many  pretty  women,  with 
only  tbeir  prettiuess  to  recommend  tbem,  ibat  1  am  ffet- 
tinf?  ratlier  doubtful  of  tbo  utility  of  the  proceaa-^it  can't 
diiim  novolty.atid  I  fear  it  cau't  cluim  propriety.' 

"  Btjltrau  did  not  show  eithor  afiuoyaiice  or  impa- 
tience. '  Iton't  judge  her  just  yet/  tvas  till  he  said,  very 
quietly  still. 

"  When  the  actreaa  was  called  ayain,  and  left  her  room, 
her  face  was  f)Uite  whUo  and  lioi'  eyes  all  black  and 
humid  with  a  bcwililcrcd  dort  of  terror. 

'"I  have  acted  so  111  1  \  feel  so  frightened  I'  ghe  mur- 
mured hreatblessiy  to  BeRvan,  aot  eueminy  to  see  Ihat 
any  others  be&ide  hitiiaelf  were  preaeut.  He  stooped  fo 
her  very  kindly  and  frently. 

"'You  have  not  done  great  things  at  present,  ccr- 
taioly.  But  you  nun^ — uud  you  will.  Try  and  forget 
that  any  one  i»  listeaiug ;  and  ouly  remember  haw  I  want 
you  to  suceeed.^ 

*^Tlie  last  words  were  murmured  bo  low  that  only 
she  and  1  heard  them.  She  drew  a  deep  breath,  tbe 
color  (lushed  ber  face,  a  sort  of  inspiration  seemed  lo 
eeize  bur,  aud  t^be  weut.  From  that  moment  ber  actiDg 
was  entirely  eban^ed.  Hlt  voice  rang  clear,  and  full  uF 
exquiriit-e  cadences;  her  Uoauty  grew  radiant  with  prid<* 
and  atrenj^lh.  She  seuniod  to  I'cl-I  her  own  furce,  aad  to 
be  filled  with  powers  of  art.  All  tbe  beauciful  insoleucea 
all  tbti  ehaugeful  colors,  all  the  spleadid  audacities  of 
genius  Hhone  out  in  lierj  and  triumphed.  Her  audience, 
indittereut,  aad  eFen  alienated  before,  were  first  startled 
and  then  captivated.  They  realized  tliat  this  creature,  to 
whom  tfaey  had  been  at  beat  contemptuously  indulgent,  as 
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a  loiely  child  wbose  failure  they  pitied,  but  whtsa 
wenkne&s  wearied  ihemir  iva3  in  truth  their  mistress, 
through  the  dominion  of  fji'cat  if^if'ts;  and  could  force 
tbem  to  rejoice  with  her,  to  weep  with  her,  to  laugh,  and 
to  suffer,  and  to  love  with  her,  at  her  will  and  at  her 
fani'V^,  They  awoke  from  their  apathy  into  a  sort  of 
fury  of  admiration;  and  the  house  rang  with  raptures  of 
ajiplaUJijie. 

" 'Aisd  there's  rot  an  ounce  of  that  bought,^  mur- 
mured Beltran.     '  It^s  geanine,  whatever  it'a  worth.' 

'"  Wenvere  rigrht  to  suspend  judgment,'  eaki  Dudley 
Moore,  taking  &Qulf.  '  I  have  uever  seen  iinythin<?  more 
poetic  and  niore  sincere,  more  delicate  and  more  virid/^ 
and  what  he  said  the  town  was  certain  to  say  after  him 
on  the  morrow. 

"Her  triumph  was  very  jE^reat;  only  the  (greater  it 
seemed  because  heralded  by  failure.  The  house  was  con- 
vulsed with  excitement;  they  called  for  her  again  and 
again;  the  women  laiityhed  no  longer,  and  the  roof  rang; 
with  a  tumult  of  appliiuse. 

"  When  she  came  off  the  atajje,  for  the  last  time  after 
the  recall,  her  face  wa^  deeply  flushed  ;  her  eyes  gleamed 
like  two  stars;  her  whole  frame  trembled-,  she  had  the 
look  of  a  creature  in  delirium.  She  stretched  out  her  hands 
to  Beltran  with  a  little,  breathless,  hysterical  sob,  '  Have  I 
done  well,— at  last?'  He  took  tbcm  in  his  own  and  bent 
tenderly  to  her.  '  Betttir  than  the  beat :  I  ean,not  say  how 
I  thank  you.' 

"At  tfmt  moment  one  of  the  oEficiaU  of  the  theater, 
whom  Wressyl  had  sent  to  seek  me,  bore  me  away,  and 
Lack  to  Mrs.  Riveraleiyh's  box,  where  that  ladj"  wa3  in 
wrath  anddudg-eou  beaause  Uie  Lancer,  in  auexcitcraoutof 
admiration  at  the  new  l^eattice,  had,  iiiiauthorized,  flun^ 
her  botKjuet  of  red-and-wliite  canielliiaa  upon  the  staffe. 
We  did  not  stay  for  tiio  bui-Icsque  that  evening,  as  the 
delicate  Hltle  suppers  at  Iho  Leviathan  are  too  perfect  to 
be  kept  waitlnff;  and  I  saw  no  more  of  the  actress. 
Uiit  from  that  nfg;ht  her  fame  was  made,  and  her  natue 
heard  upon  the  lipa  of  London.'^ 

"And  wha"  ia  she  to  Beltran  V  1  asked,  as  she  closefl 
her  narratioQ 


#32 


PUCK, 


Faufreluclie  grlaned  :  ber  worst  gria. 

"Ah,  my  deur]  That's  what  the  town^s  been  aaking 
€Ver  §incH,  and  af!vc;r  Las  gut  aii  answer  yet  1  But  look, 
tbey  are  g"oiiig:.  Qood-by  till  Lu-morrow;  rm  very  ^1  ad 
to  sae  you  litre  ugniu.'' 

When  the  little  gatheriu^  hrote  up,  the  actreas  drew 
about  hor  those  blttck  laces  and  aeulskins  lined  with  rose, 
whii:b  I  had  noticed  on  the  coudi,  and,  sloojiiug  for  me, 
raised  m«  ao  that  1  could  lie  curled  upon  the  aofl  seO'furg. 

Au  eldtirly  woiuati,  who  was  in  waiting;  iit  the  ftote- 
room,  offered  to  take  inc,  but  she  refused  the  offcf,  aa  she 
had  declined  those  of  tho  men  about  her,  and  carried  me 
herself  tbroufrh  the  various  passages  to  the  entrance  of 
the  theater,  where  a  carriag'e  stood.  They  accompanied 
her,  talking''  the  while  with  her,  as  men  and  womea  do 
who  have  tho  custom  of  daily  association  and  familiar 
friendship ;  and  bade  her  good-night  at  the  door  of  bor 
brougbam,  which  rolled  rapidly  away.  She  and  her  maid 
drove  on  in  silence,  whither,  of  course,  1  could  not  tell. 
When  the  carriage  pauried,  we  paasod  through  a  fra^ 
(^rant  gardea,  whose  foliage  was  ^ery  dark  and  still  la  ibe 
dim  lUuonlig-ht,  and  thcuL-o  tliroug-h  a  very  small  square 
ball,  and  up  a  ataircaae  in  whith  the  lights  were  burning 
Juwj  it  was  too  dark  to  see  much,  but  all  aeomed  pretty 
and  luxurious  about  me ;  and,  as  she  carried  mo  into  a 
room  on  the  right,  I  perceived  that  it  was  the  chamber 
of  one  to  whom  both  art  and  gold  had  ministered. 

It  was  of  small  size,  and  of  much  yimplJcity ;  but  it  had 
an  exceeding  elegance  and  harmony  io  all  its  arrange- 
ments. She  laid  me  down  upoo  her  sealskins,  theu  sank 
into  a  chair  before  the  hearth  ou  which  a  Qre  was  brighily 
burning,  Her  attendant  asked  her,  with  a  solicitude  that 
seemed  quite  genuine,  if  she  were  not  very  tired  t 

"  1  am  often  tired ;  that  Ih  ho  mutter,"  ah*}  answered, 
with  a  smile,  which,  though  fatigued,  was  very  sweet  and 
glad.  "  Tuke  these  things  off  me,  please,  and  bring  nua 
some  tea," 

The  maid  obeyed,  wrapping  round  her  some  cashmeres^ 
and  letting  loose  all  the  fair  masses  of  her  hair ;  then 
biought  her  the  tea  id  a  miniatare  old-fashioned  serrice 
of  eg-g-fihttU   china,  aad   left  her  aloae  hj   her  desire 
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She  called  me  from 
ter  lap^  stroking  me, 
head. 

"I  shall  love  you 
you  I  migbt  never 
"  But  Btili  you  cau 
friend  waal'* 

And — looking  at  h 
I  knew  her,  despite 
time,  aod  gold,  aad 
Gerant. 


my  restJQg-place  and  raised  me  on 
and  even  laying  ter  lips  on  my  fore- 
far  bia  Bake.  Had  it  not  been  for 
hftve  known  him,"  Bhe  murmured, 
never  be  to  me  what  my  dear  old 

er  thwH,  with  tho  fire-glow  upon  her, 
all  the  ma^ic  changes  wrought  by 
fame.     I  knew  her   to  be — Gladys 


CHAPTER-  XXXII. 


A  STOaT   OF    THE   SEA, 


I  THINK  Fanfreluche  spoke  with  reason,  Coincidence 
fa  a  god  that  greatly  influcitees  murlal  aflairs.  He  ia  not 
a  cross-tomperod  deity,  either,  always;  aud  when  you 
beat  your  pooi'  fetish  for  what  seems  to  you  an  untoward 
accident,  vo\i  may  (Jo  wrong;  be  may  have  benefited 
you  far  more  than  yon  wot 

Not  very  long  ago,  a  man  and  a  woniaa  loving  each 
other  well,  were  parted  by  miauadertitanding, — ouo  of 
those  gad,  dreary,  proud  phantasies,  that  so  often  arise 
between  you  human  creatures  and  your  happiness. 
Neither  would  stoop  to  esplaiu;  tbey  were  divided 
during  two  long  years;  for  it  is  strange  how  people, 
living  in  the  same  society  may  yet  grow  utter  strangers 
to  each  other ;  bow  passing  one  another  daily  in  the 
park,  how  brushing  agaiust  one  another  in  tbe  opera 
corridors,  how  Ibearing  one  another's  oamee  uttered  by 
many  lips,  how  beholding  one  another*s  faces  in  the 
croivdcd  rooms  of  great  assemblies,  or  of  private  views, 
ihey  may  yet  remain  as  utterly  divided  from  one  another, 
fta  though  oceans  rolled  between  them 
2V  3t 
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"Wollf  tbe  time  came  wlien  the  womau,  haughty,  loTely^ 
and  brilliant,  was,  through  el  scries  of  family  culamtties, 
doomeil  to  an  exile  that  galled  her  bitterly,  iu  a  far  awuy 
lonely  German  forest-land. 

Awhile  later,  the  niiin,  by  what  be  deemtd  the  bitter^ 
eet  injuaticft  and  injury  lo  him  in  his  service,  which  wa* 
diplomacy,  was  coiiwip-med  as  Envoy  to  a  miaerable  petty 
Btate,  in  which  bis  talonta  rusted,  and  his  name  was  un 
heard,  and  hia  weeks  and  mouths  passed  by  in  an  on- 
uStei'able  weariness  and  inai;tioQ. 

0[je  summer  day,  in  a  deep  old  Teutonic  wood,  where 
no  footfall  bat  a  forester's  or  tharcod  burner's  evt^r  fell, 
and  the  milliona  of  pines  were  wrapped  in  twilight  even 
at  noon,  these  two,  eacb  unwitting  of  the  other*3  pres- 
ence in  the  hated  land  of  bniiishnient,  met  face  to  face, 
fiaddenly,  in  Vhai.  stillne&a  and  that  solitude.  And  ia 
that  moment  their  hearts  went  out  to  one  anothtirj  and 
the  veil  fell  from  their  eyoa,  and  the  old  lovo  rt-^igned 
alone  1 

Pride  had  been  strong  in  the  press  of  thi;  world:  but 
here,  chance  toucheJ  and  startled  them,  and  surprised 
from  both  their  secret ;  ami  thus  from  the  thorns  of  harah 
accident,  .there  blossomed  i'or  tliem  sweet  flowers  of  pas- 
sion and  of  peace. 

("And,  my  dear,  there  was  something  beside  ohance, 
for  there  was  ennui."  waid  that  matter-of-faiH  iconoelatit, 
Faafrelucbe,  when  she  heard  of  them.  *'  Ue  must  have 
been  awfully  bored,  yon  know,  and  so  waa  much  readier 
to  make  it  up  with  her,  than  he  had  been  when  decently 
well  amused  in  London.  It's  an  immense  pull  for  a 
woman,  you  know,  Lo  getat  a  man  whea  he  is  thoroughly 
bored.  He'a  bo  much  more  g:lud  nf  bcr  then,"  But 
this  was  only  the  comment  of  a  yhallow  cynic:  and  the 
Btory  truly  ran  as  I  have  told  it.) 

Coincidence  now  had  tossed  me  back  amongst  life^ 
and  luxury,  and  friends;  and  I  was  glad  and  grateful: 
not  querulous  as  you  too  often  are  when  what  you  have 
loDg  coveted  comes  to  you. 

When  the  mocalng  broke,  I  found  mysetf  ia  a  Email 
elegant  house*  us  warm  as  an  dder  bird's  nest,  and  aa 
pretty  &a  an  enameled  ^nufTboxi  such  a  house  as  may 
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be  Been  hj  the  score  along  the  Thames  or  the  Seine ; 
fihut  in,  amidst,  miniature  g'ardens,  that  doubtless  virero 
one  maas  of  folia^^e  and  flowera  in  summer,  to  jadj^e  by 
the  maze  of  greenery  that  was  now  snow-powdered  and 
silver-frosted. 

Itwaa  eo  small  and  60  pretty  that  it  was*  ^ibe  a  toy  ; 
but  in  commoa  with  those  little  jeweled  teajiots,  and 
Bta^i^s,  and  other  trifles,  that  han^  to  your  watcU-chaia. 
it  was  only  such  a  toy  as  <fold  could  purchase. 

Ooee  more  there  were  the  softness,  and  the  smooth- 
neBS,  and  all  the  niimelcss  pleasantacBRCs  of  life  when 
money  rounds  its  an^ieSj  about  me.  Once  more  I  slum- 
tcered  on  siJlien  cn&hioDS ;  find  waa  fed  on  dainty  forms 
3f  nourishment ;  utid  was  prankt  up*  with  bri^bt  rib- 
boos  npou  my  throat.  And  it  was  sweet  to  me  to  be 
thus  sootbed,  and  fed,  and  earessed,  and  decked,  and 
dighted,  aa  in  my  early  days  of  fashioQ  and  of  favoritism. 
Tor  su<!ti  outward  symbols  f^bow  that  the  world  goes 
well  with  na,  and  that  we  are  of  value  and  of  ortiameot 
in  it  For  it  is  all  very  well  to  call  these  things  fribbles 
and  frivolities-  they  may  be  so;  but  they  are  a  great 
portion  of  the  pleasure  and  the  ease  of  existence  at  any 
rate.  I  know  a  man  who  waa  always  inveig'hing  ag-ainst 
them  (be  waa  rich,  niid  possessed  thnm,  mind  you),  he 
waa  deeply  bitten  with  many  stein  philosophiesj  of  equiil- 
ity,  and  wa;^  wont  to  aigh  for  a  time,  when  bread  and 
broth  in  eveit  portions  to  all  should  vouch  for  the  perfect 
isonomy  of  the  state. 

But  whilst  he  thu&  theorized,  I  never  knew  any  one 
more  particular  than  he  as  to  the  ago  and  delicacy  of  hia 
wines;  and  in  the  autumn  when  he  was  belated,  and 
perforce  detained  by  a  broken  ankle,  ia  a  roug-b  aod 
C6m,ote  Highland  inn,  bis  ra.ge  at  the  peat,  and  the 
fleoB,  and  the  oaten  cake,  and  tbe  rusty  bacon^  and  the 


*PBak  xe«ins  fond  now  anil  l^otl  oi"  retaining  sonio  of  tte  arobalBiDB 
i»r  the  lun^ua^Q.  whicli  ho  1  nmeil  no  doubit  ia  the  north  counlrj,  wbi^ra 
mmtijF  tif  Ih.^  BlrOns  picluresquo  vri^nla  uf  Hbakapoare,  anil  Pieta  Plow- 
Innn  ara  jitiM  in  diiiiy  u.^o.  Why  sbiiuld  aach  wur-il^  Loloi^t  ?  ^'iiik(;n 
ma;  {lerhftp?  shrink  frora  iho  charge  of  vciientrtcitj  inoiiirod  bjr  UBing 
thun;  but  wiitDH  aurelj  dgqcI  ugt  ooiei  for  it. — Es. 
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wretebed  rooma  was  bo  dire  that  none  durst  Bcarce  ap- 
proach him. 

"Equalitj  would  bo  verj  charming,  dear,  bat  still^I 
don't  think  you'd  do  for  it."  said  his  prettj  provoking 
wife,  as  he  swore  right  and  left  at  the  Gaels. 

This  house  in  which  I  found  myfielf  was,  afj  1  soy, 
eiquisito  ;  on  that  first  morninp:  hreakfafit  was  eerved  in- 
th(3  daintiest  fashion,  m  a  bewitching  little  warm  violet* 
hued  room,  in  which  yoo  caught  here  and  there  the  gUnt 
of  dead  gold  \  and  the  miatresa  of  it  all  (in  whom  beyond 
&  question  I  saw  the  child  whom  I  hftd  once  fieen  so  sad 
and  deaulate  in  the  streeta  striving-  to  sell  her  dying-  hare^ 
bells)  was  fully  in  keepinw  with  each  a  chamber,  aa  she 
Bat  in  a  low  chair,  beside  tho  fire,  rcadinj^  her  letters  and 
pHpers  of  the  early  day,  whilst  her  miiid  served  her  with 
ehocolatG  and  dclicato  broad,  and  purple  hothouse  grapes. 

It  was  all  perfectly  charming:  tho  fire,  the  chamber, 
the  color  eporywhoTGj  the  silence  only  broken  by  tho 
einging  of  a  bulllinc-h  in  the  window;  this  beautiful 
woman ;  the  veiy  cream  and  biscuits  that  they  brought 
me  for  my  food;  all  were  charming  beyond  measure  oa 
that  winter  morning,  eo  cold  without,  bo  bright  within; 
BO  vivid  10  contrast  with  those  cheerless  dawns  which 
had  broken  so  gray  and  biting  in  the  attic  of  the  house 
in  Paris.  And  yet, — ^my  blood  for  a  moment  ran  aa  cold 
as  though  I  were  hungry  and  homeloBs  in  the  falling 
snow. 

How  could  a  friendless,  penniless,  helpless  young  creat- 
ure, such  as  had  been  Gladys  Gerant,  have  come  to  Bt- 
tain  such  comfort  and  such  elegance  ag  were  present 
here,  except  through  the  wuys  of  evil  I  For  I  fcnevr  that 
such  transmutations  can  only  be  wrought  by  casting  into 
the  crucible  of  fate  the  pearl  of  honor  that,  perishing, 
learefl  in  its  stead  the  coveted  philosopher's  stone,  which 
is  gold. 

And  yet  1  felt  ashamed  of  my  own  thotigbt,  as  I 
looked  at  her  delicate  prond  face,  that  from  Us  childish 
jnnoconco  and  sadness  had  changed  Into  this  exceeding 
beauty;  altering  so  greatly,  aud  yet  retaining  the  same 
grave  lustrous  meditation  in  the  eyes,  the  same  dreaming 
fiweetness  on  the  mouth. 
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Whatever  her  life  n)i',^ht  be  i]ow,  it  wag  cpTtain  that 
ebe  was  a  crpaliirs  of  most  unusual  lovelinesis,  ami  grace, 
and  ^eniu?ii;  and  no  less  certain  thai  she  was  happj. — 
happy,  with  moro  than  the  mere  feverish  joys  of  fame. 
And  to  me,  romcmherin^  her  In  her  greiit  miserj  and 
Lef  desolate  youth,  it  fiDt-meti  that  she  could  Dot  be  so 
entirely  content  as  this,  unless  she  had  in  some  way 
killed  her  conscience. 

For  in  my  brief  life  I  had  seen  that  all  which  waa 
noble  and  loyal,  and  ef  purity  and  honor,  Wft3  moat 
usually  doomed  to  a  lon^  and  weflry  thole;  capable  \n- 
deed  of  joy  in  its  highest,  but  seldom  if  ever  knowing'  it. 

Sho  sat  beside  the  heartfi,  reading ;  hBr  room  seemed 
filled  with  papers  arid  new  books;  and  I  sat  gazing;  at 
her  wondering'-,  ivonderiat^,  where  was  Bronze  ?  who  had 
made  the  wandering  child  into  thiw  exquisite  empre&s  ? 
waa  the  poor  dead  poet  forgotten?  above  all,  what  waa 
&he  herself  to  Beltron  ? 

I  &haddcrcd  as  I  thoug-ht :  that  pare  child  whom  I 
bad  seen  kneeling  in  the  moonlight,  with  the  prayer  for 
her  lost  brother  on  her  Iip&,  could  never  have  learned  the 
wicked  ways,  and  takea  the  wicked  wage^  of  Avice 
Dare? 

And  yet,  otherwise,  how  came  she  hither  in  this  a£u- 
epce  and  eaee  ? 

The  morning  passed  very  quietly;  I  was  thred  and 
Blept  a  good  deal,  overcome  with  fatigue  and  eseitement, 
1  was  awakened  by  tbe  striking  of  the  clock,  and  the 
appearance  of  a  light  lunchooa.  She  scarcely  touched 
it,  and  went  afterwards  into  her  drawing-room,  carryin^^ 
me  with  her:  the  room  waa  as  perfect  as  all  thu  rest  of 
the  bouse,  and  waa  quite  full  of  the  liloom  and  odor  of 
fiowera,  althoiigb  the  time  of  year  was  still  wiuter. 

She  moved  about  a  little,  touching  her  flowers,  pausing 
beside  a  picture,  reiirranging  some  china  En  the  pretty 
way  women  have,  then  seated  herself  once  more  amidst 
the  books. 

BetweeD  two  and  three  o'clock  there  were  Iho  grating 
of  wheels  in  the  carriage-drive  withont,  the  Bound  of  a 
man^s  step,  the  tinkle  of  little  hells,  and  there  entered 
Beltran,  followed  whether  he  would  or  no  by  Faafreluche 
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Ud  ca^t  down  a  loose  coat  of  sables,  catue  to  tbe 
hoarlh^  nnd  gpateil  lijiueylf  in  n  Ihw  loungiajj  chair  with 
the  manner  of  one  accus^tonit*!  tu  freiiueut  tbe  place  dailj. 

By  the  quick  turn  of  ln-r  head,  by  the  britliaiice  in  her 
eyes,  by  her  einile  as  she  siiw  bim,  it  waa  easy  to  teli 
how  welcome  his  advent  wms.  No  formal  g^reetiog 
pussed  belwctm  llioin  ;  they  begun  to  coaverstj  aa  thoujfb 
ibey  had  bt-cn  together  the  last  hour:  people  only  do 
tEii»  bcitwist  wiiniit  thert;  in  an  entire  accord. 

"Well,  my  dear,  how  da  yuu  Imd  yourself?"  asked 
FariFreluchc  with  a  grin, 

1  Ruid  that  I  I'uuiid  myself  very  wtll. 

*' I  dare  Biiy  you  du:  it's  a  pretty  place,"  ahe  eaid 
dryJy.  "On  the  whole,  Pbuonius  don't  necm  eucb  ecij- 
nomicnl  things  ss  one  thought  they  were " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"Never  aak  a  pt;rson  that.  If  his  epigram  or  his 
flrgument  be  pointless  or  involved,  you  shouldn't  show 
him  that  you  think  &o,  by  acting-  him  what  he  means.  I 
told  you  I'd  fieo  you  to-day:  we  come  here  most  daya 
when  we're  nut  hanting  or  shooting.'* 

"Ton  don't  hunt?" 

"No.  A  terrier  isn't  such  a  foob  We  tjip  our  prey 
in  the  necks  in  a  second  \  we  don't  run  it  acrosa  half  a 
country,  and  lose  it  ia  a  drain  after  all  And  to  see  what 
the  huQiing  is  now  luot  Knocking  tlia  horses  alf  to 
pieces  over  cramped  ground  for  snlse  of  a  fast  twenty 
minutes]  Thia  is  a  pretty  bttle  bouae,  isn't  it?  The 
rent's  three  hundred  a  year^  furnished  just  as  it  stands; 
only  the  china,  and  picturea,  and  bronzes,  and  things  aro 
aU  hers, — or  his." 

"~B\ii  how  rich " 

"Well,  be  pays  her  at  the  rate  of  fifty  guineas  a  week* 
or  rather  has  it  paid  to  her,  for  she  don't  know  exactly 
that  it's  hia.  Oh  she's  worth  it,  no  doubt,  She'd  get  it 
at  any  theater,  now.  Gladys  Gerant?  Oh  yes,  she  ia 
OJiidys  Gerant ;  sets  in  Lbe  name  too.  People  think  it  a 
fjiDcy  name  because  it's  pretty,  Tou  see  we  have  so 
many  Folly  Smiths  and  Betty  Browne  who  are  Amandi!- 
villes  and  Fitao&bornes  upon  the  stagCj  that  we  think  do 
Roman  caa  hare  a  good  graceful  Dame  really  hers,  un^esa 
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she  be  in  tbe  Libro  d^Oro,  and  Has  £.5000  a  year  of  her 
own.  I  told  you  he'd  keep  his  promise,  didn'i  I,  wben 
we  were  at  Ascot?" 

"But  how  has  he  kept  it?"  I  murmured.  It  was 
TFell  indeed  witb  her,  so  far  as  success,  affluence,  ease, 
beauty^  talent  weut, — but  otherwise  ? 

"  I  don't  think  that's  any  business  of  yours,  my  dear," 
Bnapped  Fanfreluehe.  "I  can't  tell  you  anything,  I 
knew  nothing  about  her  till  that  nig-ht  she  eatue  out  aa 
Beatrice,  and  then,  of  cuuri'e,  1  reeag-nlKed  tbe  name, 
and  reim^mhtred  tbe  story  ytiu'd  told  lue," 

"  But  BronzLi  V 

"I  know  nothing  abont  Bronze  either.  I  was  abroad, 
in  different  places,  almost  all  last  year,  with  my  ambas- 
eadreas,  and  my  prima  donyia,  and  ray  truffle-maker, 
But  there's  a  little  low  beast  here,  who  can  tell  you,,  I 
dare  say.  He'a  called  Patch,  and  lives  la  the  kitchen  by 
chiMCe." 

"A  cur?" 

"Well — ^yea.  A  cur.  Not  tliat  I  like  that  word, 
They  have  sDobs  and  cada,  but  we  have  no  curs, — not  in 
tbe  sense  of  disparag-ement  that  tbey  use  ibe  word  to 
imply.  Even  the  Lurcher,  the  lowest  type  amonfj;st  us, 
is  immeaaurably  superior  to  their  Rough.  With  a 
poached  hare  iu  hia  mouth,  he  baa  a  brisk,  innocent, 
plejised  air,  and  a  conscience  well  at  eaae.  Re  baa  no 
idea  of  dishonesty*  and  has  only  done  his  duty  as  his 
master  taught  it  him.  lie  is  loyal,  as  far  as  bis  light  goeg  ; 
he  has  served  the  power  he  reveres ;  he  has  obeyed  the 
lawg^iver  of  his  humble  lite,  in  ig'Horance,  indeed,  but  in 
fealty  and  faith.  When  can  they  say  as  much  ?  No — wo 
have  no  cura  in  the  souse  that  they  have  cads  ;  for  we 
hflV(!  none  in  our  race  who  strain  to  Feeifl  what  tbey  fife 
not  i  who  are  raade  hideous  by  vulgariiy,  made  grotesque 
by  assumi>tion,  or  raade  infamous  by  lying.  The  lowest, 
Bgliest,  most  hungry,  most  honest  mongrel  ia  always 
natural  aud  always  faithfui  It  is  impossible,  therefore, 
ibr  a  dog  to  be  a  anob. " 

"  Does  she  suffer  still  for  her  brolher^  or  Btill  femember 
him  1"  I  asked,  not  attendiag  to  her  didactic  digression, 

"J  c&n't  tell  you,  I  am  sure,"  she  said  with  a  saifi*  ot 
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ficorfl.  "'  I  never  iLinlt  much  of  their  feelinga  at  any  time. 
They  are  all  words.  Creatures  that  taka  out  thoir  grief 
iu  crapo  and  mortuarp  tablets  can't  feel  verj  iiiuth." 

''  There  Lire  mauy  lamentations,  from  Lycidaa  to  Les- 
bia,  which  prove  that  whether  for  a  hero  or  a  sparrow — ■" 
1  bt'^an  timidly  to  fiaggest, 

"That's  oiiiy  a  commonplace^"  snapped  mj  lady. 
"They  chatter  and  si;rihble;  ibey  don't  feel.  They 
writ*  stanzaa  of  '  gusb^  on  Maternity  ;  and  tear  the  little 
Heating  calf  from  ita  mother  to  bleed  to  deatli  in  a  luDjf 
slow  agony.  Thcytnttunder  twaddle  about  InJ'aucyover 
some  ugly  red  lump  of  human  fleah,  iu  whose  creation 
their  vanity  happens  to  bo  involved;  an(i  then  go  out 
and  send  the  apKng-iide  laiub  to  the  slang^hter,  and  shoot 
the  parent  birda  aa  they  fly  to  tho  nest  where  their 
fledglin^^s  are  Bcreamin;|f  in  hunger^  Pooh  I  Did  you 
never  lind  out  the  value  of  their  words  ?  Some  one  of 
them  hiig  said  that  speech  was  ^iv'cn  tliem  to  conceal 
their  tiioag:bts.  It  ifl  true  that  they  use  it  for  that  end  ; 
but  it  was  given  them  for  thia  reason:  At  the  time  of 
the  creation,  when  all  except  man  had  been  made,  the 
Angel  uf  Life,  who  had  been  bidden  to  sumcioQ  the 
world  oat  of  chaos,  movinL,'-  over  the  iVesh  and  yet  inno- 
cent  eartb,  thought  to  himself,  'I  have  created  so  much 
that  13  doomed  to  sufibr  forever,  and  forever  l>o  mnte ; 
I  will  navf  create  an  animal  that  yhall  be  compenisated 
for  all  sufferiuf^  by  listening  to  the  sound  of  its  owu 
voluble  chatter.'  Whereon  the  Angel  called  Man  into 
being,  and  cut  the  /nBtium.  of  hi.s  tongue;  which  baa 
cUcked  incessantly  ever  sitice,  all  through  tiie  silence  of 
the  centuries." 

""Where  is  that  log-ond?" 

"In  our  traditJou3j,  which  difer  as  much  from  tbfl 
human  ones  as  the  human  onea  do  from  each  other :  on 
ne  pourrait  plus  /" 

"  It  is  a  great  pity  we  were  denied  the  power  of  the 
art  of  writino^. " 

"Do  you  think  so  ?  We  shonUl  never  have  kept  our 
honesty  if  we  had  learnt  it.  Don^t  jau  know  what  that 
poor  ruined  Sir  Robert  said  when  he  was  dying?  'If  I 
had  never  known  hovi  to  write  my  name  upon  paper,  1 
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fihoulJ  ha^'C  been  a  g-ood  man,  aad  a  ricli  oje  dow.'  My 
dear,  if  ws  had  known  how  ta  wTite,  we  should  have 
taken  to  *  bills  at  60  daya,  etc,,'  and  a  hound's  ketinel 
would  soon  have  been  no  baUer  than  a  club-room,  wiih  a 
Bweep-stakes  card  upon  the  mantie-piece  !" 

I  yawned  irritably.  I  was  impatient  of  her  talk. 
Your  pique  amswUe,  as  Lever  hitg  ftptiy  clept  the  pro- 
fesi^ional  dlnoef-table  jesterj  19  very  a^^reeahle  over  the 
turtle  eoup  and  the  troot  a  la  Chojiibord ;  but  aa  a 
continual  companion  ho  may  be  alxuoat  ad  tireBome  as  the 
bore  of  whom  he  reveres  your  dioner. 

I  (trajed  her  to  be  quiet  a  little,  and  turned  my  atteu- 
tipn  to  Beltran. 

lie  was  reading-  through  seireral  letters  that  Glaiiys 
had  giuon  liim. 

He  looked  ot  home  there,  stretched  on  Ihe  low  long- 
chair  beside  the  fire,  with  that  exquiiiite  woman's  face 
opposite  him.  He  wag  not  in  the  least  altered  ;  only  I 
thought  that  bis  mouth  had  not  quite  eo  sarcajitic  a  curl 
as  of  yore,  and  that  Uis  eyes  had  a  very  gentle  and 
almost  sad  look  in  them  that  waa  new  to  their  languor 
and  coldness. 

"  Yon  need  not  answer  lliuse  at  all,"  he  said,  laying 
three  of  the  letters  aside.  "To  these  two  dinner  invita- 
tiona  send  a  brief  refusal.  To  this  manager,  answer  him 
that  you  have  no  intention  to  enter  into  any  other 
en^agemprits.  For  these  fellows  who  want  to  send  you 
MS,  plays,  sileuce  will  show  them  that  wo  don't  want 
their  wares." 

"  I  would  rather  lot  them  send  their  plays,  and  look  at 
them,"  she  said  pleading-ly,  as  though  she  were  not  much 
used  to  place  her  wish  iu  opposition  to  his. 

"  Why  ?     They  are  certain  to  be  trasb." 

"  Most  likely.  Only — you  knovr,  some  one  amoag 
these  authors  may  Ije  a  poor  boy,  breaking  his  heart 
over  his  writings  as  he  did,  They  are  all  unknown 
names,  and  it  will  not  bo  much  trouble  to  look  through 
tbein  ;  and  there  may  be  some  touch  of  talent,  some  glow 
of  genius,  in  one  or  other  of  them,  that  will  die  out 
altogether  if  treated  always  with  silenee." 

He  smiled. 
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"  Well,  let  Ibcm  cnmc  if  you  lilce,  Ihougli  T  fear  Itey 
will  hardly  be  u'orih  i]io  jmper  Wwy  are  written  ou  ;  and 
tLeir  verse  wJH  h*i  emphaUcalJy  'blank'  aa  reg:ards  wit, 
g^ranmiar,  rueaniii^^  or  measure,  As  for  these  other  two 
lelters^ — have  jou  read  Iheni  ?" 

"No.  They  soemod  flattery  and  folly.  Tou  told  me 
once  it  was  ijest  not  to  read  letters  that  commenced  in 
tbaC  strain,  nnd  so  I  never  go  farther  thaD  the  ben^ioniDg — 
BOW," 

Ue  looked  conlent,  but  not  aurpriseij. 

"  1  tbiiik  yun  are  ri|rbt,"  he  saiii  Biinplyn  "  Just  read 
the  BJgnaturt!^,  liowevtT,  und  ftend  them  bock  whence 
they  ciimo — wiUmat  imy  coniuient.  Thoy  will  write 
Ihopi.*  things  to  yuu — there  m  no  lielp  for  it," 

'*  I  suppose  they  admire  i»e?"  said  Gladys  thought- 
fully, ''or  they  Ibiiik  it  js  ihe  fashiou  to  Bay  so." 

lie  laug-licd  1  bis  old,  curt,  contemptuous  laug-h. 

"  Of  course  they  admirt!  you,  Thera  ig  do  daubt 
about  that.  What  a  child  yon  are  still  I  Is  there  any- 
thin^ielso?" 

"Only  this  note  frfmi  Lord  Dnaimerell,  ITe  sent  it  up 
quitt!  eariy  with  a  wonderful  little  coffer,  tliat  you,  eee, 
he  BEivs,  belonj;,''ed  to  the  great  Catberine.  It  was  a 
heautifnl  thing';  malachite  crusted  with  opals,  and  the 
lock  and  hinges  of  g;oId.  I  wrote  him  uiy  thanks,  and 
begged  to  return  Ik     His  nit^saenger  took  it  away." 

She  spoke  (juite  istdifTerenly,  ae  of  oo  every-day  un- 
considered triflt;;  but  his  fa<.'e  darkened  aa  he  took  the 
Dote. 

"  Cis  Dnmmerelll"  he  muttered;  "I  introduiied  him 
to  you  mysell"," 

lie  said  no  more  ;  but  he  tore  the  note  into  maay  little 
pieces,  very  slowly,  and  as  if  the  action  expressed  anger 
that  he  did  not  put  into  words. 

"  1  remember  that  coffer — at  Christie's,"  be  said,  after 
a  pause.  "Dummerell  will  be  slow  to  forgive  you  j  be 
Dever  had  a  rebuff  before. 

"  Yoii  said  last  uig-ht  you  were  quite  happy?"  ho 
aeked  ber  a  few  rooments  later  abruptly.  "Are  you  very 
Bure  that  is  true  ?" 

She  looked  up  with  surprise;  her  wonderiog  Btulliag 
eyea  aiigweriDg  before  ber  words. 
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"True!  ludcpd  it  \e  ti-ue  1  I  aiu  so  happy  that  I 
frel  somctiraGS  tliat  I  must  be  droiiiiiitiq-  of  thU  marvel- 
ous life.  You  Bcii — it  is  fiLill  wonderful  to  me.  All  paj 
childliood  was  so  uneventful  -  ^ve  had  &o  much  sorrow  in 
our  pleasantest  days*  we  liad  always  the  woe  and  care 
of  such  auxioua  ueeds  ;  it  was  always  so  still  there,  and 
BO  simple,  and  so  plain,  just  like  oue  of  those  peaceful 
bouseholdg  that  we  read  of  in  the  old  Puritau  days,— 
tliat  jou,  w1h>  have  had  the  world  with  you  always, 
cannot  understand  hmv  tlie  color  and  moveniunt  and 
chang;e  and  heauty  of  this  esisteuce  you  hiive  gireo  nit;, 
scciu  lo  me  Lalf  miraiculous  slill.  In  iha  old  time,  when 
Ilarold  and  1  used  to  walk  at  evening'  under  the  orchard 
trees,  and  talk  to  one  another  of  all  our  fanciea  and  our 
dreams,  we  used  to  picture  just  sufh  a  future  ag  you 
have  made  my  present.  I  ha^e  only  one  sorrow,  only 
one, — that  \  should  have  H  all,  and  ho  never  have  en- 
joyed one  hour  of  it !  It  aeeras  so  like  avarice,  seltiah- 
ness,  sin  1     And  to  think  he  cannot  even  know — " 

She  paused,  with  a  quiver  in  tlio  rich  eloquent  sweet- 
ness of  her  voice,  which  told  me  that  her  brother  was 
uufurgotten, 

"  You  ask  me  that  question  often  now,"  she  said,  after 
a  little  while.  "  Why  do  you  doubt, — how  can  you 
doubt,  that  I  am  happy?  Tliink  haw  much  I  have,  how 
much  1  enjoy;  and  what  a  deaolate,  friendless,  hopeless 
child  I  was  when  I  knew  jnu  first." 

Beitrau  flung  the  toru  fragments  of  the  note  iato  the 
fire. 

"I  hardly  know  why  I  aiiked  you.  Only — I  cannot 
do  exactly  as  I  would  for  you.  You  should  not  have 
Buch  ietterjj  as  these  if  I  could  prevent  it;  but  it  is  diffi- 
cult, witlioiit  doing  yau  more  harm  than  good." 

''They  do  not  hurt  mo;  and  they  go — there,"  she 
answered  him  with  a  pretty  half  haun;hty  ^'e&ture  of  her 
hand  toward  the  (lames.  "  I  remember  your  warning 
niG  before  you  let  me  come  to  the  singe,  that  in  an  ac- 
tress's career,  annoy auees,  bumiliationSt  even  insults 
were  inevitable,  because  her  art  being  a  public  one,  the 
world  always  deemed  her  life  a  public  plaything-  too: 
and  I  tcld  you  what  I  thought  thsn, — that  though  she 
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might  be  annoyed  sbe  need  oeUber  be  bomuieied  nor 
iuBulted,  uulciia  she  fhoye  to  merit  suoh  abasetaenl.  1 
am  aa  aclri'sa  now, — and  yet  I  think  so  Btill." 

"  You  are  but  a  child  now,  aad  therefore  you  think  so 
Btill" 

"  But  is  it  Qot  BO  ?  Humiliation  Is  a  guest  that  0QI7 
cnmcs  to  those  who  haire  made  ready  hia  rcating-place  and 
win  givo  hiui  a  fair  welcoftio.  My  father  used  to  say  to 
uiR,  '  Cliild,  whoa  you  grow  to  woiiianhoodf  whether  you 
bo  rich  or  poor,  gentle  or  simple,  as  the  balance  of  yoar 
life  may  turn  fof  or  ajrainst  you,  remember  always  this 
one  iliing— that  no  one  can  dis;i;rac&  you  eape  yoursolf. 
Dishonor  ia  like  the  Aaron's  Beard  in  the  bedge-rowSj  iC 
can  only  poison  if  it  be  pluckud.*  They  call  the  bella* 
donna  Aaron's  Beard  in  the  country,  you  know  j  and  it 
ia  true  that  tlie  cattle,  simple  a*  they  are,  are  never 
harmed  by  jt;  just  because,  thoo;jh  it  ia  alway;*  hi  their 
path,  they  nevor  stop  and  taste  U.  I  think  it  may  just 
be  BO  wiih  uaj  with  fujy  sort  of  evil," 

SliB  apoke  with  all  the  mingled  poetry  and  simplicity, 
all  the  It^mkr  thoughtful  seriuusnesd,  that  I  had  beard  in 
h(.T  when  she  had  told  btsr  story  to  tho  dancer  Nellie. 
She  wai  a  lovely  woman  now  ;  sitting  there  on  her  own 
btjflrtb,  chid  in  velvet  aud  iu  lat-e,  and  couscIqub  of  celeh- 
rity  and  oC  victory  \\x  hef  career;  but  there  was  the 
aaniQ  nature  in  her  a:^  in  the  days  when  BLt;  bad  Rone,  a 
a  furnished,  desolate,  hnusclasa  child,  to  tho  littlti  garret 
iu  Weatminater;  and  the  same  accent  was  in  her  v^oice, 
tho  same  accent  of  mingltid  pridw  and  innocence,  of 
strength  aud  trust fulneaa. 

Beliran  listeoed,  with  a  certain  trouble  in  his  gray, 
calm,  weary  eyos:*— something  iii  the  words  touched  him, 
I  think,  for  he  got  up  and  began  to  tease  the  bullfinc^b  oa 
its  perch,  and  to  criticise  the  hanging  of  some  cabinet 
pictures, 

"  You  have  put  the  Prfere  and  the  Taderaa  toother," 
he  said,  going;  up  to  them.  "  For  HeaT'^D'e  fiake,  don't  do 
that.  Can't  you  see  how  they  barm  ooe  frUOtberT  The 
stately  elegance  and  ceremonial  of  the  Romaa  patrician 
life,  beside  the  little  Breton  interior,  with  two  cottage 
children  at  play  wHb  acme  fagots  of  goraet— ip^k  hoif 
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tbey  hnrt  each  other,  and  make  each  othor  look,  reapeeU 
ively,  coldly  artificial  and  insignificanrlj  homt'^ly  ?  Pic- 
tures, like  beauties,  kill  each  other;  1  am  afraid  no  sort 
of  skill  in  the  hanging  of  galleries  will  alter  the  fact  that 
iLe  eihibftioc  of  many  paintinj^s  amounts  virtually  to 
their  extloctiou  We  are  ^tting  too  many  even,  iato 
this  little  room." 

And  they  alterod  the  place  of  the  Frfere  and  the  Tade- 
ma,  and  talked  of  art;  to  which  I  did  not  care  to  listen. 
The  thoughts  of  art  made  my  heart  ache ;  it  broug-ht  to 
my  mnraory  the  low,  sunny,  wooden  chamber  at  the 
Silver  Stag;,  willi  ihu  wbiLe  fruit  blossoms  swaying  at 
ths  caBements,  and  the  long  shadows  asleep  opou  the 
floor;  where  the  Fftuatiue  had  Iflkoti  her  birth  from  that 
prophetic  pafi&ioD  which  is  at  oueo  the  inspiratiou  and 
the  destruction  of  hutniin  genius — a  flame  which  con- 
sumes even  while  it  illumines  and  conceives. 

"  Can  yon  tell  what  she  is  to  him,  my  dear  ?"  grinned 
FatifrGluche. 

I  ftdniitted  that  I  could  not. 

'*  Well — ask  Patch.  Soe  if  he  can  tell,"  she  reepooded. 
*' One  isn't  fond  of  intercourse  wi:h  common  dogs,  hut 
Btill  when  one  can  get  anythinc  out  of  them  ; — how 
civil  my  I^ord  A.  and  the  Hon.  B.  and  Sir  C  C  can  be 
to  a  low  brule  on  the  race-conrEP,  when  Ihey  ivant  to  get 
at  any  straight  tip,  or  be  on  for  a  dark  thing!  I  don't 
see  why  we  need  ho  more  particular,  and  we  have  no 
class  so  low  as  their  bookmakers,  touters,  and  nobblers. 
A  dos  may  be  unpDliahed  ;  he  may  gnaw  ft  bone  oa  tbo 
hearth-rug;  he  may  go  wild  after  a  lierring  trail;  ho 
may  carry  bis  flag  badly ;  he  may  demean  himself  to  eat 
tripe  ;  bo  may  whino  instead  of  bite  when  he's  hurt;  he 
mcy  do  many  things  which  show  him  an  under-bred  one; 
—but  he  is  never  a  Suob,  or  a  Cad,  or  a  Ro^gh.  t^s  I 
said  just  now,  and  thank  Heaven  he^s  never  a  Blackleg  f" 

*'  Is  it  under-bred  to  whine  when  one  is  hurt  ?"  I  asked, 
coiiscious  that,  despito  my  aristocracy  of  descent,  I  sinue  J 
in  this  particular. 

"  Very,  my  dear,'*  averred  Fanfrehicbe  \  "  when  you  are 
hit,  Ai^ri.^^bitc  deep  and  bito  often.  All  success  lies  in  thfl 
teelh  ;  I  told  you  that  long  ago." 

3S 


146 


PUGE. 


"  But  ir  we  bite  we  are  chained,  or,  still  worse,  we  are 
killed." 

Fanfreluciho  grrnned. 

^'  There  was  onco  a  dog,  ray  dear,  that  was  hit  by  three 
men,  one  iifLcr  another,  as  they  went  by  him  wtiere  he  lay 
in  the  sun;  anit  in  return  fae  bit  them — cluep — and  they 
let  him  alone  then;  and  ever  after  souj^ht  to  [iropitiaie 
him.  Well — thu  first  he  bit  in  the  arm,  where  there  ivaa 
a  brand  foT  deserting;  and  the  eecond  ho  bit  ia  the  throat, 
where  there  was  a  hideous  mole;  and  the  third  he  bit  ia 
the  Bbouldcr,  whore  there  waa  the  mark  of  a  secret  co- 
morra ;  now,  not  ono  of  the^e  three  durs^t  speak  of  the 
wounds  in  phicea  they  all  wished  to  hide,  Afid,  whenever 
afterwards  thoy  passed  the  doy„  thoy  gave  him  fair  words, 
and  sweet  bones,  and  a  wide  berth.  It  is  the  ilog^a,  and 
the  satirists,  and  the  libolers,  and  the  statesmen  who 
know  how  to  bite  like  that^ia  the  weak  part — that  ^et. 
let  alone,  and  respected,  and  fed  oa  the  fat  of  the  land." 

At  that  niomeat  there  entered  Lbci  drawing-room  Deny 
Dt^nzil,  and  Florafucie  Fane  of  the  Guards:  two  or  three 
other  niien  followed  in  a  little  time,  men  of  similar  rardt, 
who  had  come  to  lown  I  suppofis  for  the  sake  of  iheir 
clubs,  in  the  frost  which  made  the  "  yrasa  countries"  un- 
tenable at  that  moment.  Dy-thc'Way,  the  other  day,  this 
autuma,  1  heard  a  woman,  whose  dinners  enjoy  an  eicel- 
fent  rDpQtatioii,  aslc  an  cx-Coldsti'eaiUer,  fanioLis  with 
Tailby  and  Pytchley,  when  he  would  come  to  dine  with 
her  in  the  winter,  which  fehu  was  about  to  pass  at  her 
town  quarters.  "  I'll  come  ths  first  frost,''  said  he,,  and 
she  felt  no  offense;  sba  understood  tborou^rhly  that  her- 
'eelf  and  her  menu  played  seeond  to  the  "  little  red  rover," 
and  would  be  relegated  if  no  frost  eaiiie  till  the  April  days 
of  budding  cbe&tuuts,  and  spring  chickena,  and  new 
operas. 

These  men  were  all  plea&ant  c*^mpanions.  as  your  thor- 
ough-bred man  of  the  world  almost  always  ia,  with  hia 
lazy  earcfisnis  and  bin  goodnamred  ironiea,  aad  bia  ac- 
quaintance witli  all  the  fresh  mischief  afloat,  and  his  facile 
toncbes  of  art  knowledge  and  politieal  knovvlodgo,  and  hia 
racy  history  now  and  then  of  some  field  Hport  whteb  he 
lovea ;  in  the  Leliing  of  which  all  his  pococurantisni  fadei 
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jway,  and  all  hi3  restless  recklessness  gleams  Tor  a  mo- 
ment on  the  surface  of  hia  balf-aniii&ed,  half-wearj,  dia- 
comteQt. 

Such  were  these  now ;  the  fire  turned  WxghWy  behind 
the  broad  banner  screens  ;  the  light  played  prettily  about 
tbo  delicjite  colors  of  the  room ;  the  dainty  fire  o'clock 
tea  came,  with  sodas  and  seltzers ;  there  were  pleasaut 
talk,  airy  nonsense,  good-humored  disputes^  melodious 
laiig-hter. 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  I  could  bring  myself  to  belleva 
that  I  wa5  not  in  one  of  those  regal  cuuntry-houscB, 
wbere  in  the  fi'osty  weather  llio  men  had  n;&thered  at  tha 
tea  hour  in  library  or  morning  room  round  some  fair  tilled 
cbateliiiiie. 

"  She  is  very  much  in  society  it  would  aeom?"  I  mur- 
mured to  Fanfreluche. 

"  She  is  not  in  society  at  all,  my  dear,"  averred  that 
dictatrcsa.  '•  Ask  tho  Countess  of  Ben  Nevis,  who  haa 
had  liaisons  with  every  handsome  Hon  out;  or  Lady 
Charles  Whyte,  who  has  her  cottage  in  the  Forest,  lo 
carry  on  her  iiitrig-uca  with  the  Guards;  or  Mrs,  Yereker, 
who  g-oea  to  Paris  with  Uailea  Ilayttea  the  tenor,  aud  ia 
Qono  tbo  wor.^je  fur  the  e^t'miado,  because  her  own  people 
never  Lave  dropped  her;  aab  them  if  they'd  know  Gladys 
Qerant  the  actress,  —  their  outraged  virtue  would  bo 
aghast]'' 

"  Does  she  know  no  women,  then  ?'' 
"None,  my  dear.     He  wouldn't  let  her  know  the  bad 
ones ;  and  the  good  ones — or  the  pseudo-good — woulduH 
know  her." 

"  How  shameful  t — how  sad  I" 

"  Not  a  bit.  As  for  the  sadness,  I  dou't  think  myself 
that  the  British  matron,  whether  heavy  or  frijsky,  is  any 
such  ^^ery  great  loss ;  and  the  British  maiden  in  her  day 
of  slang  and  salmoii-Qshing,  of  'big  coupa^  and  'awful 
yawnors,'  certainly  isn't.  As  for  the  sbamefulness,  tliat's 
nonsensQ.  Every  pleasure  has  its  penalty.  If  a  woman 
he  celebrated,  the  world  always  thinks  she  must  be 
wicked.  If  she's  wli^e,  she  laug-hs.  It  ia  the  bitter  that 
you  must  take  with  the  sweet,  ad  you  get  iho  sorrel  flavor 
with  the  softn  jes  of  tbt;  cream,  in  your  soup  ^  la  Bonne 
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Femnie.     But  the  creftm  would  clag  without  it,  and  the 
combination  is  piquante." 

*'  Only  to  jn<ied  palates,"  1  retorted,  "  Tor  I  have  often 
tasted  the  Bonne  Fcnime,  and  detest  it." 

By*the-way,  what  exquisite  irony  lies  in  some  of  your 
kitchen  nonieDclotTire  I 

"Perhaps  not,"  asaentefl  Faofreluche,  forpretting:  for 
once  to  disagroe.  "  But  in  this  case  a  very  choice  liand 
prepares  her  portion,  and  the  creitni  of  it  is  made  bo  eweet 
that  1  don't  think  Rhe'e  even  fouad  oat  yet  tbat  the  Borrel- 
leaves  lie  at  the  bottom." 

And  she  loft  mo  to  digest  this  dark  sayinE^  as  best  T 
might,  while  she  followed  hor  master  and  the  other  men 
ont  of  the  drawing-room,  and  out  of  the  house,  as  the 
little  time-piece  chimed  the  sixth  hour. 

At  eight  tlie  young*  actress  went  to  her  art  and  huT 
public.  I  strove  to  aceonijianj  her;  but  was  cut  per- 
mitted, 

Left  to  myaeir,  I  wandered  throag-h  the  various  rooms 
to  dissipate  my  ennui,  iind  also  to  search  for  Patch. 

There  was  a  little  ehaniber,  down  a  fow  sleps,  into 
which  I  peeped  ;  it  was  cosy  and  warm,  but  BiBiply  fuf' 
Dished  ;,  there  on  the  hearth  I  saw  a  small,  broken-haired, 
Diongrt'l  dog-,  with  a  white  spot  over  one  eye,  which  had 
doublleas  g-ained  liim  his  name. 

He  was  a  little  shabby,  wiry,  ^ood-natnred  looking 
creature,  and  I  made  acquaintflnce  with  him, — a  liule 
arrogantly,  I  fear,  fur,  with  the  first  glimpse  of  the  blue 
ribbon  of  revived  aristocracy  round  my  neck,  I  had  con- 
signed to  oblivion  the  remeiabraoce  tbat  I  had  ever 
danced  for  f^aia  in  the  streets,  and  walked  on  my  hicidlegs 
to  hej^  for  a  topper  coin, 

"  Ves,  I  am  Patch,"  he  said.  A  little,  straightforward, 
eiinple  dog,  evitkntly  in  nowise  ashamed  of  hia  humble 
aspect  and  station. 

Indeed,  you  never  see  any  kind  of  base  or  petty  prido 
fttnongstus;  we  will  guard  a  knife-grinder's  barraw,or8it 
beeido  a  tinker's  wayside  work,  with  perfect  loyalty  and 
content,  if  grinder  or  tinker  be  our  friend.  Not  so  you  I 
I  have  noticed  in  the  best  of  you  a  certain  failure  In  theso 
reepects. 
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In  tlie  old  Oxlord  days  BcrLram  Bytig,  your  youii}^ 
rough  noHb-countrycomrafle  at  BalHol,  ground  fioe.witfi 
tie  wheel  of  lii&  high  intellect,  the  somewhat  blunt  ed;ie 
of  your  owu  intelligence,  in  nriany  an  hour  liy  Isia.  Aucl 
Id  tint  sad,  dreary  winter  at  Kke,  when  you  had  just  lost 
the  woniaa  you  loved,  ami  could  not  Gud  in  (^cart^  the 
whole  Odd  and  aim  of  oxisteiice,  a&  the  apostles  thereof 
paid  you  should,  that  poor,  witt}%  dubious,  darfc-hia toned 
Ina  Rally  amUHed  you  immeaBurahlj,  and  bore  with  yon 
patiently,  and  served  you  iu  many  ways,  and  gaye  yon 
many  wrinkles  for  the  qnatre  d  and  la  belle. 

But  whoti  Bertram  comes  up  now,  rouf^h  and  shahby, 
from  his  Devonian  curaey,  poor  exceedingly,  and  with 
those  old  tendencies  to  roll  Greek  out  so  fearfully  loud, 
and  to  heed  not  how  many  days'  dust  lie  on  his  boots  and 
his  coat,  only  more  intensely  developed,  you  don*t;  take 
him  to  the  AtheniEum  or  the  Guards' Club  for  dinner; 
jou  dine  him  aloue  in  your  roomt*,  and  1-cll  your  man,  not 
at  home.  So,  too,  when  I[in  Ruby  contest  to  you,  and  men 
drop  their  eyes  and  &fty,  "  What,  i/fo:/ fellow  !■ — thought 
he  Was  dead :  years  af^o,  you  know,  ctc-,"— yoii  make  ex- 
ciisoB  for  not  ridinjj;  at  noon  j  and  back  out  of  taking-  him 
to  Hurlin(,'ham,  though  you  offer  warmly  to  taJje  him  to 
Sydenham  ;  and  you  continue  to  pa&s  most  of  your  time 
with  your  Kchooner  where  she  lies  in  the  Thames,  and 
where  Denii-moude  and  Bohemia  can  cruise  with  you — a 
hint  which  poor  Ina^  having-  been  ag-entleman  tn  bis  day, 
quickly  takes,  and  so  plcad^i  busiueas  in  Paris,  and  goes 
back  to  the  old  weary  life  of  wbiat  and  winter  cities,  of 
eeart6  and  exile,  of  picquet  and  poverty,  with  a  pan(^  the 
more  may  bo^  in  Lie  heart. 

It  is  thus  with  you.  Whereas  we, — well,  I  will  tell 
you  a  story. 

Once  at  a  g^reat  house  in  the  west  I  saw  agathcriug  on 
the  young  lord's  coming  of  age.  There  were  half  the  high- 
est people  in  England  there,  and,  a  little  while  before  the 
tenantry  went  to  their  banquet  in  the  marquees,  the  boy 
peer  and  his  guests  were  all  out  on  the  terraces  and  the 
lawD9.  With  him  waa  a  very  noble  deerhound  whom 
bo  bad  owned  for  four  years. 

I  Suddenly  the  hound,  Red  Comyn,  left  his  titled  master 
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and  plunged  head  Foremost  throuj^h  the  patrician  crowd, 
aniithrew  himatslf,  in  wildraptures,  on  tot- poor, miserable, 
tattered,  traveling  cobbler,  who  had  dared  to  creep  in 
through  the  open  gates  and  tfae  happy  crowds,  hoping  for 
a  broken  crust.  Red  Comya  pounced  on  him  aod  caressed 
him,  and  laid  maB^ire  pawa  upon  his  shoulders,  and  gave 
him  maddest  welcome — thlapoor  bung^ry  man^  Ib  themidet 
of  that  aristocratic  featival. 

The  cobbler  could  scarcely  speak  awhile,  but  when  ho 
^ot  hb  breath  hta  arms  were  arouad  the  bound  and  LU 
eyea  were  wet  with  tears 

"  Please  pardon  bim,  my  lord,"  he  said,  all  in  a  quiver 
and  a  tremble.  "  He  was  mine  odcb  ;  from  the  time  be 
was  papped,  for  a  w  hole  two  year  ;  and  he  lov^ed  me,  poor 
Boulf  and  he  han't  forgot.  He  don't  know  no  better,  my 
lord — he's  only  a  dog." 

No;  he  didn't  know  any  better  than  to  remember,  and 
be  faithful,  and  to  recognize  a  friend,  no  matter  in  what 
woe  or  want.     Afal  indeed  we  are  far  behind  you  I 

For  the  credit  of  *'  the  order,"  it  may  be  added,  that  Red 
Comyn  and  the  cobbler  have  parted  no  more,  but  dwell 
together  still  upon  that  young  lord's  lauds. 

"  I  am  Patch,"  said  this  little  cross-bred  fellow,  "  and  I 
belong  to  Margett  Llansaint," 

"And  who  is  Margett  Llansaint?" 

Patch  with  a  glance  showed  me  an  old  womaoi  asleep 
by  tfae  fire. 

"  She  is  ray  mistresa.     She  is  "Welsh." 

"  And  what  does  she  do  here  ?" 

"  She  is  here  by  Lord  Beltrao's  wish, 
keeper  to  two  generations  of  big  family. 
an  annuity  and  a  little  cottage  on  the  Iglarjd." 

"  It  was  where  he  took  Gladys?" 

"  I  doo't  know  exactly  what  you  mean.  One  aammer 
Gladys  Gerant  came  to  ua  witn  a  blue-eyed  girl  called 
Nellie,  who  did  not  remain  very  long.  It  was  by  Lord 
Beltran's  desire  ;  and  bo  visited  her  twice  or  thrice  him- 
self, not  often,  She  was  in  ioGaite  woe  because  of  the 
death  of  her  brother.  She  did  not  gain  health  or  strength 
mt  all  till  the  spring  came  round." 

"And  he  kept  her  there  at  his  cost  ?" 


She  was  hou3«. 
Tliey  gare  her 
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"  I  cannot  Saj.  Margett  was  well  paid  foi  bcf ,  but  I 
think  it  came  from  soiue  moneja  that  some  book  of  her 
brotber^a  had  bpougbt,  So,  at  least,  I  knew  that,  our  lord 
told  her.  She  waa  with  ua  all  the  summer  ;  our  cottage 
is  so  quiet  and  so  fragraot,  with  the  &ea  just  seen  througJi 
the  great  aweetbrier  hedges,  and  the  trees  of  dog-rotjes 
aad  Euyrtlea,  Sbe  used  tJ  dream  all  her  dajs  away  by 
ifae  sea.  It  seemed  to  bewitch  her  ;  she  would  gaze  al  it 
for  hours." 

"  Did  he  come  often  ?" 

'*  No,  very  seldom.  But  I  think  she  measured  tims 
by  his  coming  only.  With  the  winter  we  maved  near 
LoadoD,  to  a  little  quiet  place  in  E^ber.  1  believe  still 
by  his  direcLion.  Here  ahe  had  teachers  aod  masters  of 
divers  kinds.  And  she  studied  bard,  and  long  itito  the 
Bights.  Her  ey^J?  gnaw  brilliaot ;  her  loveliness  increased ; 
her  whole  8oul  eeemed  filled  with  some  great  anibition. 
Then  Lord  Beltran  came  oftener,  and  at  the  close  of  the 
time  brought  two  or  three  others  with  him,  and  I  heard 
them  talk  of  soitie  eininenee  to  which  bhe  would  rise. 
One  night  ia  the  Jate  auLumn  she  weQt  away  for  sereral 
hours,  aud  I  suppose  it  waa  to  this  theater,  lor  ever  siace 
I  have  heard  tlmt  she  had  become  a  great  actress  :  1  am 
not  sure  what  that  is,  1  do  not  understand  much  that 
they  say.  With  the  turn  of  the  year  we  came  to  this 
jiretty  house ;  we  have  heea  hei'e  twelve  mouths.  I  be- 
lieve Lord  Boltraa  desires  Margctt  to  be  with  her;  bjt 
for  me^l  shall  be  very  glad  to  go  back  to  the  Cottage.'' 

"  Aud  what  ia  ho  to  Gladys  ?'* 

Fttlcb  looked  at  me  lu  honest  Burprisc. 

"What  do  yoa  mtjan?  1  dou't  know  iadeed.  Ho* 
friend  of  coursSj  for  he  is  v&rj  good  to  her." 

I  felt  abashed  at  my  own  thoughts.  But  this  ia  the 
worst  of  seeing  the  world  ;  that  you  see  80  much  evil 
that  you  suspect  it  everywhere, 

"  You  cannot  tell  nie  any  more^  then  ?"  I  asked. 

'*  Anything  more?  I  don't  know  what  you  mean.  I 
do  not  like  exactly  what  I  do  see.  This  Gladys  was  a 
woc-begoue,  whitefaced  child  when  ahe  cacoe  down  to  the 
Island^  and  she  used  to  sit  staring  at  the  sea,  as  I  say, 
with  her  great  laelanchol}-  eyea  \  and  she  was  only  a  poor 
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yeomaa's  daupliler ;  I  have  beard  ber  tell  Mar{*etl  so, 
again  and  ag-aia ;  and  now  etie  ia  made  a  great  lady  of, 
thoug^h  she  ib  dq  cne'a  wile  ;  and  t^lic  liae  all  tliis  grandeui 
about  hGr,  and  she  ia  caressed,  and  flattered ,  and  dfickcd 
with  re  Wet  atjd  silks  and  lacus.  I  do  not  like  it  —  thougli 
1  grant,  when  slie  was  iu  the  Island,  eim  was  alwayfl 
prettily  willintf  to  serve  Marg'ett  with  temliug-  tbeig-arden, 
or  tbe  fawLa,  or  aoytbiag  tbut  chaaocd  ;  aod  now,  though 
iiJie  is  cockered  up  like  this,  she  is  always  gentle-spckt-u 
and  kindly  of  thought " 

"  But  why  do  you  not  like  it?"  I  urged. 

"  It  seems  so  absurd,  and — I  am  not  quite  sure  wha? 
an  actress  is,  but  I  think  it  is  aymelbiog  wicked -" 

"  Oh  QO — not  always  ;  and  she  is  a  genius,  ihey  say." 

"  A  genius  ?  You  must  niiatakc.  I  have  alwayg  beard 
that  a  genius  is  something  that  they  beat  to  dc^aib  first 
with  sticks  and  atones,  and  act  upon  a  great  rack  to  wor- 
Bhip  afterwards.  Now  tboy  luake  lier  very  happy  whilst 
Bhe  iy  alive.     She  cannot  possibly  be  a  geaJus." 

"  You  are  sure  she  is  bappy  ?" 

"She  would  btj  craaed  indeed  if  she  were  not,"  said 
patch  with  a  little  iudi^nntfon.  "  A  tnrl  like  that,  who 
came  starved  and  half-dyin{^,  to  be  set  up  hero  like  a 
queen,  with  lords  ead  gentlemen  around  her — of  course 
she  is  happy,  though  I  know  ^he  grieves  a.t  tlcnea  Btill  fur 
her  lost  people  and  Brouse, " 

"  Ab,  Bronzo,  dear  Bronze  I '  I  cried.  "  Wheru  i^ 
he?" 

" Bronze  is  dead." 

Although  I  bad  felt  fio  certatn  of  the  auRwer  I  should 
receive,  that,  coward  like,  I  had  shrunk  from  asking  it, 
the  certainty  struck  me  with  a  sharp  aud  sudden  pang. 

*'  Dead  I"  I  echoed,  stupidly.  "  Dead  I  Of  old  age! 
—of  illness  ?" 

"  Of  neither.     The  seo  killed  him." 

T  begged  bim  to  tell  me  alt ;  and  he  told  it,  in  a  quaint^ 
poetic,  simple  fasbioa  which  had  a  sound  iu  it  that  brought 
to  me  the  memory  of  old  Trust. 

"The  girl  Gladys  came  to  ub  ia  midsummer,  aoid 
Bronze  came  with  ber,  aud  the  daucer  too,"  commenced 
the  little  Bea-bred  dog,     '*  The  dancer  did  not  tafry  long; 
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Hfcc  was  n  saucy  feckless  creature  it  was  easy  t ;  see,  with 
ribhous  and  ro^cs  aDil  all  maimers  of  follies  about  her; 
but  Bbe  was  sot'l,  of  voice  anil  of  foot,  and  tihe  seemed 
quite  Bhj,  as  one  might  ^&.y,  with  Gladys,  aud  to  bare 
taken  quite  a  Strang'^  sort  of  Iuvl-  fur  her.  I  eaU  it 
&trauge,  hocauae  1  wild  told  Lliatthoy  had  Diiver  met  until 
a  day  oi-  so  before  tliey  were  thua  sent  lo  ua.  The  little 
dancer  was  ioath  to  iL-avc  Gladys,  aud  she  was  biddeuto 
Rtay  whilst  she  fileased ;  but  the  silenee  about  and  the 
eight  of  lh«  sea  sGetned  to  daunt  her  and  ffight  her; — I 
cannot  tell  how.  '  If  1  stayed  lon^  enow  bere,^  I  heard 
her  muttep  oae  day,  *  it  would  kill  me  for  the  business.  I 
should  thinks  and  thiuk,  and  think  till  every  bit  of  heart 
for  my  work  would  go  out  of  me  like;  all  the  jigging,  and 
the  uiugiug,  and  the  imnning-,  snd  the — the — rest  of  it, 
would ai.'t^Eu  such  piliTid  stun",  and  ho  foolish  and  vile  ;  and 
where,  I  wonder,  should  me  und  granny  be  then  V  I 
remember  her  words,  though  I  only  hulf-guesBed  what 
she  meant.  They  let  her  do  as  ahe  would,  and  she  went 
away  after  a  weak,  It  was  sorrowful  to  aee  how  she 
clung  to  Gladys  and  sobbed, —  and  Gladys  so  atill  and 
hopeless  and  silent,  like  ft  frozen  creature,  aa  she  had 
been,  they  said,  si  uce  the  news  of  the  death  of  her  brother. 
'  I  liope  and  pray  you'll  never  reproach  me,  dearl' 
Nellie  cried  ovtir  aud  over  again.  *I  hope  and  pray 
you'll  never  reproach  me  !'  I  do  not  think  Gladys  knew 
what  ahe  gaid  :  ahe  seemed  to  hear  and  notice  nothing  in 
those  days.  As  for  me  I  could  not  tell  the  meaning  of 
the  words.  1  suppose  the  dancin^-girL  must  have  done 
her  some  wrong?" 

I  said  nothing;  to  me  such  fear, such  Cfiisgiviag  seemed 
intelligible  enough.  [  knew  that  Nellie  bad  soQght  for 
her  a  succor  that  the  world  would  have  said  was  certain 
to  be  aucb  succor  alone  as  the  kite  gives  theVood-dove  with 
talon  and  beak,  I  doubted  not  that  her  mind  had  misgiven 
her  for  the  iKsae  of  her  work  many  ftnd  maoy  a  time  since 
the  day  that  she  had  n^eeted  tlie  old  Koman  Scarabic. 

"  Well,  she  went  from  ua,"  resumed  the  little  quaint 
bigoted  narrator,  "and  MargBtt  Llansaiat  was  glad 
when  ahe  was  goae.  All  Margett'a  reverence  for  her 
master  could  no^   make  her  see  that  it  was  fitting  to 
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bave  under  ber  roof  a  gW  that  wore  mock  roses  in  hei 
hat,  and  raotk  laces  on  her  bodice,  aud  mock  gema  on  her 
Ongera,  and  who  showed  liereelf  iu  a  boj'e  dress  tiighUy 
to  the  public,  by  her  own  confession. 

"  Gladys  was  difTereDt,  you  know,  with  tliat  noble  old- 
world  look  about  heir;  and  that  grnat  ^ricf  that  made  her 
BO  Btill  and  Hfelcs:^;,  and  timt  grave  simple  faahion  of  her 
£peech  which  had  a  dig'Ditv  in  It  too.  Aud,  l>e3ideB,  ehe 
Was  an  innuceat  child,  and  had  scarce  been  otT  the  borders 
of  her  father's  farm-Ianda.  80  tho  dancer  went  her  ways, 
but  Gladly  a  and  Bronze  abided  with  ua.  It  was  Alargeit's 
lord^s  will,  as  I  say  ;  and  she  strove  her  beat  to  make  them 
faappy.  And  despair  is  not  natural  to  youth,  you  know; 
through  the  long-  autumn  and  winter  Gladys  was  ill,  and 
very  neatleas  and  very  sad,  and  peomed  to  know  no  pleys- 
ure  save  in  watching  the  sta  in  it3  wrath  \  but  whfcn  the 
eprin^  caniu,  atid  tlio  white  sails  gliiamed  in  the  distance, 
and  the  almond-lrees  put  forth  their  bloom,  and  the  little 
blue  gisntian  blossomed  in  the  clefts  of  the  rocks,  ami  the 
fisher  children  came  out  to  play  on  the  sandfi,  the  young 
life  JQ  her  seemed  to  wake,  and  Lo  take  JDterest  in  the  life 
arouud  her.  She  was.  always  besidi;  the  aea^ — morn,  uoon, 
and  eve,  and  Bronze  oever  left  her  side.  The  fiaher-peo- 
ple  all  came  to  know  her,  and  to  care  for  her  very  milch. 
The  rudest  amongst  them  grew  to  think  it  honor  to  take 
her  out  upon  the  waters,  and  would  hang^  an  old  sail  upon 
a  spar  to  sbiuld  her  from  the  sun,  and  deck  their  boar  as 
gayly  as  tbey  could  with  sea-weeds  and  with  spear^raas. 
Margett  used  to  murmur  to  herself  that  it  wtis  a  purpose- 
less lll'e  for  one  who  would  have  to  Bnd  her  own  support 
in  time  to  come  ;  and  once  she  plucked  up  heart  of  griic« 
aud  dared  to  write  so  much — humbly — to  Lord  Beltran. 
Ami  he  wrote  back  only  one  line — '  Let  her  please  her- 
self; and  doni  trouble  me*'  Was  it  not  a  heartless 
answer?  I  do  not  think  he  cared  anyibiog-  for  her — in 
those  days.  He  had  placed  her  with  ua,  and  thought  of 
her  DO  more;  as  he  would  hare  thought  no  mora  of  a 
Bpaniel  placed  with  a  keeper. 

"  VS'ell,  through  all  the  summer  it  was  the  some.  Sha 
spent  well-nigh  all  her  time  drifting  on  the  waters,  or 
read  ng  aud  thinking  beside  the  sea<     Our  home  wfts  » 
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liitle  quiet  Chine,  with  do  harbor  or  laiidiag-place  of  aDj" 
kiud;  where  Lhere  was  only  a  cluster  of  BaUermen's  cot' 
tagea ;  aod  w  here  no  strnugo  ships  or  etraDge  people  ever 
came.  A  jacht,  iudeuJ,  would  scud  past  Qow  atid  then, 
but  vary  seldom  ;  for  you  know  they  go  but  little  on  the 
gouthorn  side.  She  was  never  disturbed  or  molen^ted: 
and  in  the  se&-air,  and  the  soulberl;  sun,  aiid  Ihe  salt- 
biltuu  winds  sbu  seemtjij  tu  gft  beauty  so  suddenly  ;  sucLi 
a  uew  vivid  sea-boru  beauty,  that  gave  such  a  ^low  lo  ber 
baij",  sucb  depth  to  her  eves,  such  warmtb  to  her  lips: 
aad  I  think  she  was  happy — despite  her  sorrow  and  her 
luat-'tiiief^s — happy  in  htr  freedom,  and  iu  her  youth,  and 
in  her  dreaius. 

"  And  she  did  dream :  I  used  to  see  that  in  her  eyes 
when  she  would  aii  at  uigbt  by  ibe  lattice  of  her  litUe 
room  where  the  mooulii,^ht  would  stream,  bright  as  any 
lamp,  upon  thu  pages  of  her  book ;  and  through  the  open 
caseuient.  acros.'^  the  brier-ro-so  hedge,  and  tbrou^b  the 
boughs  of  the  almonds  she  would  see  the  great  silvered 
width  of  the  sea,  the  sea  that  ber  brother  had  looged  for 
ill  thirst  aud  wearinees,  and  had  never  Id  life  beheld,  they 
Bay. 

"Well,  all  this  time  BroQZfi  would  never  leave  her. 
He  was  at  her  feet  in  the  boats,  at  her  side  in  the  woods 
and  on  the  shore,  against  her  door  by  night,  and  can- 
tinually  within  her  shadow  in  the  day. 

"  And  Gladys  clung  to  him  beyond  everythipg.  *  You 
see  be  is  all  I  have  left,  and  he,  too,  knew  them,*  ehe 
would  &ay  to  Margett.  I  suppose  she  meaut  her  dead 
people.  Bi'oaze  had  never  left  her,  not  an  hour,  I  think, 
gave  twice  in  the  rough  weather  time  t  once  wbea  he 
went  to  seek  for  some  men  lost  oo  the  dowus  above  in  a 
snow-drift ;  and  onee,  on  a  wild  night,  when  ft  cobble 
(smuggling  a  brandy  keg  or  two,  in  truth)  was  wrecked 
OD  a  rock  hard  by,  and  be  swam  to  it,  and  brought  safe 
to  land  the  fisherman's  (.wo-jear-old  child,  who  had  beea 
asleep  in  its  cot  when  father^  aud  mother,  aud  child,  and 
pets  and  tackle,  and  kegs  and  all,  bad  been  tumbled  out 
into  the  sea.  For  these  two  deeds  the  people  about,  of 
course,  thought  great  things  of  Bronze,  and  always 
brought   him  pieces  of  their  freshest  fish  and  fattest 
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bacon;  and  he  gcneroUy  gave  it  almost  al!  aw  jlj,  lettin;i; 
all  the  Bmall,  fonii.shed,  nuarrelsome,  ualmppy  dog3  of 
the  villaj^e  come  nbout  bim,  and  share  it  at  pleaaure.* 

"Well,  one  smnmet'-dfty,  in  ihe  forenoon,  Gladys  and 
Bronze  were  out  on  the  shore,  and  I  was  with  them.  It 
was  far  in  the  aftii^rnoon,  a  splenilid  day^  with  a  bine  sea 
running  calm  yet  high.  The  wind  was  fresh  and  the 
tide  was  down.  We  wnndered  snniewbat  far  out  upon 
the  bench.  The  great  rocks,  that  the  water  always  hid 
when  it  waa  high,  were  so  cool, and  smooth,  and  brown; 
and  the  gray  sand  between  them  had  been  all  waved  and 
marked  in  eurh  pretty  fftahion  by  the  waves;  and  all 
about  there  were  puch  clear,  bright,  shallow  pools,  filled 
with  the  curling,  sweet-smnlling' sea-weeds,  and  the  many- 
colored  stara  of"  the  sea-ancraones :  and  then  beyond,  on 
wbut  was  always!  liie  laud,  the  great  wall  of  cliff, 
Fireaked  with  luauy  lines,  and  the  woods  above*  arid  the 
little  euttagea  uoderueath,  covered  with  fncbsia  and 
bonny  suckle. 

"  We  wandered  far  over  the  beach,  bo  far  that  we 
almost  reached  the  lip  oF  the  last  lazy  wave  as  the  sea 
went  out  on  its  southward  way,  and  we  spent  some  time 
down  there  on  the  low  aands.  Gladys  had  with  her  some 
books  and  a  great  osier  creel  ihat  she  o&ed  sometimes  lo 
cast  over  her  nboulder  aa  the  fisbwomen  cast  theirs,  and 
which  she  in  her  ramble  nearly  filled  with  all  kinds  of 
Bca-ribbons,  and  grat^ses,  and  shells^  and  pebbles,  and  of 
the  moist  brown  sea-weed,  for  which  Margett  had  some 
hoasehold  use.  She  used  to  look  very  pretty  there,  with 
her  garmenta  tucked  away  to  leave  ber  delicate  limbs  free 
for  motion  j  and  her  head  bare  to  the  sun ;  and  the 
basket  slung  upon  bar  back,  611ed  with  the  trailing  algiB  j; 
and  her  cheeks  warm  and  her  hands  wet  with  the  breath 
and  the  touch  of  the  sea.  She  is  a  greater  lady  dow,  of 
course,  in  her  velvets  and  lace;  but,  to  my  taste,  she  was 
lovelier  then.  1  do  not  know  if  Lord  Beltrun  ever 
IhiQkg  90.  t  sbottld  suppose  he  would  j  he  is  a  man  of 
U&te,  they  say.     He  saw  her  so  ?     Yes,  once  or  twice. 


*I  have  9.\io   veea  &  dag  do  this — aiUiDg  I17  in  g«D«i(»iu  ccnteai 
■hlUi  Lis  leaa  bretbnn  ma<l«  Teut  oc  "hvt  ginoda. — Ed. 
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when  he  came  round  lo  that  part  of  the  coaat  id  a 
Bchooiier  be  has  for  his  tiB6.  And,  if  I  remember,  lie 
sketched  her  so — once. 

"  Well,  thia  Dooutide  was  very  wnrm,  and  when  &he 
bail  filled  the  creel  she  sat  upon  a  rock  to  read.  Aa  she 
did  so  a  tiny  skiff,  with  one  tiny  white  sail,  was  putting 
off  from  Inml,  or  at  least  from  aa  near  land  aa  the  shallow 
water  would  Set  it  approa<:h.  Catching  sight  of  her,  the 
fiailor  \rith  It  waded  back  and  came  to  her.  He  was  a 
frood  simple  fellow  whe  lived  in  one  of  the  huts  of  the 
beat-h,  and  worked  semeUraea  wiLli  colliers,  sometimtis 
with  fishing  smacks.  He  was  full  of  trouble  now,  and 
poured  his  sorrow  out  to  her.  It  seemed  that  he  had 
beeQ  OD  shore  seekiug  her.  His  wife,  who  was  on  board' 
a  Gahing  smack  that  lay  off  the  land,  some  mile  or  so 
westward,  down  the  coast,  wa3  very  ill — dvin^,  he 
feared — and  had  begged  of  hici,  [f  ho  could  find  Gladys, 
to  estreat  of  ber  to  go  a^nd  speak  to  her.  lie  hod  been 
compelled  to  come  to  the  village  for  bread,  and  tiieklOf 
and  other  things  be  needed ;  and  the  doctor  he  could 
nowhere  find.  This  woman  wjia  a  delicate,  pretty,  good' 
living  creature,  and  Gladys  had  wo!l  hop  heart  with 
maoy  little  tender  services  in  the  drear  winter-time  gone 
by.  It  was  a  common  thing  with  her  to  visit  the  people 
oil  board  their  veasela,  for  she  loved  nothiug  ao  well  aa 
to  sail  to  and  fro  on  the  sea ;  and  they  had  a  superstitioua 
belief  iu  her  becanae  she  was  so  different  to  themselves. 

"  She  told  him  she  would  come  ab  once,  and  laid  the 
wicker  tn-eel,  and  the  books,  aad  a  liitle  rough  waterproof 
cloak,  upon  the  brown  boulder  on  which  she  had  been 
just  about  to  make  her  seat,  and  on  which  Bronae  and  I 
were  lyin^.  'Cornel'  she  called  to  Bronze;  but  the 
Bailor  stopped  her.  '  I  duran't  take  him,  miss,  not  for 
our  lives  I'  be  said  earnestly.  'He's  the  weight  of  q 
man ;  and  the  beat's  bo  overcrowded  now  with  tliinga  aa 
I've  had  to  get  in  the  Chine,  thut  yoa're  to  the  full  aa 
much  a*  ever  1  dare  carry.' 

"  '  I  cannot  leave  him  !'  she  answered,  ehrinking  back, 
and  indeed  she  never  bad  left  him.  lie  was  always  with 
ber,  whether  on  sea  or  laud,  and  they  cJung  passionately 
to  one  another. 

as 
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"  'I  can  po  atifJ  come  fur  you  again,  migs/sfiid  tbefiak 
erman  ruefully  ;  '  but  ft  wiH  take  a  goodish  bit  of  time — 
and  Jenuy  so  bod,  and  nobody  but  tlie  boy  with  her,  and 
the  doctor  not  to  the  fore  uelthf  r.  Sure  tbtt  dog  'II  wait 
for  you  here,  misa,  safu  enow.  Not  as  IM  be  pressia^ 
you.' 

"  Bat  he  did  press  her, — pressed  her  sorely. 

"  It  was  very  reluctautly  that  sbo  waa  induced  to  leave 
Bronze.  Nothtng-  save  the  kuowledge  of  the  value  and 
the  misery  of  each  Beetin^  raiuute  t.0  the  sick  womau 
would  ever  have  persuaded  her,  Aa  it  was,  she  threw  her 
arma  about  him  and  ktsaed  hira  on  the  forehead;  thea 
poiDl-ed  to  tbo  crt^e)  of  shells  and  sea-weed  ou  the  red 
'smootb  piece  of  roek. 

"'Take  can?  of  them,  dear  Bronze,'  she  murmured, 
*and  wait  till  I  eonie  back.     Wait  lipre.' 

"  She  did  not  lueati  to  command  *,  tihe  only  meant  to 
console  him  by  tho  appointtaent  of  aomo  service. 

"Bronze  looked  in  her  (ace  with  eyes  of  woe  and  lon^ 
injif ;  hut  he  made  no  moan  nor  sound,  but  only  etretclied 
biniHelf  beside  the  creel  on  g-iiard,  I  am  always  glad  to 
think  that  as  she  weut  she  turned,  and  kissed  him  oaee 
again. 

"  The  boat  flew  faet  over  the  water.  When  boats  leava 
you,  and  dra^  your  heart  with  them,  they  always  go  like 
that;  and  when  they  come,  and  your  heart  dart^  out  to 
meet  thefflj,  then  they  are  so  slow  I 

^'  The  boat  flew  like  a  sea-gull,  the  aun  bright  upon  her 
Bail.  Bronze,  left  upon  the  roek,  lifted  his  head  and  gave 
one  long-,  low  wail.  It  echoed  woefully  and  terribly  over 
the  wide  quiiet  waters.  They  gave  back  no  answer, — . 
not  even  the  poor  answer  that  lies  in  echo. 

'*  It  was  very  still  there.  Nothing  was  in  sig'bt  except 
that  single  little  sail  shining^  against  the  [ighc^  and  fly- 
ing-— flying — ^flying. 

"  Now  and  then  you  could  hear  a  clock  striking  in  the 
distunt.  village,  the  faiut  crow  of  a  cook,  the  far-off  voicca 
of  children  calling  to  one  another. 

"  But  where  we  were,  there  was  quite  silence,  for  the 
thiuga  of  the  sea  are  so  noiseless.  Thelittla  sea-mouse 
Btole  athwart  a  pool ;  the  gray  sea^rabs  passed  like  a  lit< 
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ilo  array ;  tbe  tiny  aen  creatures  tlmt  dwnlt  in  rosy  sIiqIIs 
thrust  thoir  delicate  heads  from  their  houses,  to  peep  aad 
wonder  at  the  sun.  But  all  was  nuise leas.  How  dared 
tbey  make  a  sound,  wIicq  that  great  sea,  that  was  at  once 
their  life  and  death,  was  present  with  its  Dever-cea^ing 
Ilushl' 

"  Bronze  never  moved,  and  his  eyes  never  turned  from 
he  little  boat  that  went  and  left  hJra  there — the  liltio 
boat  that  fast  became  merely  a  flash  and  speck  of  whito 
aj^iiinst  the  tizure  air,  no  bigger  than  the  breadth  of  a  sea- 
gull's wln^'-g. 

*' An  hour  drifted  by,  The  eburcb  clock  on  the  cliffa 
had  struck  four  times;  a  deep-toned^  weary  bell,  that 
tolled  for  every  quarter,  and  must  often  hove  been  beard, 
at  dead  of  night,  by  dying  men,  drowning  unshrivea  and 
johousebd. 

"Suddenly  the  sand  about  us,  so  fawn-hued,  siiiooth, 
aad  beautifully  ribbed,  grew  moist,  and  glisteaed  with  a 
gleam  of  water,  like  cyea  that  fill  with  tears. 

"  Bronze  never  saw  :  bo  only  watched  the  boat.  A  little 
later  tim  water  gushed  above  the  sand,  and  g-atbering  in  a 
frail  rippling  edge  of  foam,  rolled  up  and  broke  upon  the 
rock. 

"  And  still  he  never  aaw :  for  still  he  watched  the  boat. 

"  Awhile,  and  the  water  grew  iu  Volume,  and  filled  the 
niouse'3  pool  till  it  brimmed  over,  and  bathed  the  dull 
grasses  till  they  glowed  like  flowers;  and  drew  the  sea- 
crabs  and  the  tiny  dwellers  of  the  sheila  back  once  more 
into  its  wondrous  living  light. 

"  And  all  around  the  fresh  tide  rose,  silently,  thus  about 
the  rocka  and  atones;  gliding  and  glancing  in  all  the  chan- 
nels of  the  gbore,  until  the  gaods  wei'e  covered,  and  the 
grasses  gathered  in,  and  all  the  creeping  hneless  things 
were  East  within  its  epace;  and  in  the  atead  of  them,  and 
of  the  bronzed  palm-leaves  of  %veed,  and  of  the  great 
brown  boulders  gleanting  In  the  sun,  there  was  but  one 
vast  lagoon  of  ehodowloss  bright  water  everywhere. 
L  "And  still  be  never  saw:  for  still  he  watched  the  boat. 
p  *'  I  roused  him,,  and  he  looked ;  only  one  fleeting  look, 
ilis  eyes  went  back  to  the  ^leam  of  the  distant  &ail. 

*'  By  this  time  the  tide,  rolling  Bwlftlj  iu  before  a  atroog 
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Bou'weater,  hacl  risen  iniflway  againpt  the  roclt  od  which 
we  bad  been  left;  and  whs  hreakjt>g  froth  and  foam  upon 
the  rot^k's  worn  aide.  For  tbia  rock  alone  withstood  ibe 
pagBBge  of  ths  sea :  there  wa&  n&uglit  else  but  this  to 
break  the  even  width  of  water.  All  other  thiDg^s  Bare 
this  had  been  liubducd  and  reapen. 

"  And  the  sea  eo  loD^  has  reaped  side  by  side  wUh  1be 
reaper  Death,  that  it  reaps  full  sure  &tid  true,  and  will 
lefsve  nothing  ungai'ncred. 

"'Will  you  die  there?*  I  cried  to  him, 

"  '  If  so  it  bo  willed,'  he  made  answer. 

"  '  Are  you  mad  ?     See  the  waters  I' 

*"I  see  tbcm.' 

" '  See  them  I  and  know  they  are  death  1* 

"  '  I  know  tlicy  tire  death.' 

"*  But  you  could  swim  to  the  ehore?' 

"'Yes.' 

'"TlicQ  why  do  you  tarry  here?' 

"  '  I  must  tairy  till  she  cooieB.' 

"'Though  it  J9  death?' 

*"Thoa^b  it  is  death/ 

"  '  But  that  is  madDeael' 

"'It  is  duty.' 

"'  To  die,  choked  by  the  sea,  iH  duty  V 

" '  To  die,  anyhow,  at  oue^s  post.' 

"  'But  she  had  forgotten.' 

"  '  That  may  be.     But  she  Ijade  mo  wait* 

"  *  Then  you  will  wait  for  your  death  ?' 

"  '  I  must  waitfor  whatever  chancoa.' 

"  By  this,  tho  sea  had  risen  within  the  beig^ht  of  the 
rock  by  the  breadth  of  a  man's  two  fingers.  It  was  &]\ 
deep  waters  around  5  and  the  water  glowed  a  atrangB 
eiBerft]d-^rceQ,  like  the  green  in  a  lizard  or  snake.  The 
ehore,  that  had  looked  so  near,  now  seemed  so  far,  far 
off;  and  the  woods  were  biddea  in  miat,  and  the  cottagea 
were  all  blurred  with  the  brown  of  the  cliff,  and  there 
came  no  sound  of  any  sort  from  the  land — no  distant 
bell,  DO  farm-bird's  call,  no  echo  of  children's  voices- 
There  was  onty  one  sound  at  all;  and  that  was  the  low, 
soft,  eea^eleeg  rourmnring  of  the  tide  as  it  glided  inward 

"  I  entreated  him  ^gain. 
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'  Again  the  Eamo  answer  relumed. 

'The  waters  rose  till  they  touched  the  ereat  pi  the 
Vock^  but  still  he  never  move'rt.  Stretched  out  upon  the 
fitone,  j^uardiog  tbe  thiQp:B  of  her  trust,  and  with  hia  ejeg 
fastened  on  the  ha.i\  which  rose  again&t  the  light,  he 
waited  thus — for  death, 

'*  X  Hi-ged  no  more,  but  struck  off  towards  land.  I  was 
light,  aud  a  strougBwimmer.  1  had  beea  tossed  on  Ihoe? 
waves  from  my  birth.  Buffeted,  fati^uedj  blind  with  the 
Bait  eea  apray,  drenched  with  the  weight  of  the  water,  I 
Btrugj,ded  across  that  calm  dread  width  of  glassy  cold- 
ness, and,  breathless,  reached  the  land. 

"  By  signs  and  cries  I  made  them  wot  that  something 
Qeeded  them  at  sea.  They  began  to  get  ready  a  little 
boat,  bringing  it  down  Tronj  its  wooden  rest  on  high  dry 
round  Ireneath  tho  cliff.  Whilst  they  pushed  aud  dragged 
through  the  deep -furrowed  sand  I  gazed  seaward.  The 
Bhore  was  raised  ;  I  could  see  strjaight  athwart  the  wa^ 
ters.  They  now  were  level  with  the  rock ;  and  yet  he 
Lad  never  moved. 

"  The  little  skiff  had  passed  round  the  bend  of  a  bluff; 
and  way  out  of  bis  sight  and  ours, 

"The  boat  wa9  pushed  into  the  surf;  they  threw  me 
in.  Tbey  could  see  nothing,  and  trasted  to  my  guid- 
ance. 

-I  had  skill  enoucjh  to  make  them  discover  whither  tt 
'Vas  I  wanted  tbem  to  go.  Then,  looking  in  their  eager- 
ness whither  my  eyes  went,  they  saw  him  on  the  rock,, 
and  with  a  sudden  exercise  of  passionate  vigor,  bent  to 
their  oars  and  sent  the  boat  against  tho  hard  opposiug 
force  of  the  resisting  tide,  For  iliey  perceived  that,  from 
some  eause,  he  was  motionless  there,  and  could  not  use 
hiy  strength;  and  they  knew  that  it  would  he  Bhame  to 
their  manhood  if,  within  sight  of  their  land,  the  creature 
who  had  snecored  their  brethroa  in  the  snow,  and  suved 
the  two-year-old  child  from  the  storm,  should  perish  be- 
fore tlicir  sight  oh  a  calm  and  aufretted  sea  and  in.  a  full 
noon  sun, 

"It  was  but  a  furlong  to  that  rock  ;  it  was  but  the 
breadth  of  the  beach,  that  at  low  water  stretched  uncov- 
ed ;  and  yet  how  slowly  the  boat  sped,  with  the  ratfa* 
39* 
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lesB  lidG  sweeping  it  back  as  fast  ilb  the  oare  bare  it 
forward  I 

"  So  near  we  seemed  to  him  that  one  would  have 
thought  a  stone  flun^^  from  us  through  the  air  would  have 
lit  far  beyond  hiru;  and  yet  the  space  was  euourrh,  ranre 
than  cuougb,  to  bar  ua  from  him,  filled  aa  it  was  with  llie 
EtroDg  adverse  pressure  of  thoss  low,  swift,  iu-ru^biii]^ 

WUFGS 

"The  waters  leaped  above  the  summit  of  the  rock^ 
aad  for  a  momeat  covernd  him.  A  great  shout  went  up 
from  the  rowers  beside  me.  They  strained  in  every 
nerve  to  reach  hi  m  ;  and  the  roll  of  a  fresh  swell  of  water 
lifted  the  boatfmrther  than  their  uttermost  effort  eould 
achieve,  but  lifted  her  backward — ^backward  to  the  laud, 

"When  the  waters  touched  him  be  arose  blowlyj  and 
stood  at  bay  like  a  Rtag  upon  a  hGadland,  when  the  bounds 
rftji;e  behind,  and  in  front  yawns  the  fathomless  lake. 

"  Uo  stood  so  that  he  &till  ^umrded  the  things  of  hia 
trust;  and  liis  eyya  were  sLill  turned  seuward,  watching 
for  the  vanished  sail. 

"  Once  again  the  men,  with  a  loud  cry  to  him  of  cour- 
age and  help,  strained  at  their  oars,  aad  drove  themselves 
ft  yard's  breadth  farthor  out.  And  once  again  the  tide, 
with  a  rush  of  surf  and  ahin^le,  swept  the  boat  back, 
and  aeemed  to  bear  her  to  the  land  as  lightly  as  though 
she  were  a  leaf  with  which  a  wind  waii  playing. 

"  The  waters  covered  the  surface  of  the  roel^  It  sank 
from  sipht.  The  foam  was  white  about  his  feet,  and 
&till  he  Btood  there — upon  f^uard.  Everywhere  there 
was  the  brilliancy  of  noontide  sen  ;  everywhere  therft 
was  the  beaming  calmness  of  the  sea,  that  spread  out, 
far  and  wide,  in  one  vast  sheet  of  iight;  from  the  wuuded 
line  of  the  shore  there  echoed  the  distant  gayety  of  a 
woman's  laugh.  A  breeze  softly  stirrin-j:  through  the 
warm  air,  brought  with  it  from  the  land  the  scent  of 
myrtle  thickets  and  wild  flowers,  ilow  hurrible  they 
were — the  light,  the  calm,  the  mirth,  the  summer 
fragrance  I 

"  For  one  moment  he  stood  there  erect  \  his  dark  form 
Bculptured,  lion-like,  agaiust  the  warm  yellow  ligiiit  o' 
noon  :  about  hig  feet  the  foam. 
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"  Thon  all  noiaelesaly,  a  great,  curled,  compact  wave 
Burg-ed  over  him,  breaking  upon  him,  sweeping  him 
away.  The  water  spread  out  quickly,  smooth  and  gleam- 
ing like  the  reet.  He  rose,  grasping  ia  hia  teeth  tha 
creisl  of  weed  and  shells. 

"  He  had  waited  until  the  last.  Driven  from  Ihe  post 
lie  would  not  of  himself  forsake,  the  love  of  life  awoka 
iu  him:  be  struggled  against  death, 

"  Three  times  he  sank  :  three  times  he  rose.  The  sen 
was  now  strong,  and.  deep,  and  swift  of  pace,  riishiug 
madly  ia;  and  he  was  cumbered  with  that  weight  of 
osief  and  of  weed  which  yet  he  never  yielded,  because  it 
had  been  her  trust.  With  each  yard  that  the  tide  bora 
him  forward,  by  ao  much  it  bore  ua  backward-  There 
was  but  the  length  of  a  spar  between  us,  and  yet  it  was 
enough  1 

*'  He  rose  for  the  fourth  tiaae,  his  head  above  the  aurf, 
the  creel  uplifted  still,  the  sun-raya  full  upon  hia  brown 
weary  eyes,  with  all  their  sileat  agony  and  mote  appeal. 
Then  the  tide,  fullerf  wilder,  deeper  with  each  wave  that 
rolled,  acd  wa&hing  as  it  went  all  things  of  the  shore 
from  their  places,  flung  against  him,  as  it  swept  on,  a 
great  rough  limb  of  driftwood.  It  struck  him  as  be  rose ; 
struck  him  across  the  brow.  The  wave  rushed  oq  :;  the 
tide  came  in  ;  the  black  wood  floated  to  the  shore :  he 
never  rose  again. 

"And  scarcely  that  span  of  the  length  of  n  apar  had 
parted  us  from  him  when  be  Bank! 

"All  tha  day  through  they  searched,  and  searched 
with  all  the  gkill  of  men  sea-born  and  searbred.  The 
(isher,  whose  little  child  he  had  saved  in  the  winter 
night,  would  not  leave  hhn  to  the  things  of  the  deep. 
And  at  sunset  they  found  him,  floating  westward,  in  the 
calm  water  where  the  rays  of  the  sun  made  it  golden 
and  warm.  He  was  quite  dead,  but  in  his  teeth  there 
still  was  elioched  the  osier  creel,  washed  empty  of  ita 
freight 

■'  She  grieved  for  him  ? 

"  Tea.  She  was  ag  one  mad  with  grief  awhile ;  crying 
OQt  that  he  was  her  only  friend  upon  earth  ]  and  that  it 
was  through  her  that  death  had  come  to  biuL 
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"Bat  human  grief  passes  so  swiftly;  see — foM  haTQ. 
heard  her  lau^^h  to-day  I  They  buried  him  there  j  oa| 
the  bLovo  underneath  the  cliff,  where  a  great  wild  knot 
of  myrtle  grrowa,  aud  tho  hoiieyeuckie  bloorua  all  over 
the  Biuid.  Aud  whcu  Lord  Beltran  \a  that  autumn  caoie, 
and!  heard  how  he  had  died  in  the  fulllliag  of  a  trust,  he 
had  a  Btonc  ^hapen  and  carvtd  ;  aud  .set  it  aj^airist  tbd 
cliir,  amongst  the  leafage  and  flowers,  tiig'h  up  where  the 
hi^fhest  winter  lida  will  not  eonie.  And  by  his  wdi  the 
Duiiie  of  Bt'ODze  was  cut  on  it  In  deep  letters  that  will 
not  woai'  out,  acid  on  which  the  sun  will  strike  with  every 
evening  that  it  shull  paaa  westward  above  the  sea;  and 
beueatb  the  name  he  bade  three  lines  be  chiseled  lifc^ 
wiee,  and  they  are  these  : 

"  Rfi  OHOma  DEATU  aAtll£lt  I'HAN  VNFAlTBrOLNlBS. 

HE  KNKTV  NO  BETTEB. 

HE  WAS  A  DOQ," 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 
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Thr£G  or  four  daya  passed  in  like  manner,  and  I  ^rew 
attwned  to  the  graeious  harnioiiies  of  pleasure  anil  of 
riches.  I  wore  niy  blue  rosette,  without  too  bitterly 
remembering  tho  coat  of  La  Pipctta ;  and  I  basked  in 
the  fireaido  warmth,  without  too  poignantly  recallitig  tba 
icy,  moonlit  nighta  in  the  drear  Parisian  garret.  I  bud 
the  blood  of  aristocrats  in  me,  thouiJ-h  I  had  been  reared 
in  ft  rush  basket  in  a  cottage  ;  and  to  my  temper  all  eate 
aud  elegauce  seemed  even  as  a  secorid  nature.  You 
fihall  keep  the  ptebeiAn  in  a  palace  a  score  of  yeftrs,  ftod 
he  shall  ever  wear  his  purple,  and  bear  hts  orb,  aa 
though  the  one  were  a  suit  of  rag-a  and  the  other  a  boll 
of  lead.  But  you  BhalJ  keep  the  patrician  in  a  hove!  a 
acore  of  years,  and  he  shall  ever  wear  his  hempen  shirt 
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and  bear  his  reaper^s  eickle,  as  though  the  one  were  a 
priacely  rolje  and  the  other  a  knightly  sword.  Bon  sang 
ne  peut  itieutirj  and  flgahist  a  throne  it  wHI  crj  out. 
"  Te  who  ait  there  are  sots  and  fouls  I"  and  from  a 
beggar's  eyes  it  will  say  with  a  challenge,  "M.y  father^ 
once  ruled  in  the  land  P'  It  cannot  li<^  \  and  perhaps  it 
iai  for  that  reason  that  the  old  blood  is  now  hated,  ia  aa 
age  wLich  has  exalted  Jjing  to  a  science — the  one  supreme 
social  scii^nce  of  Snecesa. 

1  Wft3  soon  perftictly  at  home  in  this  prettjy  maisonnette  ; 
but  I  waa  no  nearer  to  penetration  of  ita  mysteries— if 
mysteries  indeed  there  were.  Gladys  read  her  daja 
away  ;  her  men  frieada  came  and  went;  the  atmosphere 
was  always  full  of  flowers  and  birds,  songa  and  pleas- 
ant voices,  all  the  colors  of  art,  afid  all  the  movenienta 
of  thought.  She  lived  in  utter  solitude  hero;  but  the 
world  came  to  her  on  the  tongues  of  those  who  knew 
it  best ;  and  all  that  was  aew,  or  rare,  or  welcome  seamed 
to  find  its  way  to  her;  and  if  at  night  slie  went  to  the 
physiijal  and  mental  fatigues  of  the  sla^o,  she  went  also 
to  the  hrilUaocy  of  victory  and  to  the  sustenaace  of 
homag-e, 

i  could  not  marvel  that  sha  Waa  happy;  happy  with 
the  va;y;ue,  untroubled,  slumberous  happiness  of  a  drefim. 
Too  happy,  surely,  1  thought,  for  shame  to  rest  with  her. 
I  was  jierplexed ;  I  was  troubled  ;  I  could  scarcely  doubt 
that  some  wrung  tbero  was  of  necessity  somewhei'c  :  but 
yet — when  tshe  cunie  to  mCt  and  lifted  um  against  her 
BWeet  rii-*b  lips,  and  murmured  gentle  words  to  me  of 
that  night  when  we  bad  been  Brst  in  wretehedneaa  and 
eolitudc  tog-ether,  I  could  not  disbeheve  her  innoeence.  I 
could  not  credit  that  the  fair  lone  child,  whom  I  had  seen 
kneel  down  in  prayer,  had  grown  in  this  brief  time  calloufl 
and  dishonored. 

Besides— the  cream  was  so  rich;  the  cashions  were  so 
Boft  i  the  flakes  were  so  sweet;  the  hands  that  combed 
lay  curls  were  bo  gentle  I  resigned  myself  to  enjoy 
them,  asking'  not  if  the  source  of  my  good  fortune  were 
tainted,  it  waa  wrong,  1  know;  very  wrong  in  the 
creeds  of  my  race,  t  became  almost  as  aellish  as  though 
1  were  hMUian  1 
■2  a 
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On  the  fifth  night  after  my  arrival    I  contriyed  to 

ensconce  myeelf  under  tbe  Bealskins,  and  to  revisit  the 
Coronet  unrepulaed. 

I  foQDd  it  as  Fanfreluche  had  said,  far  more  attractive 
than  ere  bbe  rioters  bad  wrotighfc  their  wild  work  on  it. 
Looking;  oa  the  body  of  the  house  from  the  side,  I  saw 
that,  iu  every  detail,  the  artistic  taste  of  its  lordly  lessee 
had  prevailed  over  all  conaiderfttioaa  of  economy.  It 
was  indeed  a  model  theater.  The  hangio^a  were  of 
amber  eaUn  ;  tbepanela  of  the  boaea  eoatained  charming 
little  landscapes  ;  the  private  boxes,  of  wbich  there  were 
aany,  were  like  tiny  boudoirs,  with  their  mirrors,  their 
loiingiag-  chairs,  and  their  lace  curtains.  The  rousicians 
played  out  of  eig-ht ;  the  place  of  tbe  former  orchestra 
was  filled  by  a  moas-covercd  bank,  covered  with  ever- 
greens and  flowcra.  The  ofScials  were  all  g-ood-looking 
g^irls,  drcgsod  in  a  pretty  costume  of  blue  slai5hed  with 
silver.  Out  of  the  first  corridor  was  a  spacious  smoking- 
room,  with  easy  couches  and  a  supply  of  the  evening  pa- 
pers, whore  men  could  enjoy  their  cifjars  in  the  enir''acte9 
without  annoying  any  woman.  All  was  lig'ht,  bright, 
Inxurlous,  fantastic,  as  bcQts  a  place  tlint  ia  the  abode  of 
amtjS6ment,  and  depends  for  euccess  on  tbe  compensation 
which  it  offers  to  peojile  for  leaving'  their  ditmer- tables 
immediately  after  the  ice. 

It  waa  as  choice,  as  artistic,  as  BcduoLive,  as  suj^gestive 
of  every  indolent  enjoyment  us  a  bonbonni&re  painted  by 
Fragonard  and  fitted  by  Siraudio;  and  all  that  wag 
fashionable  and  aristoomtie  iu  tbotown  came  to  it.  And 
yet  I  beard  a  raaSf  whom  I  did  Dot  know,  say  on  tbe 
staircase  to  another, — 

"Charming  [  perfectly  charming!     But  it  can't  pay!" 

Aad  tbe  other,  in  whom  i  recognized  Dudly  Moore, 
answered, — 

*' It  would  pay  if  Beltran  were  Farquhar;  if  Gladys 
Gerant  were  Laura  Fearl ;  if  the  tausie  were  frum 
Canterbury  Hall  instead  of  tbe  Mae&tre  \  if  tbe  enter- 
tainment were  witless  buffoonery,  instead  of  delicate  art; 
if  everything^  were  not  what  It  is,  in  a  word,  which  ia 
the  common  recipe  for  the  regeneration  of  all  matters  t" 

*'  Why  say  that  ?"  urg-ed  bis  companion-     "  It  wa"*  all 
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fou  deMribe  under  the  old  rh^ime,  aod  it  was  a  deftd  losa 
also  then  P' 

Dudley  JMoore  took  eauIT. 

'*  Ah  t  Our  clever  lessee  has  a  knack  of  al^waj'S  falling 
'  In  love  with  all  his  First  ActT^sses.  I  don*t  kuow  how 
sny  theater  can  pay  nnder  those  circumstances." 

I  bad  no  basiaesa  on  the  grand  stairs;  aad  I  scurried 
away  and  took  shelter  in  the  dressing-room  of  (jrladjs. 

It  was  tiny,  as  ail  such  rooms  iu  a  theater  are ;  but  it 
was  tastefully  fitted  up  with  white  and  rose.  No  one 
ever  came  there,  save  ber  maid.  She  was  alone,  sitting 
Btill  and  thoug'htfuL  Slie  was  dressed  for  Lady  Teazle, 
and  hor  faco  looked  ao  youthful  and  so  "  flower-like  "  in 
ita  contrast  with  the  powdered  eoiffure  and  the  magaiQ- 
cent  costume  of  brocade  and  of  satin,  with  its  train  of 
cloth  of  gold,  and  the  great  cross  of  diamonds  which 
glittered  on  ber  throaL 

It  Keemed  a  atrange  career  for  one  so  young ;  a  strange 
fate  for  a  child  reared  in  the  grave,  pastoral  aimpHcily 
of  what  must  have  been  an  almost  Puritan  bousebold. 
Yet  that  she  was  happy  iu  it  there  could  be  no  doubt  j 
and  that  it  had  in  no  way  tainted  the  proud  purity  of  her 
nature  seemed  almost  as  little  to  be  questiuned. 

I  gazed  at  her,  marveling  greatly,  reasoning,  as  society 
doubtless  reasoned,  that  a  creature  of  her  years,  of  her 
utter  desolateiiees,  of  hor  absoiute  pennilessness,  could 
never  have  corao  to  be  seated  there,  ivith  the  homage  of 
all  faBhionablo  London  hera,  with  those  diamonds  on  her 
breast,  with  those  golden  robea  trailing  behind  her,  with 
that  theater  for  her  arena,  and  its  owner  for  her  only 
friend,  unless  with  all  these  vanities  and  all  these  suc- 
cesses she  had  not  also  accepted  ths  usual  price  paid  for 
them — dishoQorl 

And  yet  I  could  not  look  thus  at  her  without  ehamo 
for  this  thought.  Despite  hep  beauty,  despite  her  posi- 
tion, despite  her  luxurious  little  villa,  despite  even  that 
matchless  rose-diamoud  cross,  gleaming  above  the  beating 
of  her  heart,  it  seemed  impious  to  doubt  that  the  dead 
boy'8  sister  was  one  whit  less  innoeeat  than  when  slio 
bad  knelt  down  in  the  moonlight  to  pray  for  HaroM^- 
oae  whit  less  Dobly  proud  than  when  she  bad  repulsed 
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the  offiereiJ  charities  of  the  little  dancer.  The  eyes  wer« 
dreaming',  indeed^  looking'  far  away,  with  the  imaginative^ 
poetic  gaie  of  "one  who  beholds  vibiods  ;"  but  there 
was  not  in  them  the  look  of  ooe  who  gazea  hack^rard  at 
a  sin. 

Tboug^b  the  diamoada  seemed  to  me  like  the  arba  of  a 
BQuke — ii  Bnake  that  uoiIb  abuut  a  woman  aever  to  let  her 
free  ftgain— yet  1  could  not  believe  that  she^  though  ihua 
transformed^  could  be  less  flt  to  meet  her  father's  sipht 
thtiu  when  she  had  stood  beside  him  to  retid  the  Scrip- 
tures aloud  ut  even^song,  in  the  old  homestead  of  her 
birth.  Evil  might  be  about  her;  but  surely,  I  thought^ 
ovil  had  not  as  yet  consumed  her. 

As  she  rose  and  opened  her  door  there  came  in  from 
the  body  of  the  theater  the  ringing  music  of  the  orcheaira, 
the  buzz  of  the  talking-  audiente,  the  sounds  of  a  rapidly 
filling  house  ;  the  seent  of  some  costly  hothouse  bouqueia 
that  had  been  geut  her,  and  which  her  maid  wtts  bringing 
in  ; — ^I  shivered  and  sickened.  In  this  world — the  'world 
of  Laura  Pearl — was  it  poseiWe  for  any  womaa  to  hold 
ber  honor,  to  retaiu  her  digQJty  ? 

At  that  moment  she  was  called,  and  passed  on  to  the 
Gtage.  The  piece  played  that  night  was  the  percanial 
"School  for  Scandal," 

la  such  pure  comedy  and  elegant  art  she  was  supreme, 
they  Baid;  though  her  still  greater  triumphs  were  ia 
parts  of  pathos  and  oT  power. 

Lady  Teazle  is  a  role  wUitb  any  actrt'Sa  who  w  grace- 
ful and  a  geutlewoniati  ca[i  play  with  ease.  There  are 
but  little  light  and  shade  in  it;  and  there  is  not  any  kiud 
of  passion.  But  even  here  there  was  so  much  grn.ce  in 
her  J  all  conventional  readings  were  &o  utterly  discarded  j, 
there  were  such  charming  alternations  of  playful  piquance 
and  of  scornful  dignity;  whilst  over  the  whole  was  cast 
the  iueffable  charm  of  a  youth  so  seductive,  that  I  no 
longer  wondered  at  the  celebrity  with  which  the  town 
bad  crowned  her. 

She  was  so  entirely  seif-unconscioua,  too;  bo  utterly 
negligent  of  the  public  that  hung  on  ber  words:  fibo 
played  as  a  lovely  woman  might  play  for  ber  owu  pleas- 
ure before  her  mirror,  with  iioue  stabding  by  ;  given  with 
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a.11  Ihis  her  personal  beauty  and  her  grace  oJ  iiiotioQ,  it 
was  no  wonJer  that  even  Dudley  Moore  coufeased  bim- 
Belf  for  once  "  satisfied." 

"You  play  that  perfectly,  my  dear,"  said  the  great 
critic,  coming  behind  the  scenes. 

"Yet  you  say  Uiat  they  will  never  come  to  see  any- 
thing that  is  even  good,"  said  Gladys,  with  a  smiiu  and 
a  movement  of  her  head  backward  to  the  crowded  house. 

"They  will  always  come  to  see  a  pretty  worn  an, "'re- 
turned the  censor  curtly,  "  I  know  too  much  of  huumn 
nature  ever  to  have  denied  ihaL  What  beautiful  dia- 
monds yoi5  have.     They  are  new  ?" 

"  Lord  Beltran  lends  tbem  to  me.  They  are  hia  family 
jewels." 

"  That  has  luckily  not  been  his  habit  before  with  hia 
First  Actresses, "  murmured  Dudley  Moore,  asshepassed 
on  to  the  stage  again.  "  If  it  had  been^  he  would  not 
have  had  tbem  to  lend  now.  If  this  child  understaad 
ber  'droits  de  largesse,*  the  Beltran  diamonds  are  lost  to 
the  House.'* 

I  thought  that,  with  nil  his  knowledge  of  human  na- 
ture, the  great  critic:  did  not  very  much  uuderataud  Gladys 
OeranL 

Whea  the  comedy  was  over  I  found  my  way  to  that 
pretty  chamber  over  which  the  marble  god  and  dancing- 
girl  of  Goethe  presided.  When  I  entered  it  was  empty; 
but  the  chandelier  was  lighted,  aiid  ou  the  table  stood 
Bouie  ice,  and  wines,  and  fruits.  Supper  was  rarely  had 
here  now,  except  on  oeeaaions  when  its  leasee  himself 
entertained  after  the  first  represeutatlon  of  a  new  piece, 
Of  on  the  opening  night  of  the  seasoo.  But  she  waa  ac- 
custonisd  to  receive  here,  for  an  hour  or  so  after  her  per- 
formance, all  perfional  friends  or  persons  of  celebrity. 
The  number  of  these  waa  kept  exclusively  and  carefully 
narrowed;  and  the  cortfori- that  waa  drawn  around  this 
place  was  quite  ae  rigid  ia  its  way  as  that  before  the  doore 
of  a  gfeat  duchess's  drawiag-room. 

I  bad  scarcely  been  there  a  moment  ere  Beltran  and 
Penzi]  entered  together.  They  had  been  dining  with  the 
Duke  of  Holyrood.     Dudley  Moore,  Guilliadeoe,  and  ooe 
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or  two  otliers  rollowed ;  chatted  of  the  gossip  of  the 
hour  ;  lijjbled  some  rose-scented  cigara  ;  and  drank  some 
of  the  hissina;  ict'd  wiitora. 

In  a  little  while  she  joiDod  them,  dressed  in  that  simple 
black  velvet,  without  jowel  or  ortiameut  of  any  sort,  ex- 
cept here  and  there  a  touch  of  oM  point  lace,  whirb  always 
became  her,  I  thought,  aloiost  belter  tbaa  any  other 
iftshlDD  of  attire. 

The:  firu  bunii^d  brijjhtly,  whilst  its  rosy  glow  beamed 
on  the  marble  Ijeauty  of  the  god  ;  the  scent  of  the 
bouquets  placed  there  in  glass  and  china  Glled  the  air; 
the  news  of  the  hour  passed  laus^hingly  from  mouth  to 
inoutli;  now  and  Chen  Dentil  struck  out  from  the  piano 
in  the  recess  some  deep  full  chords  of  German  melody,  or 
Botne  half-f^ay.  half-pathetic  cadence  of  soft  Irish  aonff. 
It  waa  all  pleasant,  atnuaing-,  blameless  enouijh  ; — but  I 
suppose  it  would  have  been  vain  to  tell  the  town  that  the 
BOcietyg'ftthCTed  round  an  actresa  la  hersupper-roora  waa 
lo  the  full  aa  reBa^d  fis,  and  not  h  whit  ujore  harmful 
than,  the  society  gathered  round  ayouiiif  peeress  at  bee 
afternoon  tea-table. 

*'  The  exception  proves  the  rule,"  runs  your  proverb: 
but  why,  I  wonder,  is  it  that  you  always  only  believe  in 
the  rule,  and  arc  always  utterly  skeptical  as  to  the  exist- 
ence of  the  exception  ? 

"  Why  are  people  stil!  amused  by  Sheridan,  but  always 
bored  by  Shakspeai-e  ?"  propounded  the  mighty  Editor,  as 
Benzil  bronghtto  a  close  a  buffo  song;  of  somoNeapolitaa 
composer,  in  which  his  voice  had  filled  the  room  with 
melody, 

"Why  do  people  only  tolerate  Sheridan,  and  go  into 
ecstayiea  over  burlesques  ?"  said  Beltrau. 

"  Jiecause  we  want  to  laugh  and  not  to  think,"  said 
Dpnzil.  "  Now,  to  laugh  at  Sheridan  you  loust  first 
think  with  him,'* 

"That  is  bcg^inn^  the  question,"  said  Dudley  Moore. 
"  T  dcn^t  want  to  know  what  the  g-reat  maaa  of  fools  may 
do ;  I  want  to  know  why  people  of  intelligence  and  taste, 
who  fully  appreciate  the  riches  of  Shakapeare  when  they 
read  him,  are  bored — undeniably  bored*-by  him  on  the 
stage  ?" 
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He  turned  to  Gladys,  and  ehe  smiled. 

"  They  will  coiue  to  my  Beatrice.^* 

"  No  answer  I  They  come  because  you  look  like  a  pic- 
ture', tbough  tbey  might  prefef  even  your  picture  if  set 
in  Offenback  What  I  ask  is,— *Wbjis  Sbakspeare  a  drug^ 
on  the  English  stage,  ennui  to  audiencBs,  and  perdition, 
to  managerB  f" 

"  If  it  be  si>, — I  think  \t  is  this.  The  Shatapeariau 
pluya  are  all  bo  utterly  unlike  our  own  life, — it  ia  sa 
^itttjrly  inipftsaible  that  men  and  womea  could  ever  have 
Hpaken  such  verse  as  that,  their  words  and  deeds  are  bo 
immeasurably  removed  from  all  fciodrei  with  the  lan- 
guage and  the  actioas  of  this  present  time,  that  when 
called,  from  the  world  of  tho  imagination,  and  presented 
visibly  on  the  stage,  they  weary  the  audience  where  they 
io  not  strike  it  with  an  irresistible  sense  of  incongruity 
aqd  ridieaie.  It  would  be  the  same  with  any  of  the  great 
dramas  of  antiquity,  with  those  of  Earipides^  or  Sopho- 
cles, if  we  could  play  them.  The  more  cultured  the  mind, 
the  more  impatient  doiss  it  grow  of  any  attempt  to  cloths 
in  palpable  shape  any  of  the  sublime  ideals  of  a  groat 
poet.  Besides,  surprise  and  expectation  are  cbarraa  essen- 
tial to  the  drama  for  all  minds.  How  id  it  possible  for 
peoplfi  to  be  either  o-tcited  or  surprised  by  plays  that  Hbey 
havie  been  more  or  less  familiar  with  ever  since  they 
learned  to  spell?" 

"  That  is  partially  true,"  said  Dudley  Moore.  "  I  am 
disposed  to  agree  with  you  that  hi|;fh  culture  makes  the 
visible  personation  of  a  poetic  ideal  both  distasteful  and 
vulg-ar.  Hi^b  culture  needs  no  aidn  to  its  imagpiuation. 
But  why,  then,  do  the  French,  the  most  cultivated  people, 
as  a  whole,  of  the  world,  still  care  so  much  for  their  Fhedr« 
and  its  like?" 

"  Tlie  Freuch  are  naturally  more  declamatory  than  we 
are,"  said  Beltran.  "  Attitude  and  sublime  diction  do  not 
Btrike  them  with  the  same  sense  of  umiaturalness  that  it 
etrlkeH  us.  Tbey  are  always  posing,  in  school  life,  la 
home  life,  la  public  life.  Besides— the  workiaea  flock  to 
Bee  Racine,  specially  when  Racine  is  to  be  had  gratia  j 
but  the  idle  people  have  much  the  same  preference  for 
Uerve  and  Offenbach  that  we  have." 


in 


rucK. 


*'  And  it  ia  ridiculrjus  to  quote  the  French,"  averred 
Denzil,  "  iu  any  sort  of  dramatic  contrast  with  U3- 
Thouji^'-b  they  have  not  to  my  thinkiuj,'  one  poetic  drama 
in  their  language,  except  Victor  Hugo'3,  they  have  escel- 
lences  of  every  other  kind, — iathtj  intellectual,  the  social, 
the  satirical  play,  th^j  aro  unapproachahlo." 

"  And  thou  such  power  of  adaptation  in  their  actoral" 
piiryued  Bcltran.  ■"  Suf-h  mutations,  such  ease,  such 
effortless  eluqiu^nce,  siiuh  inimitable  ftrtl  If  we  had  such 
ftctors  we  n]iji;lit  perhaps  tempt  gome  English  Hugo  or 
Sardoii  to  yivc  his  talents  lo  the  atag-e  InstL-ad  of  to  the 
novel  or  the  dinncr-tahle.  As  it  is,  no  geniua  or  wit  will 
write  for  our  ata3;e,  on  which  ho  knows  i>ut  too  well  that 
bis  gentlemen  will  he  rupresented  by  counter-jumpera, 
his  repartees  be  given  with  j^rins  and  '^ag/  and  his 
g-aod  society  be  rendered  by  a  replica  of  Margate  or  Cre- 
morne." 

^'All  thi-''."  said  the  Editor  doggedly,  "chiefly  brings 
us  back  tt>  Denzil'rf  first  proposition^ — that  tuoat  educated 
people  dislike  to  think;  eri5-o,  are  fools.  A  carious  fact, 
if  true,  and  not  in  favor  of  education." 

"  I  deny  your  deduetioa.  It  may  be  because  we  think 
overmuch-^in  our  science,  our  profession,  our  juris]ira- 
dence,  our  infelloctnal  comjioskion,  out  political  career,  or 
whatever  be  the  pursuit  which  we  follow — that  we  are 
disinclined  to  think  iu  a  place  of  uiure  amusemeut,  ufujr 
our  dianers." 

"It  would  seem,  then,  that  the  decline  of  the  dram* 
resolves  itgalf  into  a  mere  queation  of  eating." 

*'  You  are  very  perverse,"  said  DetiziL  "  What  I  say 
JR, — that  the  mind  is  always  so  highly  ytniined  at  its  work 
iQ  our  day,  that  it  refuse^i  to  make  any  additional  effort  in 
its  mere  relaxations.  Wlitm  yoo  have  been  thinking  «U 
day,  with  little  pause  or  peace,  you  do  not  wunt  lo  tiiinb 
ia  the  evyjiing,  when  your  mental  strain  ia  relaxed  :  you 
wautliglit,  gay<:!ty.  noise,  pretty  pictufes^somethiug  that 
needfl  no  thought  whatever." 

"  And  culture,  though  it  have  heightened  one  kind  of 
imaginatioQ,  has  deadened  another.  And  it  has  also 
flbarpened  the  sense  of  ridicule,"  said  Gladys.  "  Id  the 
old  time  people  wirpt  fur  Imogen,  and  loved  with  Romeo, 
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without  any  oue  of  the  aids  to  fancy  of  wbat  we  cal] 
'  scenic  eflPoct '  But-^uow  you  wouitl  only  laug-b  at,  thu 
most  poetic  Juliet  if  she  plftveil  na  alio  ditl  of  old  wiLh  a 
sign-post  behind  her  that,  said,  'this  is  Tcrona  1*  And 
even  with  all  tbo  aids  of  admirable  wenery,  Jiow  seldonj 
you  seem  to  forget  for  one  moment  that  you  are  leitting 
out  a  play  I  Uo^v  seldom  wt!  can  be^iruile  you  into  tha 
ewceti^st  lionififj^ii  to  us  of  all— ^deluBiou  1" 

**  1  don't,  tbiuk  n^m  uuod  say  so,"  said  Beltraa.  "  But 
J  admit  it  \a  dilBeult.  We  are  not  iiiia<j^iiiativc — m  that 
way.  W(i  are  moved  uiore  nowadays  indirectly— by 
BUggestion,  by  allusion,  by  a  line  in  a  poem,  a  niGauing 
ill  a  picturo,  0.  f^team  of  insight  in  a  writer,  thaa  wg  ara 
by  tlie  bi'oadei"  and  mtiro  direct  flppeiil^i  to  our  fancy  of 
the  drama.  A  ffcneration  which  haa  found  out  tbat  the 
moon  ia  only  a  drieii-up  ball,  and  ihe  uiliiua  Thulo  oaly  a 
bit  of  watuL',  that  Wallace  never  lived,  and  Joan  of  Arc 
never  died,  may  be  pardoned  for  not  very  easily  yielding 
itself  to  delusions." 

"  And  tberejoiti  burleaqiies  on  delusions  auit  ua  beat," 
said  Dcnzil.  "  Whun  we  feel  tickled  at  hearing  Medoa 
bawl  tbat  she'll  wbip  her  chSldrcu,  or  TEdipui*  smash  his 
tinted  spectacles  iu  a  pas-sion,  wo  lire  araused,  l)ecau.se, 
without  knowing  it,  wa  foul  ii  comical  likeiiesH  in  suck 
caricatures,  with  the  iLron.Li;  tendency  of  our  own  time  to 
dwarf  all  heroism,  anil  make  absurd  all  dig'nities." 

"Tbat  aouuda  iearfqlly  subtle,  Derry,"  said  Bcltraaj 
"bat  I  doubt  if  audiences  Jike  burlesques  for  any  other 
reason  than  because  ihey  are  uonsenaical,  showy,  and 
full  of  jing-lin^  rhymes  and  catehiuij;  music.  Aud  why 
gboulda'tthey  like  tbem  ?  They  cau't  be  less  iotellGctna] 
than  the  old  Farce  was;  and  certaioly  they  are  much 
prettier." 

"  Ail  this,"  cried  Dudley  Mooce*  "dota  not  anawer  my 
question,  Vfhy  docs  Sheridan  keep  hia  ground  so  much 
better  than  Sbak.'^pearc?" 

"  She  answered  you  as  to  Shakspeare,"  replied  Beltran. 
"  Aa  fur  Sberiiiau — -he  amuties  us  because  his  satires  suit 
us  90  well  still,  and  his  characters  are  our  own  people  dis- 
Ifuiaed  in  wig  and  powder      Our  soci^ity  13  artificial, 
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Bee  our  orta  facua; 

"  liut  w\i  should 

yeai'3  old   if  tbore 


So  13  his.  lie  ia  a  mirror  ia  whicb  w« 
It  13  the  costume  only  that  differs." 
Dot  he  driven  to  us,e  &  mirror  siity 
were  any  quicksilver  of  wit  extftot 
wherewith  ti*  set  up  another, "  aaid  Dudley  Moore.  "  If 
the  EugliBh  stage  be  ever  agaiu  to  be  worth  aujlhiag, — 
which  X  doubt  liea  aot  in  its  destiuiea, — it  must  be  ren- 
dered go  not  by  raviFalsj  of  Kiug  John  or  of  Comug,  but 
by  playa  which  shall  faithfully  show  and  onacrupulously 
Batirize  Diodern  socitity.  Our  society  m  never  represented 
ou  the  BtajL^er^we  have  eteaui-enginea,  Gre-eagiuea,  po- 
lice court-i,  gia  paliices,  caba  and  horses,  pots  and  paua,  all 
to  the  life,  itiimiiably ;  but  Society,  our  Society, — that 
wonilerrol  ma^is  of  indifference,  intellijcence,  eiiimii,  eaergy» 
jiceiitiousneas,  dficoruui,  corruption,  auil  conveutioaalityt 
— ia  utterly  unrepresented.  On  not  one  single  etage  do 
we  ever  see  anythin;^  even  dimly  resembling  the  life  of 
men  ami  women  of  the  world.  Now,  this  must  indicate 
one  of  two  things,  either  that  the  power  of  satire  and  of 
reprebeuLation  ia  altogether  dead,  or  that  it  finds  in  liter- 
ature tho  veut  tbatiialf  a  century  ago  it  found  npoa  the 
stage," 

"  The  latter,  no  doubt,"  eaid  Denzil. 

"You  think  bo,  of  courso,  as  you  write  novels,"  aa- 
seQted  the  gn^at cen.'3nr.  "But  there  Is  another  reason, 
too — Society,  like  moat  fashionable  dames,  ia  fond  of  self- 
delilsiuu,  and  is  very  apt  to  break  in  sliivera  the  mirror 
thatreflecis  her  d^eollefee  too  faithfiilly.  Now,  the  nov- 
elist is  a  painter  who  draws  his  portrait  on  canvas  which 
A  Stone  or  two  of  censure  will  not  break  ;  bnt,  the  play- 
wright^s  fragile  glass  falls  to  atoma  unless  braced  in  a 
gilded  frame  of  popularity.  Critical  hoatility  ia  often  the 
breath  of  life  to  the  writer  ;  but  to  the  actor  it  is  absolute 
dam  nation " 

"'  How  many  have  you  damned  then  I" 

*' Ah  1"  said  Dudley  Moore,  taking;  anuf  with  an  air  of 
pleasant  remembrance. 

"  What  a  deal  of  words  they  waste  over  it!"  scoffed 
Punfreluche  to  me.  "  I  said  all  that  they've  been  saying 
now  a  great  deal  better  to  you  the  other  day  in  two  min- 
utes     l?he  simple  truth  of  the  matter  is  that  butu^iQ 
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beiQgs  love  mere  fun,  mere  prettinesa,  and  a  aprintling-of 
indecencies,  all  of  which  burlesques  supply — only  they 
bate  a  truth  m ;  when  it  shows  Ihem  just  ft  little  silly 
iVtiJ  juiSt   a    tittle    childish,   de-^pite   Oill    their   womhipfuf 
wiedom  I" 

1  did  not  heed  her  much,  I  wag  lost  in  wonder  that 
the  child  wLqeu  I  had  Urst  seea  with  her  dead  bluebells, 
unpitled  in  the  streets  of  Westminster,  should  have  he- 
coniB  this  elegant  actress,  fvith  her  grace,  her  ease,  her 
ready  interchange  of  thought,  her  patriciaa  ?ulm  of 
manner. 

It  wai  only  when  T  saw  the  old  childlike  innocence  la 
the  eyes,  tho  aid  childlike  trustfulness  in  the  beautiful 
arched  mouth,  that  I  could  persuade  myself  she  was  in, 
truth  the  same.  And  yet  I  remembered  eren  then,  iq  her 
btj!ple&«ae8s,  and  her  bewilderraeat,  and  her  wistful,  de- 
funseleaa  misery,  there  bad  been  a  certam  noble  pride,  a 
eertain  grave  repose  in  thig  young  daughter  of  an  old 
Saxon  race,  whose  forefathers  hnJ  ruled  aa  Earldermea 
ere  ever  a  stoae  had  been  raiised  of  Windsor  or  Warwick, 
of  LoHgeat  or  Haddon.  Race  ia  stronger  than  circuoi- 
Btance.  Shu  had  been  reared  in  the  severe  simplicity 
of  a  yeoman's  housebuld,  and  amidst  the  harsh  pains  nad 
privations  uf  poverty  ;  blown  on  by  the  winds  of  earth, 
Bunned  by  the  niortiinji^'ri  rtiys,  and  drenched  with  the 
dews  of  the  dawns,  trusted  to  the  freedom  and  tho  in- 
BLinels  of  an  open-air  and  hardy  life;  knowing  not  the 
world,  nor  the  world  knowing  her;  having  no  teachers 
save  Shakwpeare  and  Milton,  save  the  sunrise  and  sunset, 
save  the  flockfj  and  the  herd.^.  And  yet  Race  had  con- 
quered Accident,  and  vindicated  her  title  to  it — ia  every 
limb  and  lineament;  in  every  motion  and  gesture  ;  in  the 
accents  of  her  voice,  in  the  gaze  of  her  eyes.  The  world 
may  give  costume,  beauty,  brilliancy,  beguilement,  many 
charms,  mauy  attractions;  but  Race  aloue  can  give — the 
handii^^  the  glance,  and  the  voice. 

**  Have  you  found  out  what  she  is  to  him,  my  dear?" 
grinned  Panfreluche  that  night, 

"What  do  people  say?"  1  asked  cautiously. 

"As  if  there  were  two  opinions  I — My  dear — is  it  p09> 
■ible  fur  &  woman  not  twenty,  without  any  sort  of  kith  or 
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ki]] ;  famous  on  the  sta^e ;  lirhig'  aloao,  in  a  cbarmiDg  villa 
wilb  oulj  mPD  of  rank  for  her  companioaa,  rich  enough 
to  drivi3  in  ber  own  cttrriage  and  lo  gire  her  own  ditinerSr 
la  it  pysriible  for  her  to  have  any  verdict  fiai?e  one  pro- 
uouneed  ou  her  by  Society  ?" 

"  Society's  verdicts  are  often  unjust?" 

"  Perhaps.  But  Society  is  a  Tehm-Gericht  from  whoM 
Retitencyrt  tbere  is  no  appeal.  You  may  have  ail  the 
jimoueuct:  \n  life,  yet  ii"  ibe  cl!i*?!?er  atick  through  you  and 
llie  rtMl  liaud  point  iit  you,  why — your  iunocence  is  very 
little  oddd  to  anybody." 

"  But  I  am  sure " 

"  What's  the  good  of  buts,  nij  dear  7  If  people  choose 
to  occupy  qucstioiiablo  positioas,  they  shouldn't  muriDur 
because  Society  looks  on  them  as  c]uestiQnabIe  characters. 
The  h\mb  that  wore  a  wolPs  skin  couldn't  with  justice 
complain  if  its  flock  ran  away  aj,^baf^t  from  it." 

"  But,  with  Society,  it  is  the  wolves  who  pretend  to  be 
hurrilied  at  what  they  know  well  to  be  a  Iamb,  much 
purer  than  thoy  them&elves  are  I" 

"Ah  well!  "Then  that  only  ahowa  what  a  fool  the 
lamb  i»  not  to  become  a  wolf  aUo^'elher — fangs  as  well 
aa  fekin^aud  ao  get  a  brothGrhood  wfili  the  strong  ones  I 
Notbiiifi'  is  so  bad  for  a  woman  as  to  be  innuccut  and  lo 
Ifxtk  guilty  :  slie  gets  the  sympathies  of  neither  side,  and 
(iudd  lieryelf  out  in  the  cold  altogether." 

"You  believe  filailys  unly  sJamlered,  then  ?" 

"  My  dear,  1  have  seen  rnoth^  in  caudles  that  were  only 
siaged, — to  bcj^ln  with  1" 

*'  liul  ho  id  so  gentle  to  hei',  ao  generous  to  her  I" 

Fanfreluche  grinned, 

"  Did  over  you  hear  of  the  hawk  who  took  into  bis 
protection  a  wooddove  ?  There  was  not  a  question  but 
that  Milord  the  hu-wk  could,  better  than  any  one  else, 
preserve  her  from  all  tho  perils  of  the  woods ;  all  traps, 
anii  nets,  atid  gins;  ull  ambuiicaded  sportsmen,  all  wan- 
dfriug  night-owls,  and,  above  all,  from  all  the  wiles  and 
ways  of  iiiiwk*  themselves,  for  wlio  should  know  these 
so  well  ?  And  yet — when  one  fine  day  Milord  the  hawk 
took  the  fancy  of  a  nice  dove  for  his  own  eating,  I  am 
half  afraid  she  did  uot  r^id  bei'self  to  be  iu  such  perfect 
eecurity  after  all  I" 
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"Beltran  has  na  sucb  treachery  in  him  !" 

"  My  deaf,  be  bas  been  a  hawk  all  his  days,  and  it  can'4 
be  supposed  that  he  can  change  his  nature.  Birda  of 
prey  never  do." 

I  soon  came  to  know  that  Fanfrelnchc  was  rig'ht.  Of 
the  relation  nf  Qladya  to  her  friend  the  town  had  but  ont* 
opinion. 

It  judged  from  the  surface,  aa  it  always  does  judge- 
therefore  fallac^ouslj.  Appearances  are  so  and  so,  hence 
facts  must  ha  sy  and  so  libewisei  is  Soi^iety's  formula. 
This  sounds  mathematical  and  aeeurate;  but  as  facts, 
nine  timea  out  of  ten,  belie  apjiearauces,  the  log-ic  is  very 
false.  There  is  something,  indeed,  comleally  stupid  in 
youi-  satisfied  belief  in  the  surface  of  any  parliamentaTy 
or  public  facta  that  may  be  presented  to  you,  vaTuiehed 
out  of  all  likeness  to  the  truth  by  tho  suave  periods  of 
writer  or  speaker.  But  there  is  something  tragically 
Btupid  about  your  dogged  acceptation  of  any  aocial  cnn- 
Btruction  of  a  private  life,  damned  out  of  all  po&:^ihility 
of  redemption  by  the  flippant  deductiona  of  chatterbox 
or  of  slanderer. 

Novp  and  then  you  poor  huraatiities.  who  are  always 
So  dimly  conscious  that  you  are  all  lies  to  one  another, 
get  a  jflimpse  of  various  truths  from  some  cyuical  dead 
man^s  diary,  or  some  statesman's  secret  papers.  But  you 
never  are  warned:  you  placidly  continue  greedily  to 
gobble  up,  unexamined,  tho  falsehood!,  of  ])ublic  rueu  ; 
and  impudently  to  adjudicato  on  the  unrevealed  secreia 
of  private  lives. 

A\i,  if  we  cou]fI  write  your  archives  I — ^we  wha  \\9 
under  your  couneil-chaTnbera^  and  sleep  by  your  emperors' 
pillows,  and  watch  your  statesmen  [n  the  dead  of  the  night, 
and  see  your  mistresses  in  their  solitude,  aud  hear  your 
abfsenc  friends  when  they  speak  of  you,  what  a  revelation 
there  would  be!  I  Bcaree  tan  decide  which  you  would 
find  the  falser,  your  mistress's  kiss  or  your  newspaper's 
news.  I  hardly  ktiow  which  would  be  tho  more  at  vari- 
ance with  their  professions,  tho  friend's  opinion  or  the 
itatesman's  soliloquy.  I  do  not  think  that  any  two 
naembcra  of  society  would  keep  on  speaking  terms ;  I 
doubt  vt'ry  greatly  if  any  two  lovers  would  remaiQ  ia 
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lore;  but  tbere  would  be  very  few  wnrs  conjured  up,  I 
fancy,  because  leadinj^  articlea  wauld  g^o  out  of  fasbion  ; 
and  there  could  hardly  remain  any  political  differences, 
because  you  would  see  that  all  political  creeds  rpsolvs 
Ihemeelves  into  the  old  moss  trooper's  foTfuula, — •'  Grab  a' 
ye  may,  an'  fire  tho  rest  I" 

Could  I  have  told  the  town  that  there  was  no  life  sim- 
i>[pr  than  this  of  Gladys  Oerant's ;    that  there  waa  no 
honor  higher  thau  that  of  this  yeoman's  daug-hter;  that 
her  fi'ieud  had  never  touched  even  her  hand  with  bis  lips; 
that  altbougb  a  beautiful  and  courted  celebrity,  she  bordly 
tnew  more  of  the  world's  evil  now  than  when  sbo  hail 
been  in  her  father's  homestead;  that  of  the  darker  lines 
of  her  career  she  had  no  knowledge,  but  lived  in  an  idealie 
Bphere  of  fair  faiths  and  of  {golden  fancies;  could  I  bavf* 
told  them  this— ^the  mere  truth,  as  I  came  to  find  it— - 
none  would  have  believed  me. 

And  yet  the  truth  it  was.  Life  had  opened  before  hep 
Hke  a  dazzling  wonder  flower;  and  sine  had  taken  it  witii" 
out  question;  and  rejoiced  in  it  without  fear. 

As  I  came  to  know  later,  Beltrao  had  glided  irapercep- 
tibly  into  his  present  relations  with  her.  His  pity  had 
been  lirst  aroused  for  the  helpless,  looelvj  graceful  child; 
there  had  been  much  ia  her  to  charm  the  taste  of  a  fas- 
tidious and  cynical  man  of  the  world  ;  he  had  been  inter- 
eated,  which  was  not  with  him  of  common  occurrence; 
and  he  had  discavered  iu  her  aing-ular  abilities,  which  it 
had  pleased  him  to  develop.  His  Hr&t  gifts  to  her  be  bad 
induced  her  to  accept  by  leadina;  her  to  believe  them  the 
fruits  of  her  brother's  talent;  when  it  was  no  lonp-er  pns- 
'  Bible  to  sustain  thia  delusion,  he  had  placed  her  in  a  ca- 
reer where  he  couM  continue  them  to  her  as  the  fruits  of 
her  own  ^ifts.  As  it  chaDced,  her  succeaa  in  that  careef 
proved  Bingularly  great;  yet  not  so  great  that  it  couid,  of 
itself,  have  brought  her  in  eo  brief  a  space,  all  the  pleas- 
ures and  all  the  luxuriea  which  he  contrived  she  should 
enjoy. 

Owing-  to  him  she  never  traversed  all  the  steep  niid 
weary  steps  of  that  winding  stairway  of  struggle  and  pri- 
vation by  which  most  actresseB  are  forced  to  toil.  She 
never  knew  th^  bltternesa  of  probation,  the  fury  of  ad- 
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P"erse  cliquea^  tbe  ingultg  of  opposition,  ttc  slow  agony  of 
humiliating'  ordeals;  all  the  aotagonii^m,  aunoj'aoce,  and 
insult  inseparable  to  her  career^  were  warded  off  ftom 
her,  nnd  whatever  he  might  encounter  of  them,  none  of  it 
touched  her.  From  the  first  be  bad  led  her  to  look  to 
hira  for  the  guidance  of  ber  life ;  from  the  first  he  had 
never  allowed  her  to  suppose  that  any  of  tbe  gold  ahe 
received  was  his.  The  wag;e  of  tbe  theater  was  paid  to 
her  in  his  treasurer's  name;  she  never  knew  that  he 
owned  the  house  ;  but  she  believed  that  bis  iutet'e&t  ob- 
tained her  honors.  From  her  jo^th  and  her  ignorance 
of  all  practical  things,  he  had  taken  the  management  of 
her  affairs  and  interests  entirely  to  himself.  Wbeu  he 
told  her  that  she  was  rich  by  right  of  genius,  she  believed 
him,  and  only  felt  that  such  riches  had  cbarming  usea 
and  g-racious  ends. 

Perhaps  he  had  done  unwisely  in  thus  hrioping  her 
into  the  midst  of  the  world,  with  ho  more  knowled^'-e  of 
tbe  world  than  a  child  gains  from  a  tale  of  fairy-land. 
Perhaps  in  the  very  excess  of  his  liberality  to  her  he 
erred  airainst  her.  It  was  not  a  safe  life  for  her;  aoae 
knew  that  better  than  he.  It  was  a  life,  moreover, 
whereby  her  name  waa  inevitably  associated  with  his 
owQ  JD  injury  to  her.  Butt  it  had  been  hardly  possible  for 
bim  to  give  her  nny  othef.  From  tbe  onset  he  had  found 
thia  youo^  creature  resolute  to  receive  tio  aid  save  such 
as  she  could  be  broug-ht  to  believe  that  she  had  really 
earned.  Finding  ia  her  both  grace  and  genius,  he  judged 
it  the  simplest  and  straig^htest  service  to  her  to  give  these 
free  scope.  By  her  absolute  desolation  her  fate  wcs  cast 
.into  his  hands  entirely  ;  ho  dealt  with  it  after  the  fashioe 
of  a  mflu's  liberal  judgment  and  kindly  indulgence  ;  natu- 
rally he  did  not  regulate  it  by  a  matron's  prejudices  or 
with  a  philosopher's  severity. 

He  bad  ever  seen  the  womea  about  him  surrounded 
with  elegance,  pleasure,  and  pretty  luxuriousness  ;  hft 
gave  her  these  because  they  appeared  to  him  the  priv- 
ilege.^  of  her  Rex  and  youth;  and  because  alavishnesain 
girio^  wag  a  characteristic  of  his  temper.  But  in  all  this 
he  had  been  moved  by  the  g^enerous  impulses  of  a  gentle- 
man :  never  by  those  cmld,  measured  calculations  of  A 
libertine  which  society  attr  buted  to  him 
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When  he  had  cTideavored  to  induce  womeDi  of  bia  o^ 
dass  to  takfl  interest  in  her,  he  had  been  bafied  by  thoir 
indifference  or  their  incredulity^  and  could  make  no  im- 
pression either  on  their  colduesa  or  their  skepticism.  All 
things  had  combined  to  throw  ber  straij;:ht  into  hla 
power.  That  be  did  Rot  abuse  that  power  was,  to  my 
thinking,  a  gleam  of  puror  gold  in  the  tangled  web  of  thia 
man's  life  than  many  more  virtuous  mcit,  of  better  repute 
tban  he,  can  show  in  theirs.  He  wot)  careless,  con- 
temptuous, indifferent,  hardened  in  many  things;  hotil- 
iug  women  lig"htly,  ami  setting  most  momlitioB  at  naught, 
after  tbo  Diauner  of  uieii  of  his  kind,  lie  had  never  been 
a  good  man,  as  tho  world  coutiis  aucb.  Hd  had  wasted 
biis  poesessiouB,  Fpent  his  ji^iar^  in  pleasures,  and  gaiaed 
himself  an  evil  name,  often,  perhaps,  for  cv^il  he  had  not 
done:  but  of  old,  wliea  I  bad  lirst  seen  the  kindly  smilo 
gleam  Id  bis  tired  gray  eyes,  I  had  knowu  that  be  wa^ 
more  to  be  trusted  thau  fery  many  better  men,  and  that 
no  living  thing  would  evti-  jtlaco  its  faith  iti  hita  iu  vain. 
And  even  bo  had  she  now  found  it. 

With  women  of  the  world  he  was  as  unscrupulous  aa 
occasion  raij^ht  need;  with  other  men's  wiv4iS  ho  had 
never  been  famed  for  dificretion  ;  his  Iotos  had  had  very 
little  heart  in  thcni,  and  as  little  scruple.  He  had  beon 
quite  capable  of  fursakuig  with  eatiy  negligence  at  the 
end  of  the  Bcasoii  tlm  aamo  wotnjiu  wiiuni  bo  had 
wooed  with  courtly  IwguiJoment  at  the  comniencfuieul  of 
IE;  some  women  indtyd,  they  said,  hail  foood  that  geulle 
manner  bard  as  sted,  and  that  slight  Bmile  cutting  ag  the 
north  wiJid.  Unit  all  this  was  but  Greek  meeting  Greek; 
all  these  women  were  ujucb  aa  world-worn,  and  as  bearf- 
lesa  as  be,  if  th^y  wt^re  more  pasyionale  and  more  tena- 
cious, if  here  and  there  oue  of  them  had  staked  her  life 
OQ  hla,  the  stake  had  sconjod  to  have  but  liitit-  worth  in 
it,  beeauRQ  she  who  put  it  down  was  so  inveterate  A 
gamester,  and  hiid  bo  often  ventured  "  all  upon  a  cast.'^ 

But  many  a  mnn  has  honor  who  ba::;  not  morality; 
many  a  man  can  be  touched  into  generosity  wbeti  ho  can- 
not be  induced  to  eare  fur  duty  ;  and  he  who  smiles  at  all 
other  religiouB  may  yet  pteadfasily  ubey  the  iastiact  which 
forbidti  hioi  to  abuse  faith  plac^ed  in  him. 


Bach  a  man  was  he  ;  and  beiDg  moreover  of  a  temper 
that,  wben  oQce  moved  to  do  either,  aever  gave  mcas- 
aretily  or  defended  feebly,  be  had  lavished  all  thiQga  poa- 
eitile  OQ  Gladys  Gerant,  and  from  the  Erst  time  that  her 
innocent  eyes  had  met  his  own  had  dealt  with  her  gently, 
revetenilj,  purely;  breathing  no  word  to  her  that  her 
dead  boy-brother,  living,  could  ever  have  needed  to 
avenge 

Fanfreluche  bad  said  that  birds  of  prey  cannot  change 
their  natures :  and,  doubtless,  you  will  say  that  it  is  en- 
tirely improbable  that  snch  a  fuan  could  erer  aet  thus  by 
such  a  woman. 

Well,  I  oo-n  only  answer  you  as  a  little  while  ago  I 
heard  a  novelist,  as  fatuous  in  the  drawing-room  as  on 
eoirer-side  und  raoor-side,  an^iWer  hiB  companion,  when 
tibe  demooHtrated  to  him  that  one  of  his  stories — a  love 
story,  which  has  thrilled  the  hearts  of  many — was, 
charming  as  she  and  the  world  found  it,  after  all  very 
Improbable. 

"  Injprobable  ?"  he  repeated,  "  Improbable  ?  Tea,  no 
doubt  it  is— utterly  improbable.  Only,  you  see,  it  hap- 
pntuf  to  be  all  true,  every  word  of  it.  But  1  don^t  know 
iu^t  that  makes  much  differeacB— to  your  theory." 


CHAPTER   XXXIV. 
"the  woman  at  the  lattice." 


^tiE  morality  of  Society  is  Tory  beautiful.  Look 
^tbere,"  said  Fanfreluchc. 

It  was  a  mild  day  in  March,  there  were  .^i^bles  ftod 
t^alsking  in  the  Bow,  but  the  Tveartirs  thereof  were  al- 
ready numerous  and  aristocratlL',  and  along  the  Rails 
there  already  stood  some  score  of  dainty  equipagea,  all 
with  fretting  horses,  and  some  with  coroneted  panels. 

The  east  stiH  prevailed  ia  the  drift  of  the  wind,  but  the 
ennui  had  departed  from  the  smoking'- rooms  of  the  cltibfi. 
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There  might  still  be  froet  on  the  pavements,  but  thero 
ivaB  Ja^hiioQ  in  the  foQlstepEi  that  touched  them.  The 
spring  hart  scared  put  forth  her  primroses,  but  Chrisiie 
bad  put  fcTth  his  porcelains.  The  chestauta  had  hardly 
their  buds'  jet  in  embryo,  but  the  studios  had  already 
their  paintings  in  maturity.  There  were  few  leaves  un- 
curled oa  the  trees,  but  there  were  Several  diiiner-partiea 
given  in  Belgravia.  The  mignanettes  had  oot  begun  to 
sprout  in  the  window-boxea,  but  the  lovB-intriguee  had 
consmenced  their  upapringing. 

London  was  at  its  pleasantest  season,  when  dinnerB 
are  few  enough  to  be  charming  ;  when  little  suppers  suc- 
ceed ao  hour  or  two  in  the  stalls;  when  the  afternoon 
tea  gathers  its  chit-chat  round  a  6re ;  when  men  and 
women  have  leisure  to  mate  auiusemeut  a  pastime  &ud 
not  a  toll ;  wLefl  the  great  race  meetings  are  still  distant 
enough  not  to  absorb  every  thought  and  word  ;  when  the 
pictures  of  the  year  are  only  vaguely  known  by  tradition 
and  prophecy  breathed  from  private  views ;  when  scan- 
dal, and  laughter,  aud  flirtation,  and  gossip,  all  are  un- 
jaded,  and  when  the  soul  of  tb>e  cook,  If  it  breathe  a  elgh 
for  Ita  game-loves  departed,  is  yet  tilled  with  a  eoft  glow 
of  comfort  before  ite  visions  of  sftlmon  sod  quails,  its  poa- 
sessions  of  Iamb  and  asparagus. 

*' Look  where  ?"  I  asked  her  as  we  passed  together 
down  the  Row,  where  my  mistresB,  alighting  from  her 
brougham,  was  walkJDg  awhile,  accompaDied  by  Bcltraa 
and  Guilliudene;  all  who  passed  her  turning  to  look  at 
that  delicate  face  with  the  g^oam  of  its  gulUeu  hair,  and 
the  lluKh  which  the  wind  brought  to  ita  akiu,  set  in  ibe 
dark  softness  of  sables,  aud  relvels,  and  lacos,  as  ibe 
bright  bue£  of  a  porcelain  paiatiug  may  be  set  in  an  ebony 
&ame. 

"  Everywhere,"  retnrned  FanfreJuche  comprehensively. 
"  Look  round,  my  dear,  at  them  all  Look  at  that  pretty 
woman  in  chinchilla  and  violet.  That  is  Lady  Hilda  Sl 
Maurice^  who  is  not  two-and-twenty,  and  who  has  had 
more  'affairs'  already  than  there  are  rings  in  her  drees- 
iog-ca&e.  Last  year  I  lived  with  her  a  few  weeks  ;  one 
day,  at  luncheon-time.  Colonel  St.  Maurice,  her  husband, 
you  know,  walked  iu  to  her  with  all  her  letters  to  Charle* 
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Flickers,  tbo  actor,  in  his  hand.  Dollie  Flickers,  his  wife, 
who  is  tolerably  jealous  of  him  on  and  oGT  the  boards,  bad 
got  at  them  somehow,  and  bad  sent  tbem  oa  to  St.  Mau< 
rice.  Hilda  aever  wiQcedonce,  tbou^b  he  made  a  sceue 
out  of  it.  'Do  be  sensible,  Frank/  she  said,  whea  he'd 
atormed  himself  boarse,  ehcLvH  the  while  sublimely  indif- 
ferent. '  People  who  live  in  glass  houses,  you  know — 
how  would  you  look  if  we  bad  a  "  sbow^up  ?" '  And  ehe 
ate  I*  greeugage  as  she  spoke  ;  and  ihe  Colonel  was '  jstin- 
sible;'  aud  Lady  Hilda  wetat  next  day  to  the  drawing- 
room^  as  &be  will  go  next  year. 

"  Look,  now,  at  that  baughiy  piece  of  dark  still  beauty 
in  her  carriage:  that  is  the  Countess  of  Grancedieui. 
With  her  blue  blood,  and  her  immense  possessions,  and 
her  stainless  name,  she  is  the  very  type  of  the  lofty  and 
chaste  aristocrat.  Well,  I  have  lived  with  her  too  ;  and 
if  I  spoke  theirtonguCj  and  told  of  tbmf^athat  I  have  seen 
aa  I  lay  in  my  lady's  privjite  rooms  when  all  the  great  house 
was  still,  they  might  may  be  find  that  the  days  when 
Fauatine  called  her  paramour  from  the  cireus  to  the  pal- 
ace were  franker  and  not  deeply  darker  ihan  ours. 

"  Look,  too,  at  that  graceful  creature  so  esquisitely 
painted,  and  dresspd  up  to  the  eyes  la  the  imperial  sables ; 
that  is  the  Ducbes^i  of  Llandvysyl,  She,  the  greatest  of 
great  ladiss,  hag  royalty  in  her  veins  \  has  revived  the 
salon;  and  got  her  husband  the  vacant  ribbon.  Feoplosay 
that  His  Grace  is  a  glouuiy,  taciturn,  listless,  discourteous 
man,  ill  worthy  uf  his  matchleaa  wife.  An  autumn  or  two 
since  mj  people  stayed  at  bei'  iiiaguiGcent  doujaiii  in  North 
Wales,  and  I  with  them.  One  evuning  befurn  dinner 
hie  voice  woke  me  in  the  great,  dusky,  splendid  librarj''  ; 
I  listened  ;  he  was  there,  alone,  with  his  wife.  1  heard 
enough  to  pity  from  my  soul  for  evermore  that  great 
noble,  who  was  more  wretched  than  any  cotter  on  hia 
lands.  And  yet  be  held  hia  peace,  has  always  held  it, 
so  that  the  bright-haired  lad,  that  will  reign  after  him, 
the  only  child  of  them  all  that  baa  any  look  of  his  fuce  or 
hia  race,  may  never  know  the  truth  of  the  mother  who 
bore  him. 

"Look  there,  too,  at  that  lovely,  passionless- looking 
blonde,  with  all  that  guipure  about  her — that  is  Ida  War 
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irick;  Dudkj  Warwick  is  a  haronet's  son,  very  poor, 
very  idle,  very  —  good-natureii  1  He  has  abottt  £500 
a  year — and  debts;  Ida,  a  peer'a  daughter,  has  nothia;^ 
— and  debts.  Yet  they  beep  a  chiirraing  little  house 
in  Belgfavift ;  give  very  ^Of>A  dinners;  hare  the  first 
of  fruits  and  the  choicest  of  wines;  two  hig^h-step- 
ping  bays  and  an  opera-hos;  and  their  crotlitors  oever 
trouble  thnm.  How  do  they  do  it?  \^q\[,  the  Duke  ot 
Holyrood'a  bankers  could  tell,  and  handsome  Holy's 
pfeaence  is  a  thing  of  eoume  in  the  bijou  hoase,  But, 
tbon,  Ida  is  quite  '  in  society  ;'  her  children  are  cherubs  | 
her  own  people  ore  fond  of  her  ;  her  husband  Uvea  with 
her.  What  more  would  you  want  to  please  all  the  Pro- 
prieties? Oh,  it  is  a  beautiful  thing^  this  morality  of 
English  Society!  Look  around,  any  dear,  and  oaly  re- 
flect that  not  one  of  these  women  I  have  naraed,  and 
not  one  of  their  set  or  their  order,  but  would  deem  ber 
fair  fame  polluted,  and  her  fair  dignity  insulted,  if  only 
asked  to  know — Gladys  Gorant  1" 

She  spoke  tho  truth :  Uie  truth  not  only  of  those  few, 
but  of  many  as  corrupt  aa  tbemaelvea,  and  of  many  more 
whose  lives  were  really  jutjt,  and  whose  honor  was  really 
hoQorablu. 

Aa  Gladys  passed  under  the  leafless  boughs,  the  women 
of  his  world  looked  away  from  her,  with  tlmt  serene,  pas- 
sionless look  which  tgnorei^,  and  whiuh  is  far  colder  aa  it 
is  far  courtlier  than  any  acorn.  She  herself,  vaguely  con* 
seious  of  its  insult  but  unconscious  of  Its  meaaing,  gave 
back  the  look  with  a  grave,  proud  meditation  in  her  eyes. 
She  ditnly  felt  that  all  the  wonion  of  his  order  held  thcnt- 
yelves  alouf  from  herj  she  thought  it  was  because  she 
publicly  pursued  an  art  for  fame,  and  because  she  came  of 
aa  old^  hutable,  impoverished  race,  whose  decay  aUj  aud 
whose  ancientness  none  had  knowa. 

Of  the  truth  she  had  no  nearer  conception:  all  men 
who  came  neiir  her  dealt  with  her  with  an  infinite  respect; 
she  did  not  dream  that  the  mothers  and  wives  and  sisters 
of  these  men  classed  her  with  all  that  was  basest  aad 
most  venal.  She  knew  thut  there  were  vile  women ; 
often  she  heard  men  talk  of  tLiem ;  there  were  even  thoM 
m  her  o^'n  theater  with  whont)  he  hud  requested  ber  QOt 
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eTeato  eichange  speech.  Bother  tnowled.^e  of  auth  was 
still  vague ;  siie  thong-ht  scarcely  at  all  of  them  save  witb 
ft  shuddering;  tender  conipaaaion.  That  she  was  classed 
amidst  them  never  dawned,  by  itsfaititeatBuspieiou,  oaber. 

Sbe  wascoDHcioua  of  no  sin;  she  was  proud  by  nature  ; 
she  was  coment  iu  hig  protection  and  his  friendship;  she 
was  of  a  temper  la  which  the  minyled  isolation  and  pub- 
licity  of  ber  life  added  both  filreugtb  aud  sweetness  ;  ebe 
only  know  the  world  as  be  eboae  to  show  it  to  her  :  that, 
in  the  estimation  of  that  wor^,  B^e  was  no  better  than 
Maudo  Delamere,  do  higher  than  Lillian  Lee,  no  purer 
thau  Laura  Pe&rl,  was  a  fact  that  never  brought  its  io- 
digBity  withia  the  scope  of  her  sight  or  the  sphere  of  her 
thoug^htB. 

And  b\\q  went  now  in  the  sunny  noon  of  the  still 
wintry  niornlnj^,  wiih  h*?r  g^raeefiil  head  turned  to  him  in 
happy  careLcKH  speech,  and  a  wild-rose  Itush  brought  to 
her  cheeks  by  the  wind;  and  her  eyes  glancing,  clear  as 
a  deer's,  daualless  asn  child's,  dreamy  aa  a  port's,  at  tha 
sneering,  smiling  faces  of  those  wonien  of  whom  he  bad 
forbidden  her  to  have  any  knowledge;  and  at  the  cold, 
immutable  countenances  of  those  other  women  who  had 
refused  to  have  any  knowledge  of  herself. 

I  think  there  wa-ssometbing  in  that  look  which  baffled, 
perplexed,  annoyed  both'  classes  of  these,  her  foes ;  for 
fts  I  followed  her  1  heard  one  of  thi?  former  mutter  with 
a  laugi),  ooting  the  delicate  warmth  which  the  wind  bad 
fanaed  in  her  face,  "Has  to  rouge  already,  by  daylight  I 
— bet  Fred  Bruce  a  pound  o^  cigars  that  she  did  l"  And 
I  heard  one  of  the  laUer  murmur  to  a  friend,  noting  the 
worth  of  the  almost  pricelesa  black  Chantilly  which  sbe 
had  gathered  about  her,  "  How  they  do  imitate  dl  laceg 
now ;  did  you  see  that  ?  You  would  almo&t  thiak  it  was 
real  I" 

Now  I  believe  that  when  a  woman's  own  fair  skin  ia 
called  rouge,  and  her  own  old  luce  Is  called  imitation, 
she  must  In  some  way  or  other  have  roused  eharply  the 
conscience  or  the  envy  of  her  sisters  who  sit  Id  judg- 
weiiL 

Faafreluehe  and  I,  as  we  ran,  caught  many  such  llttlfl 
phrasea  from  the  fieripateti^s  of  the  Row      Almost  all 
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whom  we  pasBed  had  some  word  or  another  aa  they  aaw 
jier. 

"Ib  that  the^reatactresa?"  said  a  country  CDueinwitb 
a  Btafe,     "  How  }'OUDg  she  looks  I" 

"  They  know  how  to  make  themselTe3  look  young 
whcQ  they  are  seirenty  1'^  said  hor  companion,  wbo  no 
doubt  was  a  woniao  that  knew  the  world 

"  I  woader  who  she  really  waa,"  said  a  man  who  had 
the  look  of  the  Rnfj:  about  hiiu. 

"Doa't  you  knowF"  said  his  friend  arra-m-arm  with 
him.  '"  Sho  was  the  natural  dauj^htef  of  the  old  Duke 
of  Holyrood  by  an  opera-singer.  I  can  aee  a  Hkenesa  iq 
her  to  the  young'  Dnke  myself."  \ 

"  So  can  I,  now  you  name  it,"  responded  his  ally 
"  But  I  have  heard  bo  many  stories  that ~" 

"  Oh,  this  is  the  perfect  truth,"  interi'upted  the  other, 
"  I  had  U  from  a  man  who  used  to  know  old  Holyrood 
very  intimatdy." 

"Is  tliat  she?"  asked  &  handsome  youn^  girl  very 
eagerly.  "  Oh,  I  never  saw  a  real  actress  out  of  doorfl 
before  I  Somebody  told  ine  they  were  always  so  yellow 
by  daylight.     But  she  is  qb  fair " 

"  As  you  are,"  added  the  man  With  her,  apparently 
her  brother.  "  Actresseg  are  the  prettifist  women  we 
bave.  '  My  face  is  my  fortune,  eir,  ehe  said,'  ig  true  of 
an  actress,  if  not  of  the  traditional  milkmaid  of  the 
song'." 

''^OJi,  if  I  were  but  as  lovely!"  sighed  the  girl,  who 
could  only  have  been  "just  out,"  and  unspoiled  by  lovers 
and  ladies-uiaida.'  "  And  what  beautiful  furs,  and  what 
exquisite  lace  !  Ah,  I  am  so  glad  you  h&ve  got  these 
stalls  for  to-night !  And  it  is  auch  a  pretty  name,  too — 
Gladys  Gerant.     Is  it  really  her  name?" 

"Heavens,  no  [  I  dare  say  her  real  name's  Mary 
Stubb,  or  Martha  Grubb,  or  something  as  euphonious," 
laugheil  the  brother,  moving  her  onward. 

"Who  IS  she,  really  ?'' murmured  on  elegant  woman, 
whom  I  knew  to  be  Lady  Cisaissiter,  to  her  companion 
who  had  the  look  of  a  Bow-Window  frequenter. 

"  God  know-5  !"  he  res|.K)nded.  "  Last  thing  they  say 
is  that  her  father^a  one  of  Beltran'a  gamekeepers ;  aQ(] 
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that  the  keeper  cut  up  rough  about  disbonoT  and  aU 
that,  aDii  got  Hrin^  at  him  fromi  a  corer,  Irishfa^hlon^  ]a:^l 
time  he  was  down  at  hie  owu  place.  Keeper  misled  liim 
by  a  hair's-breadth  ;,  and  is  put  away  aoniewhere  iu  an 
ftsylum.  Wiih  we  could  do  as  much  by  the  Ribbonmeu," 

"  Very  romantii:  I"  said  Lady  Cissigsiter  with  a  little 
iueredulous  coDt^iiupt.  "  Whnt  sables  those  are  she  ba&l 
ReaJly,  bow  prepoateroas  I" 

Wbethei-  she  meaut  ihe  keeper's  vengeaoce,  or  the 
Bablta'  worth,  I  know  not:,  for  ahe  also  passed  oaward. 

"My  stars,  what  lace  I"  muttered  LiJliau  Lee,  putting 
ap  her  eyeglass  aa  she  checked  her  horse  by  the  rails. 
"  By  Jove,  Jack,  the  virtuous  dodge  seerua  uncommon 
g-ood  to  go  in  for " 

"  I  wouido't  try  it  if  I  were  you."  said  John  Beaude 
sert,  who  rode  with  her.  "You  wouldn't  look  the  part 
— fjuite." 

''  Beatrice  Leintwardine  haa  had  an  awful  row  with 
hira.  They'll  never  Epeak  apain,"  said  a  Guardsman, 
rueaDing  the  Countess  of  Leintwardine,  Beltraa^s  sister. 

''About  the  property?"  said  another  who  was  ano-in- 
arm  with  hiiJi,  "I  dare  say  she's  fidgety.  He^a  got 
rid  of  all!  he  cas  ;  and  her  second  boy's  in  the  entail^  you 
know." 

"  Ofa,  hang  it,  no]  About  the  diamonds,"  answered 
the  first  speaker.  "He's  git'eo  the  Beltran  diamonds  to 
that  girl,  and  the  Leintwardines  are  furious." 

"The  deuce  I  that's  a  new  trick,"  murmured  his  friend. 
"Awfully  pleasant.  All  St.  Jobu's  Wood  and  Brompton 
will  be  flyiQg  at  one's  family  jew*!&  now;  I'm  sorry  he'a 
put  It  into  their  heads.  All  the  racing-plate  and  shooting- 
Bhielda  will  have  to  go  nert,  I  suppose  " 

"  That's  begun.  Last  season  Mrs.  Delamere  asked 
poor  old  Brune  to  lend  her  his  St.  Leger  cup  for  her  side- 
board at  one  of  her  big  dinners " 

'^  Oh,  Lord,  ye&,  I  remember.  Aud  when  he  sent  for 
it  next  day  ebe  wrote  him  word  back  that  she  *  never  re- 
turned gifts  if  peopla  pleased  to  repent  of  them.*  He 
rared  ;  talked  of  law " 

"  But  he  never  went  to  law.  and  the  vase  is  the  Dela> 
ttiere'e  now.^* 
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"  Did  you  get  that  box  at  the  Coronet  for  lo-morruw, 
Charlie  ?"  asked  a  huadsome  mntroo  of  a  bandiS'Oiiie 
yonth. 

"Couldn't,  aunt.  Evefytbloj?  taken  for  a  fortnight 
Put  our  name  down.  But  you  can  see  her  for  Dothmg 
here. — look." 

"  I  never  look  at  that  class  of  per&ona,"  said  the  haait 
Bome  woman,  severely. 

"And  yet  yon  send  me  to  take  a  box  on  purpose  to 
look  at  her  1" 

"Don't  be  stupid,  Charlie.  That  is  on  the  stag* 
That  is  quite  different." 

"Who  was  she,  really  J"  aaked  a  pretty  dainty  widow 
in  peari  grays  and  Bwansdown:  *he  fortieth  time  that  I 
heard  the  eame  question  asked  in  three  turns  of  tho 
Row. 

"Well — ^really — I  believe  the  story  is  this,"  retarned 
the  mnn  with  her.  "She  was  the  wife  of  a  poor  devil 
of  a  painter,  who  married  her  when  she  was  fifteen.  Vis- 
count Beltran  met  them  at  Dreacleo,  where  they  were 
living  in  great  wretohednesa ;  took  a  fancy  to  her;  and 
entered  into  on  agreement  to  bring-  her  out  on  the  stag* 
here,  and  pay  the  husband  five  hundred  a  year  to — ^ab- 
sent  himself.  But  they  do  day  that  the  husband  is  wax- 
ing wroth  because  she  makes  so  much  money,  and  thftt 
we  shali  have  the  divorce  on,  and  the  whole  story  out 
before  long." 

"  Dear  me  I"  sighed  the  widow,  who  evidently  thought 
simplicity  her  own  great  point.  "  But  that  seems  a  very 
wicked  thing  of  Lord  Beltran!" 

"  I  never  beard  a  good  thing  of  bim.  It  is  hardly  so 
bad  &8  eome  others  I  could  tell  you,"  said  tlie  speaker, 
who  as  I  found  afterwards  was  a  young  clerk  at  the  war 
office,  who  knew  Beltraa  about  as  much  as  be  kne^v  the 
queen — by  sight. 

"  Pray  don't!"  murmured  the  widow.  "But  how  doea 
it  eome,  then,  that  she  has  the  same  name  as  that  pretty 
green  book  you  bought  me  ?  1  tbooghl  somebody  said 
Bhewaa  the  poor  boy's  sister  F" 

"  Pooh  I  The  boy'a  dead  ^  he  ean't  contradict  thero  if 
they  do.     Bnt  it  is  all  bosh.     She  ia  the  wife  of  tbii 
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painter  io  Dresden,  McOIlp,  who  13  studying  in  Pres- 
den,  told  me  so.  The  name's  a  mere  nom  de  fanlaisie^ 
picked  out  of  Lbe  poems." 

^nd  Ihey  also  passed  on,  amidst  the  chit-chat,  the 
cigar-smoliB,  the  perfdiues,  and  the  g-ay  dresses,  under 
the  scarcely-budding  boiig^ha  of  Rotteu  Row. 

"  Mercy  On  niel"  said  Ftinfreluclie.  "And  to  thitik  all 
these  people  devoutly  believe  what  thoy  say!  That  (9 
what  is  so  comicah  When  Libei  lies  for  a  purpose  it  ia 
camprebeDsible,  if  criminal ;  but  when  Gossip  lies  from 
mere  wanto^meas  it  is  such  an  awful  fool ;  for  preteudiog 
to  have  the  eyee  of  bq  Argus  it  has  oEl  the  bUadiiesa  of  a 
Batl" 

"And  yet  you  ouce  said  th&t  the  scandals  of  Society, 
if  false  In  the  latter,  are  often  trno  in  the  spirit,"  I  said, 
for  I  loved  to  twit  her  with  her  own  would-be  smart 
eayiugs. 

"I  never  said  anything  so  foolish,"  snapped  Fanfre- 
luche.  "  What  1  did  say  was  that  if  you  haveirt  the 
story  you  ought  to  have.  Society  always  supplies  yon 
with  it,  as  a  good  cor&et-maker  supplies  a  poor  laLh  of  a 
girl  with  a  comely  figure,  if  yoa  occupy  an  equivocal 
position,  you  clearly  ought  to  have  an  equivocal  history ; 
supposing  you  are  really  innocent  and  have  not  one,  So- 
ciety weaves  one  for  you — suitable  in  every  respect  if  not 
comfortable." 

"A  fire-web  for  the  Glance  it  enfolds,"  1  amrmured. 
"  Ib  it  iru«  tbal  Lady  Leintwardme  has  quarreled  about 
the  diamonds?  She  used  to  be  very  much  attached  to 
her  brother." 

"  Could  they  speak  truth  here  ?"  retorted  Fanfreluche. 
'*  Ko — it  was  not  about  the  diamonds.  Beatrice  Leint- 
wardiue  la  far  too  much  of  a  gcDtlewoman  to  dispute 
about  tbem.  It  was  one  day  last  mouth,  m  the  railway- 
carriage.  Beltran  and  she  had  been  down  with  her  boy, 
lieaulieu,  to  Eton,  aqd  coniing  back — wo  were  alone- 
she  look  hiin  to  tai^k  about  having'  old  Margett  Llansaiut 
living  with  '  that  girl,'  as  she  called  Gladys  Gerant ;  and 
went  so  far  ns  lo  lament  that  she  herself  could  neverlake 
any  notice  of  faithful  old  Margett  now  that  lie  had  placed 
her  under  the  game  roof  with — with — sbo  did  not  quita 
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fiaiab  bcr  sentence,  Beltran  wafg  looking- straig^ht  fllher; 
mid  liG  has  a  way  of  doing'  that  whioli  often  incomniodcH 
people.  Wlieii  Hlie  paused  be  answered  her  very  quietly, 
*}Ay  dear  Beatrice,' &aid  lie,  "I  suppose  «ven  brothera 
and  ftiatera  may  know  each  other  for  over  forty  yearsaud 
bo  Blran^ers  aU  the  Li  mo.  Sioi^o  you  fancy  I  could  turn 
my  dead  molher^a  old  fiervant  into  u  pander  to  my  vices, 
the  JesB  you  seo  of  me  the  belter,  I  fancy.  I'll  ordor 
Beau'a  new  boat,  and  look  after  him  dowa  there — good- 
day  tu  you.'  Ami  as  the  train  stopped  just  then  at  a 
statiou  bo  got  oub,  lit  a  cigar,  and  went  into  a  smoking^ 
carriage.  Hi^  has  never  gpokgu  to  her  since  tbea.aDd  lo 
the  best  of  niy  belief  nev^or  will  speak  to  her.  And  yet 
be  13  much  attached  tt>  Lady  Leintwardine." 

"  Did  he  ever  ask  ber  to  know  Uladys?" 

"  Yea,  ho  did.  He  tTJed  hard  when  the  child  first  came 
out — and  before,  1  think — to  make  the  women  of  bis  own 
family  feel  gome  intoregt  in  her.  J5at  they  were  stub- 
born, and  would  not  do  eo  nmcb  as  see  her;  and  you 
know  very  welt  that  he  ia  not  a  man  who  will  ask 
twice." 

"  And  yet  she  is  as  innacont  aa  their  own  little  chil- 
dren that  are  at  play  in  their  homes,"  1  crisd  indignantly; 
for  by  this  time  I  had  come  to  the  sure  knowledge  ihat 
howsoever  it  might  look  in  the  sight  of  the  world,  this 
life  was  stainless, 

•*  What's  that  to  do  with  it,  my  dear  ?"  retorted  Fan- 
freluche.     "  She  is  an  actress." 

"  But  still  there  are  men  who  will  believe  in  her — men 
besides  himself?" 

"  Ah,  my  dear/'  Fanfreluche  replied  with  much  en- 
ergy. "  But  doii*t  yoa  know  that  whiUt  broad,  intellectr 
nal  skepticism  is  masculine,  narrow  social  skepticism  ie 
feminine?  To  pet  hearty,  reverent,  genuine  belief  ia  the 
Inuoceuce  of  a  slandered  woman,  go  to  a  niBQ:  where 
the  world  has  once  doubted,  women*  the  world-worship- 
ers, will  forev^er  after  doubt  also.  Yon  can  never  briug^ 
tvotiien  to  ace  that  the  pecked-at  fruit  is  always  the  ri^'h- 
eat  and  sweetest ;  they  always  take  the  benison  of  ibe 
wooing  bird  to  be  the  malison  of  the  hidden  worm  I" 
WJoich  metapboric  sentence  seemed  to  please  her,  forshq 
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Bbook  her  golden  belU,  and  went  to  gosaip  with  the  ar- 
rugaDt  Aelolat  poodle. 

A  little  later  there  passed  us,  goin^c;  to  her  carriage,  ft 
very  baodsorae  woman,  with  gleaming  hazel  eyes,  and  a 
httu<>:hty,  lariguid  mouth. 

"That  was  Lady  OthoJ"  I  cried  to  Panfreluehe  whcD 
she  rejoined  me. 

''  Vei*,  my  dear,"  she  made  answer,  *'  There  is  do- 
Ihiag  between  ibem  dow.  Two  aatumns  ag^o  he  went  to 
Africa  au(J  she  went  to  Rome.  He  potted  Maneaters 
and  ahe  MonsiguorJ.  Love  died  a  oatural  death  with 
absence ;  and  when  they  met  with  the  next  London  sea^ 
son  they  agreed  by  tacit  consent  to  bury  it  decently  in 
pretty  cere-clothas  of  courtesy.  Love  used  to  die  violent 
deaths;,  you  know,  in  llie  old  times  of  passion  and  pon- 
iards, but  nowadays  its  conmion  disease  is  that  gentle 
foraii  of  atrophy  called  enimi,  and  it  yawns  itself  softly 
out  of  exiatence,  polite  and  biea  j)OS^.  to  tho  last,  liko  the 
Dioribuiid  beauty  wiio  asked  fur  Iresh  ruffles  and  roug^ 
ere  she  took  the  last  anerament,  and  drew  the  last 
breath." 

"  He  never  cared  much  for  her  ?"  said  I. 

"  He  Dfiver  cared  muth  foF  anybody.  '  How  can  you 
care  so  awfully  for  me,  Effie  ?  You  know  I  care  no- 
thing" about  you,'  I  heard  a  man  of  that  sort  say  once  to  a 
woman  who  bad  clung  to  him  fur  years  with  a  vehement 
adoration  which  moved  him  with  a  little  gratitude  and  a 
great  deal  of  enDui,  '  I  know  you  don't,  dear,'  she  an- 
swered him  humbly;  'but  Ithiak  that  jb  just  why  I  do 
eare  for  you.  You  see,  men  who  lovo  us  much  always 
lijok  aueh  fools  to  us.'  And  she  spoke  with  knowledge, 
for  many  much  better  and  wiser  than  he  had  loved  her." 

"  And  yet  you  BOmetimea  say  men  love  more  truly  than 
women  V 

"So  they  do.  I  have  seen  fifty  iastancea  of  it.  But 
It  J3  true  that  their  etrosg^eet  loves  are  not  always  their 
most  legitimate.  '  The  wife'  may  be  poetized  about  and 
preached  about ;  but  it  is  not  always  she  of  whom  he  thinks 
when  he  lies  wide  awake  on  a  brown-twilit  moor,  or  dull 
with  lever  ia  a  hot  eulphufous,  eastern  city  ;  itiP  oftener 
ol  souie  fair  sweet  fate  that  might  have  been,  or  of  boedq 
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fonJ  dead  thm^  that  loved  him  with  tenderest  anwi* 
dotn." 

Aad  I  think  she  was  rig-ht 

*' Not  Tery  long  ago  I  was  down  away  in  the  vale  of  Bel- 
voir,  1  stayed  with  my  friends  at  a  great  stately  plate, 
0  wped  by  as  gallant  a  geulleman  asever  swung  himself  inio 
saddle.  Hia  wife  was  a  beautiful  woman,  and  he  imated 
her  with  the  courtliest  tenderneas;  iodeed,  I  often  beard 
tJieir  union  cited  aii  one  of  almost  unequaled  felicity. 
'  He  never  had  a  thought  that  he  did  not  tell  me  1'  I 
heard  his  wife  oucb  aay  to  a  friend.  '  Not  a  single 
thought,  I  know,  all  these  twelve  yeara  of  our  mamagft.* 
It  was  a  happy  belief — many  women  have  the  like — but 
it  was  an  umiiterably  foolijih  of^e,  for  ibe  ramda  of  the 
best  and  truest  amongst  you  arc  in  many  things  as  sealed 
tiooks  to  those  whom  you  caro  for  the  cuost- 

*'  One  ijitter,  black,  hunting-day,  a  day  keen  and  cold, 
with  frost,  aH  men  fearciJ,  in  ilie  air,  and  with  the  ground 
so  hard  that  even  the  Duke's  peerlci^a  'dandies,'  perfect 
haunJs  though  they  are,  scarcely  could  keep  the  scent, 
there  came  terrible  tidings  to  the  IIall^)e  had  mnt  with 
a  crashin;^  fall.  His  horse  had  refused  at,  timber,  and 
had  fallen  upon  him,  kicking-  hid  head  with  the  hind  hoofs 
repeatedly.  Tfaoy  had  taken  him  to  tha  nearest  farm- 
house, infiensible;  even  dead  alreaily,  they  feared.  His 
wifjj  and  the  elder  amonnrst  the  beautiful  children  fled  like 
mad  creatures  across  the  brown  fallows  and  the  drear, 
blackened  meadows.  The  farLQ,  happily,  was  Dot  far:  1 
aped  with  them.  When  they  reaehed  him  he  was  not 
quite  lifelosa,  but  he  knew  none  of  them-,  his  head  had 
been  beaten  in  by  the  plates  of  the  kicking^  hool'a.  and 
they  waited  for  bis  death  with  every  moment,  la  the  lit- 
tle, old,  dusky  room,  with  its  learled  lattices,  and  its  odaf 
of  dried  lavender,  and  its  bou|;h  of  bolly  above  the  hearth. 
For  this  had  thasiced  upon  Chriatmas  Eve.  To  his  wife's 
agonies,  to  his  children's  moans,  he  was  silent ;  be  knew 
nothing  J  he  lay  with  closed  oyea  and  crushed  brain — 
deaf,  blind,  mute,  auddcnly  the  eyes  opened,  and  Btared 
at  the  red  wmter  sun  where  it  glowed  dimly  through  the 
squares  of  the  lattice-panes.  ■*  Dolores  I'  he  cried  aloud* 
'  Dolores  I   Doloreal'     It   waa  the  name  of  none  i.herp< 
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'  My  God  I  What  woman  is  H  he  calls?'  his  wife  asked 
in  her  torture.  But  none  ever  knew.  Through  half  thfl 
night  his  faint  pulee  beat,  Iiis  faint  breath  came  and  went ; 
but  coui^cioasnosa  never  more  returned,  and  forever  he 
muttered  only  that  one  name,  that  name  which  was  not 
her  owrn.  And  when  they  laid  the  dead  body  in  ita 
fihroud,  they  found  on  the  left  arm  above  the  elbow,  the 
word  '  Dolores'  marked  on  the  skin,  as  Bailors  atemp  let- 
tera  in  their  flesh.  Bni  wboae  it  was,  or  what  wdc  or 
passion  it  recorded^  none  ever  knew—oot  even  his  wife, 
who  had  believed  she  shared  hia  every  thought  I^aad  to 
^k  grave  hia  dead,  secret  love  went  with  him. 

"  This  man  was  but  a  gay,  frank,  high-spirited  gentle- 
inaD,  of  no  jrreat  knowleilg-e,  and  of  no  great  attainments, 
riding  fearltssly,  laughing  joyously,  living-  liberally;  not 
a  man,  one  would  have  said,  to  know  any  deep  pasaions, 
to  treasure  any  bitter  memories — and  yet  be  bad  loved 
one  woman  so  well  that  he  had  never  spoken  of  hei',  and 
tiever  forg^otten  her;  never— not  even  in  hia  death  hour, 
when  the  poor,  stunned,  fitifled  brain  had  forgotten  all 
other  things  of  earth," 

And  so  It  seems  to  me  that  it  is  very  often  with  you, 
and  that  you  bear  with  yon  throug;b  your  lifetinic  ide 
brand  of  an  nnfurgotten  name,  branded  deep  in,  in  days 
of  passion,  that  none  around  you  ever  wot  ofj  and  that 
the  wife  who  sleeps  on  your  heaft  never  knows. 

It  \&  doad— tho  old  liive — lony  dead.  And  yet,  when 
your  last  hour  shall  <;ouie,  and  your  senses  sball  be  dizzy 
with  death,  the  [iiile  loves  of  the  truth  and  the  hearth  will 
jfade  from  you,  aud  tbiH  love;  aloiio  will  abide. 

At  that  moment  boLh  Faufrelutihe  aud  I  were  sum 
atoned;  and  whil«  Beltran  wulkt^d  homeward,  the  little 
brougham,  with  its  pair  of  small,  sph'ited  horses,  swept 
Uladys  away  to  the  studio  of  Marmion  Eagle. 

Marmion  TCagle  was  as  handsome  as  ever,  and  had  be- 
come  much  more  famous  j  so  famous,  indeed,  that  he 
wasjilinoMt  fashionable,  and  that  where  people  before  had 
talked  of  bis  insanities,  they  now  only  murmured  of  his 
eccentrieitiea.  A  man  may  flirt  as  wantonly  as  he  will 
with  color  when  once  the  Mf'dtii  has  pronounced  tiiat  big 
ag  is  anatomically  perfeet,  and  that  his  niy»«»inga, 
4% 
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even  when  obscure,  are  always  profoundly  poetic 7  and 
Ijb  may  indulge  aa  he  will  In  stiilking-  llirouj;;rb  the  Park 
iu  an  olive  velvet  Telanquez  drese,  with  a  maul-stick  in 
bit)  band,  aud  a  fez  cap  on  bi;^  head,  when  once  it  ia 
thorouj^hly  well  known  that  he  goes  to  the  Premier's 
At-hoinea,  and  is  admitted  to  th«  diuuers  of  ibo  Ductiesa^ 
of  Llandrysyl. 

His  f&ir  patrician,  Gwendoline,  had  wedded  her  coro- 
net; atid  he  had  locked  up  in  a  cabinet  the  miniature 
which  he  had  once  privily  made  of  hor^  as  he  had  met 
her  first,  when  he  was  a  wandering  sketcher,  under  the 
oaba  of  her  father's  park.  But  she  asked  him  to  diuntr 
with  great  regularity,  employed  ber  influeuce  to  liave  his 
pictures  huu)^  on  the  line;  and,  ia  Bne^  got  bim  much 
talked  about.  Menus  and  ootoriety  are  the  favorite  coins 
wtih  which  Love  pays  bis  debts  in  the  mneteenth  cea* 
tury. 

We  were  soon  at  bis  studio  in  the  heart  of  the  "  wilder 
west,"  where  the  brethren  of  the  brush  do  congregate. 
When  last  I  bad  knowQ  him,  liia  atelier  had  been  a  big 
and  barren  room,  with  a  few  casts  and  a  bronze  or  two, 
ilowa  somewhere  in  Cbeleoa,  overlooking  the  Thames. 
Now  it  was  placed  in  an  atniosphore  that  Is  perfumed 
with  successful  talent,  and  in  a  suburb  where  the  car- 
riages thronged  by  the  hundreds  on  "Art  Sunday  '*  with 
e:VQry  spring.  And  now  the  painting-room  itself  was 
{^edar  paneled,  velvet-hung,  full  of  beautiful  hues  and 
gmud  outlines, 

So  swiftly  will  the  word  of  the  Midas  and  the  cards 
of  a  Duchess  perHuade  the  pubbc  that  geniu^^  is  a  thing, 
eccentric  no  doubt,  but  atill  not  absolutely  damnable — - 
even,  indeed,  almost  deserving  of  a  stockbroker's  patron- 
age,  and  of  a  mill-owner'a  checks. 

Gladys  now  went  to  give  bim  her  last  sitting  for  a  por- 
trait, which  he  had  painted  of  her  for  thnt  year's  eshib'i- 
tion.  He  bad  drawn  her  as  the  Sason  daughter  of  Hen- 
gist,  bearing  in  her  hand  the  golden  mazer,  wherewith 
ehe  bade  her  lord  Voftigern  "  Waes  heal,"  and  gave  to 
the  high  tides  and  holydays  of  England  the  pledge  and 
tustom  of  the  wassail-cup. 

The  picture  was  beautiful ;  and  afewgreatconnoiasoura, 
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^rmittei  to  see  It  in  progress,  had  pronouncod  that  it 
would  be  the  picture  of  the  year,  when,  with  the  k'lDjX' 
cupa  and  bawthorna  of  May,  the  picture  eshibitioa  should 
undose. 

The  fig^ure  was  life-size,  clad  io  white,  with  no  color  at 
ftU  about  it,  save  in  the  massive  gold  cup  of  wine  which 
ahe  borej  in  the  purple  border  of  the  rofae ;  and  in  the 
cool  pure  blue  of  a  northern  sky  at  noon.  The  few  great 
coonoissenra  talked  very  grandly,  if  not  very  luraiuou&ly, 
of  this  wondrous  white ;  of  its  purity,  of  its  crystal  clear- 
oesB  exempt  from  coldoess,  of  its  soft  shadows  that  yet 
were  white  likewise,  and  of  its  admirable  roana^enient 
against  the  azure  that  alone  relieved  it.  But  though 
they  talked  thus,  the  true  charm  of  the  picture  abode  in 
the  face  which  gazed  out  of  it :  the  grave,  tender,  proud, 
wistful  face,  with  its  meditative  eyes,  and  its  exquisite 
hues,  aud  its  eloquent  mouth,  that  had  all  the  smile  of 
youth,  and  all  the  sorrow  of  jrenius. 

The  portrait  was  so  perfeeted  tlmt  I  believe  the  artist 
only  demanded  annther  sitting-  that  he  mi^ht  have  the 
pleasure  of  noting  the  light  g"]ow  on  the  fair  waves  of 
hair,  and  of  seeing;  the  gracious  form  of  the  young  actreaa 
move  amongst  the  dusky  ma^niBcence  of  his  atelier. 

There  was  scarcely  anything  more  to  be  done  ;  but  h« 
stood  for  habit's  sake  touching-  this  fold,  aud  that  detail, 
whilst  Gladys  sat  oa  a  sort  of  daia  above,  which  waa 
hung  with  maroon-hued  velvety  and  611ed  with  soft,  pale, 
hot-houBB  roses — for  Marmion  Eng'le  had  all  that  love  of 
fragrance  and  beauty,  of  grouping  and  graeOj  which  is 
called,  not  with  much  wisdom,  the  effeniinaey  of  gt'nius. 

Presently  there  entered  Dudley  Moore,  who  cfiticised 
the  picture  with  pungent  acerbity,  and  complinlorited  the 
original  of  it  with  all  the  suavity  of  which  he  could  when 
be  those  be  master;  a  little  while  later  there  sauntered 
in  Lord  Guilliadenej  who  had  been  breakfasting  with  the 
Guarda  at  Kuigbtsbridge,  and  who  was,  in  his  indolent 
way,  a  dilettante  of  no  mean  knowledge  or  discernment; 
awhile  after  there  came  Beltrao  himself,  bearing  with 
him  a  small  picture,  aiid  a  very  quaitit  piece  of  old  Capu 
di  Modte,  on  which  he  wished  for  Marmion  Eagle's 
opinion. 
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>f  bilst  ibe  Capo  di  Mante  passed  from  faand  to  band, 
he  eet  tbo  picture  before  Glailya. 

Sh«  looked  lotiff,  and  did  not.  &pen.k. 

'*  Toil  do  not  like  it  I"  be  exdaimeii  in  some  dianppointud 
fiurpriBO. 

"  It  Is  exquisite,"  ehe  made  anawer.  "  Bat  it  paiQame; 
it  Ib  unuLt«rnbIy  sad." 

"Non&unsel  It  is  only  a  littlo  stody  of  peails  and 
grayB.    I  bought  it  for  its  admirable  management  of  balf- 

tODCii.*' 

"  It  ia  BHd,"  sbc  answered  bim,  "intenaelv  sad.  Look- 
it  is  a  woman  alone;  a  woman  without  hope,  a  woman 
tircdj  not  bj  work  of  years,  but  by  the  aickaesa  of  hop* 
deferred.  It  ia  all  twilight;  riic,  only,  blossoms  iq  tho 
lattice,  the  plant  they  n^ed  to  gi^e  to  captives  at  the  bar; 
in  the  bowl  of  water  a  purple  butierfly  lies  drovvood  ;  in 
that  landscape  beyond  there  are  evening  shadows,  but  no 
evening  stars.     The  wbole  picture  has  biatory." 

Beltran  lauj;;hed. 

"  You  have  the  Bwifkif^t  and  dreamiest  of  fancies  I  The 
gmyy  and  tbe  pearls  would  please  me  just  as  well  if  tbeir 
subject  were  any  o\A  Oi^^bam  stone,  or  a  gria  de  Flandres 
jug.     Ned,  what  do  you  say?" 

The  Earl  sauntered  up  wilb  his  eyeglass. 

"By  Jove,  where'd  jou  pick  up  that?  1  oB'ered  any 
money  for  the  thing'  twelve  months  ago,  and  couldn't  buy 
it." 

Dudluy  Moore  just  tlion,  with  tlie  Capo  di  Monte  for  ft 
theme,  had  coninionced  one  of  lhoi*e  charmin^ir  disquisi- 
tions on  Art  with  whicb  he  would  occasionally  favur 
peoi)lo  :  learned,  ironic,  Hometimcs  abstruse,  always  fall 
of  Hugjrestiou,  to  which  painter  and  virtuoso  were  alike 
^lad  to  listeti. 

The  opinions  he  gave  forth  in  them  were  sold om  indeed 
fiiiniilar  to  what  flowed  from  his  pen  for  the  Midas :  lie 
was  one  of  those — tbey  are  many — who  deem  the  Public 
a  child  to  whom  it  is  not  well  to  tell  overmuch  truth.  In 
the  Midas  be  would  uphold  that  a  recent  National  Gallery 
purchase  was  a  quite  undoubted  Goreg-gio,  when  in  private 
he  would  re^d  the  Coreggio  to  atoms  as  the  most  mis^rablff 
of  impostors. 
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"  Tom  Qlfrze,  who  ia  mj  particular  friend,  bought  it  | 
Ijord  Eiprit,  "whom  I  always  make  it  a  point  to  disagree 
witbf  attacked  it;  and  the  nation  itself  could  not  tiell  a 
Raphael  from  a  Frank  Stone,"  lie  would  aaj  with  a  grim 
chuckle  to  his  intimates.  "  Besides,  it  ie  infiaitely  amusing 
to  h^ar  E&prit  raging  like  a  wounded  boar  in  the  House 
of  Lords,  and  to  see  the  public  on  its  knees  before  that 
wretched  bit  of  canvas,  begotten  yesteTday  by  some  lad 
on  tlje  Pincian  Hill,  who  couldn't  pay  his  padrona's  bill.  I 
would  not  disturb  so  admirable  a  farce  for  the  world." 

And  so  be  would  calmly  continue  to  laud  the  Coreggio 
in  print,  and  to  chuckle  jo  priratej  end  would  atone  to  the 
public  by  flaying  alive  bcTore  it  every  haple&s  living  artist 
he  couM  find. 

"  Modern  painters  do  not  owe  yea  much,  eir!"  &aid  a 
youngster  to  him  onco, writhing  under  the  Midae^s  ruthless 
flageltation  of  bis  first  Academy  picture.  "  On  the  con- 
trary," Bald  the  great  censor  taking  hie  ecufT,  "they  owe 
me  much^ — or  might  have  owed  mo  much.  If  they  had 
only  listened  to  rao  tbcy  would  have  saved  every  shilling 
that  they  have  thrown  away  on  canvas]" 

Whilst  they  were  busied  in  discussion  with  him  I  stole 
up  to  the  little  picture  wbich  Beltrau  had  placed  upon  a 
low  ea&el  There,  with  the  Boft  warmth  of  the  hot-bouse 
roses  about  it,  I  saw  in  its  grayncss,  and  sadness^  and  looe- 
Hnese,  the  sketch  of  the  Woman  nt  the  Lattice. 

To  thatcaacE,  when  the  great  mtie  had  left,  MarmioQ 
Eagle  came,  and  paused  long  before  it. 

^'  You  have  bought  this?"  he  asked, 

'*  I  found  it  in  a  bric-iVbrac  shop  the  other  day  io  Paris,'* 
Answered  BeltraQ.  •'  Do  vou  know  the  artist?  Is  it  of 
valoQ  7" 

Marmion  Eagle  did  not  answer ;  he  was  lost  in  thought 
before  the  little  painting. 

"Twelvemonths  ago  he  refused  its  weight  in  gold, ^^  he 
muttered  after  awhile. 

"Who  did?" 

"The  painter  of  it, '^ 

"And  why  did  he  refuse  gold  then?"  asked  Gladys, 
*'  and  yt't  now  lets  it  lie  for  sale  in  a  public  place?'' 

"  Btfcaujde  he  is  no  longer  in  love  with  the  woman  who 
2U  42* 
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eat  for  U,  I  imagine,"  said  Beltran  \vi\h  his  s]ight,  tired 
IttQgh.  "  The  Madowna  that  we  consider  pricDlesa  at  Mid- 
BUXbniGir  has  a  knack  of  turniug,  by  ChriBtiDaB,  into  a  mere 
renal  cuodel,  who  may  go  for  whatever  her  charms  cbaQce 
tofetthl" 

"  Becauso  ho  is  no  longer  liring-,"  said  Marmion  Eagle 
pravely.  "  To  few  men  ia  it  given  Lo  be  able  to  secure 
Tame  for  their  work  when  their  hand  has  no  loDgcr  ita 
cunning',  and  their  braia  no  longer  its  skill." 

'•  There  is  a  story,  then  ?     Come,  tell  it  us," 

"  Itis  a  very  common  story,"  answered  tbe  painter  with 
a  smile  that  had  a  litlle  bitterness.  "  It  was  only  thiit  a 
man  bad  some  genius,  and  that  a  woman  killed  it." 

Gladys,  where  she  sat  amidst  the  fragrance  of  the 
frail  bot-bou8e  rosys,  turned  her  bead  towards  them. 

"  The  picture  told  us  something ;  but  do  you  tell  us 
more.     It  waR  not  that  woman  who  killed  bim?" 

"This  w(miaii?  no!  I  do  not  know  very  much-  what 
I  do  know  I  will  tell." 

He  sank  into  a  cbnir  near,  his  hand  phiyin^  with  the 
delicate  bloom  of  the  ruses,  the  faint  afternoon  light  fallio(f 
npoD  the  littlt!  portrait  that  hadbp'en  pfifnted  io  the  drowsy 
golden  days  of  summer,  at  tlie  Silver  Stag-,  with  the  bees 
booming  amongst  the  lime  blossoms,  aad  the  aeediog 
grasses  blowing  in  the  wind. 

"  A  year  or  more  ago,  Paris  was  raad  about  one  joung 
painter,  Paris  had  seen  his  pictures  for  ten  years,  and 
refused  to  believe ;  then  suddenly  it  took  a  fit  of  belief, 
aad  could  not  atone  eoou^h.  It  ia  the  public  way. 
Only,  unhappily,  the  public  Is  so  often  like  a  ebild,  and 
leaves  its  neglected  bird  so  long  to  starve  in  an  empty 
cage,  that  when  it  comes  to  carets  the  bird  it  finds  but  a 
ruffied  heap  of  dead  plumage,  whieh  cannot  feel  itJi 
kisses.  This  yotiBg  man  was  kissed  before  he  was  dead: 
he  had  the  good  fortune  lo  conceive  a  picture  which  drew 
the  whole  city  to  it.  You  will  remember  it;  it  was  called 
Fausttne?" 

"  Faustine  P'  echoed  Beltran,  to  whom  be  had  turned. 
*'  Of  course,  a  marvelous  painting." 

"  Wei!,  the  artist  of  Fausttne  paitited  also  yonder 
sketch  of  the  woman  at  the  lattice.     1  wonder  that  you 
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^bould  have  overlooked  tliat  skotcb  whea  it  was  showo 
fu  tbe  SaloQ.  He  was  offered  any  raoDcy  for  it,  but  he 
refused  to  sbU  it  ^Sball  a  man  sell  his  soul  V  he  used 
to  Bay;  but  I  believe  no  oue  knew  what  he  meant.  I 
was  in  Paris  a  greflt  deal  Uist  year,  and  I  saw,  but  never 
Bpoke  to,  him.  lie  waa  tlie  handsomest  man  I  ever 
bfcdeki ;  haodsome  is  no  word  for  hira  5  he  was  as  beau* 
tifui  as  a  god.  When  be  walked  in  the  Bois,  people 
turnect  After  bim  as  though  he  were  a  king  or  woman ;  he 
was  like  gome  Phidian  statue  iDcarnated.  Unhappily  in 
BD  evil  u&ur  Cleopatrcsaw  his  beauty." 

"I  rememher  now,"  rauTmured  Beltran. 

"  Who  was  Cleopitre?"  asked  Gladys. 

'^  Cldojrftfje  i  Well, — she  was  Cleopatre.  Paris  knew 
little  more,  neither  need  yoo.  But  it  ia  told  of  her  that 
when  she  saw  the  scathin-^  satire  of  the  Paustine,  she 
Raid,  '  He  has  dared  to  scourge  us ;  very  well,  then,  we 
will  seourn^e  him.'  I  do  not  know  whether  this  is  true, 
or  whether  it  waa  invented  afterwards  as  ao  apropos.  If 
people  do  Dot  say  a  suitable  thinj^,  Paris  always  takes 
care  that  one  is  inveuied  for  them. 

'*  It  uiaLLers  iittle  what  she  said,  or  whether  she  was» 
moved  by  devilish  veugeance  or  by  devilish  love.  She 
Bet  herself  to  giiin  possijssion  of  him  ;  of  his  heart,  of 
his  passions,  of  bis  genius^  of  his  iife.  She  has  a  loatch- 
Jeas  beauty  herself  She  succeeded.  The  Jeavea  were 
just  budding  when  ehe  saw  bim  first,  at  sunset,  by  the 
lake,  in  the  Boia  ;  by  the  time  that  the  trees  were  in  full 
foliage  ho  had  no  god  but  his  passioD,  no  beaveu  but  her 
face. 

"  She  made  him  paint  her  portrait  in  the  first  bnrnin* 
days  of  the  fiiiuTimer ;  and  when  all  Paris  flocked  to  the 
Cleopatre,  the  Faustiiie  was  avenged.  The  satirist  had 
fallen,  and  kissed  the  feet  of  the  courtesan.  Well,  just 
BO  long  as  the  portrait  took  to  paint,  just  so  long  had  he 
hia  fooPs  paradise.  When  it  was  Bnijihed,  and  in  it  sll 
Paris  gloriflod  her  afresh,  then  she  turned  and  lauj!!;hed  bin* 
to  scorn,  and  took  in  bis  stead  a  gypsy-eyed  prioce,  who 
came  from  the  woods  and  the  plains  where  royalty  still 
ia  half-savage,  and  the  Kuropeau  is  Imlf-Oriental, 

"  We  know  how  men  of  the  world  li^ke  theae  things, 
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but  this  pa-nter  knew  the  world  ao  little.  He  was  yonug, 
ignorant,  maddened ;  and  he  loved  a  woman  to  whom 
lore  wffls  a  jest,  a  scoff,  a  by-word  of  theft,  It  is  Terr 
terriblo  when  a  man  really  Iovq^  a  woman  that  is  rile; 
it  is  terrible — ^but  it  happens, 

"  Whea  he  was  jeered  at^,  forbidden  her  presence, 
finally  thrnjst  aside  by  her  lackeys,  whilst  she  drove  from 
her  gates  with  the  gypsy-eyed  prince  by  her  side,  and 
the  jewela  of  the  prince  on  her  bosom — then — this  man 
whom  she  hod  deserted  grew  mad.  Forgive  him — he 
knew  so  little  of  the  world,  ftnid  be  loved  a  creature 
without  mind  or  eoiil,  a  splendid  animal  made  but  to 
prey.  I  think  the  world  does  not  hold  a  greater  curse 
for  a  man  than  that. 

"  lie  was  mad  ;  and  he  followed  them  on  foot,  taming 
once. only  aside  ;  and  that  OQce  into  a  place  where  be  had 
used  to  paint,  and  where  bis  colors,  and  draperies,  and 
old  armories  were  still  kept.  They  drove  with  swift 
horses,  and  ho  turned  aside  this  once ",  jet  hardly  had 
they  entered  the  Bois  before  be  entered  it  also.  I  saw 
this,  because  I,  myself,  drove  scarcely  a  yard  behind 
them. 

"  It  was  at  the  close  of  a  late  summer  day.  I  had 
gone  there  and  hundreds  were  there  also,  though  tbs 
city  was  thinning.  The  sun  was  setting.  Everything 
was  reddened  by  the  flush.  The  very  waters  seemed 
dyed  crimson.  Everywhere  there  was  a  hot,  hungry 
glare.  1  even  heard  the  hoot  of  a  mosquito — it  did  not 
seem  to  be  Paris. 

"  Through  the  clouds  of  dust  and  the  throngs  of  peo- 
ple he  came,  as  swift  as  a  hound  runs  ;  hfs  head  was 
bare*  his  hair  was  streaming  back,  hia  face,  commonly  ao 
fiiir,  was  dark  with  a  rush  of  blood,  his  eyes  I — i  see 
them  sometimes  at  night  still.  All  his  wonderful  god- 
like beauty  seemed  gone;  he  looked  like  some  goaded- 
wiid  bea8t,  goaded  to  fury,  and  dying^. 

"  He  passed  me  like  the  lightning]  there  was  a  rusts, 
to  stop  him;  but  lie  tore  through  the  crowd,  breakin,^5 
loose  of  all  opposing  hands,  and  darting^  like  a  meleo^ 
through  the  light.  There  was  a  flush — a  shriek— -a  sud- 
den dadllatiou  of  all  the  gay,  laughing,  pleasure-seeking 
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raob.  TLrough  tbe  dust  I  saw  a  straiglit  steel  dag-^er- 
blade  ^liu^r  hi  ibe  air;  tLen  tbe  wind  wbirled,  the  dagt 
tose  agttiti;  J  saw  no  more.  But  tbe  voices  that  cried 
out  around  told  me  that  in  that  mouieut  of  time  he  had 
stabbed  both  himself  and  his  rival.  With  the  pnace  the 
blow  had  misst>d  of  ita  aim,  merely  grazln.i;  the  Beah 
as  it  passed  ;  but  he  Ihinisell'  lay  bathed  in  blood,  In  thw 
dust,  under  the  trnmpling"  hoofs  of  her  horses, 

"  She  BiipijGd  that  night  in  the  Bois,  in  tbe  cafe  by  the 
cascade  ;  and  she  lauf^hed,  and  she  drauk,  aud  she  talked 
of  ber  diamoDds,  as  &be  ate  tbe  sweetmeats  a  duke  had 
provided.  On  tbe  whole,  no  doubt,  ehe  was  glad  ;  the 
tragedy  sent  ber  name  but  more  loudly  down  tbe  streitoi 
of  the  world's  babbling:  voices. 

"For  him — .they  took  him  to  the  horrors  of  tbe  Bic§- 
tre.  He  w&a  not  quite  dead  :  when  men  loathe  life  they 
are  bard  to  kill.  Life  ling-ered  in  hitn  for  five  weeks — ■ 
five  weeks  of  raging  fever,  of  intolerable  torture.  One 
burning,  stormy  night,  a  night  with  fire  in  the  skies,  and 
dearth  Ei>  the  air,  bia  agooy  wae  ended.  He  died  in  un- 
utterable torment,  delirioua  to  the  last,  gnashing  bis  teeth 
like  tt  mad  dog  at  all  who  strove  to  draw  near  or  aid  him ; 
and  like  a  mad  dog-,  dead,  they  buried  him." 

There  was  a  long  silence  aa  his  voice  sank  away. 
"When  one  hearer  raised  her  head,  her  eyes  were  heavj^ 
with  tears. 

"  Aud  shef"  she  murmured,  glancing  at  the  portrait 
of  tbe  wunjau  liy  tbe  lattice. 

"  Ab,  1  know  DOtbiug  of  her,  not  even  who  she  was," 
he  made  answer.  "  I  kuow  uo  more  than  1  have  toM. 
But  this  was  the  end  of  his  genius;  and  already — Paris 
has  forgotten  that  he  ever  lived;  and  your  fiiend  has 
bought  that  picture  for  a  aong  ia  a  brlc-it-brao  ien  y«&> 
terlar." 
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CHAPTER  XXXT. 


TtlT-SOLDrERS. 


Ir  is  neeitess  to  say  thnt  I  hnti  quickly  nskeil  FoDfrfr 
lache  of  what  hod  fhanced  to  NclUe,  the  Wood-Elf;  she 
had  troftted  the  inquiry  with  soqig  scorn,  as  touching'  a 
little  half-obst'vire  burlesque  player,  beneath  the  atteutioa 
of  riDus  autres. 

''My  dear,"  she  made  auswer  to  my  renewed  inqui- 
ries, ""riria  lilie  that  little  Courcy  always  remain  just 
where  they  wtre.  Thuy  are  the  runU  and  Qle  of  the  the- 
atrical aroiy-  they  g^et  little  loot  aud  still  less  promotion. 
They  go  ou  the  stage  when  they  are  io  the  freHhueas  of 
their  youth,  because  they  have  pretty  little  faces,  trim 
limbs,  aud  a  fuucy  for  jumping  about  in  guy  dresses,  in- 
Bteud  of  yweepiug,  or  bakinj,"",  or  wasliinffi  'tJf  trudging" 
through  lil'o  aa  a  shopwomau,  or  as  a  mill-hanil,  or  as  a 
maid  of  all  work.  Tht;y  Lave  very  ymall  laUmt,  l[i«y 
have  no  education  at  all ;  ihtjy  djylikn  work,  and  ihey  like 
gaudy  attire.  The  modt-ra  stage  vviintshuudix-dH  of  siicb; 
and  to  it  they  g-o  Tbcy  all  are  just  ao  mueh  tinder 
lying  ready  for  the  Devil'B  flint:  we  my  the  Devil  still,  you 
know,  because  he  is  &ucb  a  convenient  synonym  for  all 
our  vaoitiea  and  wickednesses,  tbongh  he  went  out  lou^ 
ago  with  tlie  coming  in  of  lig^lit  wines,  long  beards,  cigarSf 
cloba,  eroquGt,  chignons,  railways,  five-twenties,  and 
other  conveniences.  The  life  these  girls  lead  is  about  us 
hard  as  most  domestic  servants',  and  they  haven't  their 
'  washing  and  board  found  ;'  but  they  like  it  because  they 
can  dross  as  they  choose,  and  have  a  chance  of  bad  cham- 
pagnes and  casino  flirtaiiona.  They're  not  all  immoral, 
poor  childreQ  ;  some  few  are  good  enough  girls,  who  keej* 
their  families  out  of  their  wages.  But  they  sire  all  o^ 
the  same  cUss  ;  the  class  that  naturally  likes  noi^y  fuii^ 
aud  tawdry  glitter,  and  a  sight  of  what  tbey^  6od  hel^ 
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tbem,  call  'Life,'  butter  Lbaa  tbey  do  industry,  and  quie- 
tude,  and  tbe  drear  Hamenesa  of  au  Knglish  workwoman 'a 
exjsteace.  And  now  and  then,  out  of  their  rank,  a  Lil- 
lian Lee  Of  a  Laura  Pearl  rises;  and  tbe  poor  Httle  fools 
believG  that  tbe  exception  of  one  iti  ten  thousand  is  the 
Bure  and  invariable  rule  for  all.  Tbe  life  ia  not,  may  be^ 
ao  odious  vrhen  they  are  young  and  pretty ;  but  it  can 
contain  no  asylum  for  them  as  they  grow  in  yeara  and 
loa(j  in  beauty:  and  then — ^then  one  wonders  vaguely 
what  on  earth  can  becomo  of  them,  for  they  are  9uon  no 
morCj  just  as  idly  as  one  may  wonder  what  becomes  of 
all  tbe  lost  pins." 

"The  pina,  they  do  say,"  I  returned,  "are  always 
found  In  tbe  bottoms  of  sewers  in  a  hard,  shapeless  mass 
that  they  call,  I  think,  'slag:.'  I  aia  afraid  that  these 
girls  whom  you  talk  of  are  found  at  the  bottom  of  the 
social  strata,  hardened  into  evil,  or  at  the  beat,  into 
wretchedness.'* 

'Moat  likely,'*  returned  Fan frel ache,  with  asperity; 
ihe  never  Hked  any  one  to  say  a  neatthin^'-  save  herself. 
"Tbe  Etag-e  certainly  haa  nothing;  to  say  to  tbem.  Tbe 
Btage  may  want  armies  of  round-laced  gjrla  to  skip  about 
us  mazurk3riiiaidea.s,  or  as  elvos,  or  a^?  shepherdesses,  or 
as  soldiers,  but  it  never  wants  armies  of  middle-a^ed 
women,  I  suppose  they  do  go  to  wretehednefls  of  soma 
Bort — they  must.  But,  then,  so,  I'm  afraid,  da  whole  multi- 
tudes of  governesses,  and  housemaids,  and  shopwomen, 
and  cottagers,  who  never  did  a  naug-hLy  thing-  in  all  their 
days,  and  yet  are  left  to  starve  on  half-a-crown  'relief,* 
or  drag  out  their  decaying;  years  in  workhouses,  Ther? 
are  so  far  too  many  women  I — if  two-thirds  of  all  the  fo- 
male  children  that  are  horn  were  put  in  the  water-butt, 
whore  they  put  two-thirds  of  our  puppies,  the  world 
might  be  comfortable." 

"If  wmnen  had  more  spheres "  I  commenced, but 

&be  cut  my  words  in  two. 

•'Where  did  i'ou  learn  that  miserable  caat  ?  There 
are  more  men  thaa  there  is  wort  for  already;  do  you 
Buppoae  you  would  increase  the  harmony  of  tbe  earth  by 
Betting  women  to  squabble  with  them  for  it  aa  two  of 
oar  mongrels  may  quarrel  over  a  bone?" 
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''  But  if  they  were  educated  ?" 

"Ah,  my  dear  I"  &ttid  Faufrelucbe,  with  a  g'ia,  "we 
are  going-  lo  eduuate  everybody,  they  say,  so  that  everj'- 
hody  shall  he  abov^e  doing  anything.  What  amiUenDium 
that  will  be  I" 

•'*  But  where  is  Nellie  ?"  I  persisted. 

"  She  ia  just  tiaw,  I  believe,  at  the  Palace  Theater,  ia 
the  Straud  ;  a  pretty  theater,  as  you  may  know,  though  not 
lo  be  called  fasbiouable,  and  the  chief  home  of  burlesque 
and  hallel^  uow  that  w&  have  gone  in  for  Legitimate  Art 
— whatever  that  may  mean  :  of  course,  every  playwrin^ht 
thinks  hid  owa  bantlingd  'legitimate/  and  other  people's 
plays  all  bastards  I" 

"  She  is  doing  the  eame  as  ever,  then  ?" 

"Tea.  T buy  always  stick  to  the  same,  till  they  are 
shelved  altogether.  You  know  she  is  a  spirited  little 
dancpFj,  an4  has  a  certain  small  bright  taleut  oF  bef  own, 
hut  she  will  never  be  anyi,hiii^  except  Pnijce  Qoldeiihair 
or  Kin^  Charming  in  a  burlesque.  She  might  have  all 
the  genius  and  poetry  of  a  Ristori,  nobody  would  ever 
Bee  iu  her  anything  except  a  ^  jolty  little  girl'  in  a,  slashed 
tunic  and  whitu  satin  tighlg,  ."ringing  doggerel  to  u  cuteli- 
ing  air.  If  you  begin  with  being  a  job-horse^  though  you 
ahould  win  the  Derby  itself,  nobody  would  evei'  believe 
that  yoQ  could  have  eitiier  pace  or  raee  in  you.  Nellie 
has  always  done  barle&que,  and  she  will  have  to  do  buf- 
lesquo  till  the  uud  of  time.  There  are  sueh  scores  of  such 
girls  i— well,  I  auppuse,  it  is  a  good  thiug ;  if  everybody 
would  only  play  Lady  Macbeth,  where  would  the  thea- 
ters be  ?" 

'*  But  the  stage  is  such  a  bard  life  anyhow  I  and  with* 
out  eminence  in  it *' 

"  It  ia  worae  than  making  lace  at  a  profit  of  a  farthing 
an  hour,  or  sewing  fifteen  hours  for  fourpence-halfpenny, 
Otf  carding  cotton  in  the  mills  at  four-and-sixpence  a  week, 
or,  for  a  Jew  pence  a  ton,  panning  salt  in  the  scorching 
steam,  till  thoir  pallid  facBti  are  like  a  sodden  sponge, — 
Well,  yc9,  1  think  it  may  be  even  worse.  We  know  that. 
But  how  should  the  girls  know  it  when  they  are  igno- 
rant, and  conacious  of  good  looks,  and  wanting  a  bit  of 
Snery  and  a  ding  of  dancing;  and   the   floats  and  the 
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green-room  seem  almost  to  th*m  like  paradise?  The 
Uvea  of  women  of  the  Bug^lisii  Poor  are  so  abject,  ao  col- 
orless, ao  drearj',  without  anj  break  of  juy  or  aiiy  fjause 
of  loil,  or  any  gleam  of  hope,  aod  full  of  such  noiae,  and 
iBteuch,  a:)d  cursing  riot,  and  bloodless  apathy,  &11  com" 
ming-kd,  that,  one  cannot  wonder  if  they  would  sanielimos 
eiebaa^^e  such  ll^ea  even  for  hell  itself  I" 

A  ud  I  knew  that  she  said  truly  ;  for  indeed  to  live  only 
to  know  the  paing,  the  needs,  the  agoDies,  and  the  trav- 
ails that  lie  ill  living,  is  a  hurd  fate,  though  it  be  the  fate 
of  millions. 

'And  where  they  might  be  bappy  and  inuoceat  they 
will  not,"  I  aaawered,  for  my  thou^bta  weut  back  to  tba 
little  cottage  beueath  the  rosethorQ,  aud  to  the  boaeat 
smith's  forjje  amidst  the  woods,  where  the  woman  who 
had  chosen.  Tice  and  pitUj^^e  might  have  dwelt  ia  hoaored 

virtue  and  in  homely  peace. 

^K    Fanfretuche  grinned. 

^F  "  No,  my  dear — not  often — and  I  suppose  it's  a  very 
fortunate  thln;^  that  they  don't*  If  they  would,  we  mig;ht 
perhaps  get  our  salt  pauued,  and  our  cottoQ  carded,  but 
we  cortaiiily  abouldu't  get  our  material  for  &u-eaic  effecta 
of  fine  left's,  and  uf  guuzy  luiiicat  I  often  ihliik  whun  I 
Lear  tbem  talkt^^^  a-s  it's  the  way  to  talk  now,  of  briug- 
ing'  everybody  to  bo  so  rery  virtuous,  and  so  yery  re- 
fined, and  so  very  intelleetuiil,  aud  so  very  divine,  where 
oa  earth,  if  they  were  ever  to  succi;ed,  would  the  world 
go  for  tbe  human  chiffons  out  of  whose  bodies  aud  aoula 
it  maeufactures  all  its  amu^etneutB  I  So  long  as  amuse- 
njeut  must  be  bad  I  am  sure  they  cannot  afford  to  ask  their 
common  men  aud  women  to  be  virtuous.  The  Temdv-um 
that  they  sigh  over  ia  what  yit.lds  them  gayeties,  aa  the 
foubsmelling  guano  yields  the  pretty  painted  flowers.  A 
thousand  nigbtiugales  died  to  make  the  Roniaa  epicure's 
p4te ;  tena  of  tbuusanda  of  humttu  beiuga  perish  in  moral 

(lath  to  give  to  one  city— ita  pleasures." 
And  this  was  all  that,  for  a  time,  I  heard  of  Nellie. 
She  was  playing  at  the  pretty  little  Palace  Theater 
hich  wus  of  some  repute  at  that  moment  for  ImrlHs.que.s^ 
and  now  and  then  I  heard  two   or  three  wen  say  hovr 
awfully  jolly  little  Courcy  was  in  that  funny  parody  of 
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the  Bride  of  Lftmmermoor,  or  hovr  treraendoualy  well  got] 
up  Bhe  had  been,  id  crimson,  and  white,  and  gold,  as  th* 
King  of  the  Golden  River,  in  the  pantomime  that  had 
been  baaed  upon  that  story,  at  the  Palace,  at  Ghristmas. 
She  was  leading  the  old  life,  no  doubt,  learniag  dog-gerel, 
SLngiag  rubbiab,  danciug  hornpipes  and  jig's,  delighting 
tbe  jfallery  with  appropriate  "g^ag',"  quarreling  ia  the 
;jreen-room,  snpping  noisily  over  kidneys  and  "  fizz,'^ 
trud-^ing  home  aftnot  in  the  gray  break  of  the  dawn,  or 
jolting  wearily  over  the  stones  in  an  omnibus,  with  Eta 
glaiidyred-dying  horses  ;  her  appointed  portion  biird  work 
and  coai'se  pleasure. 

No  other  lify  was  possible  to  her,  once  having  ealiaied 
herself  iQ  this. 

She  was  one  of  the  "  ratik  and  file  ;"  one  of  thoae  in- 
numerables  who,  tambour  haltanU  serve  to  make  up  a 
apectacle.  The  conricriplioQ  of  Fate  had  drawn  hor  to  be 
one  of  the  toy-soldiei'S  of  Kmg  Joiijyu,  who  has  a  terri- 
ble knack  of  killing  bi,-j  soldiers  hiiuself  iJOiuetLuies.  So 
loQg  as  shn  could  wear  lier  little  gilded  unitbrui  jauntily 
and  well,  King  Joujon  paid  her  wa|*'c,  and  she  held  a 
place  on  lils  great  piirade-gruund  of  publii;  amusement ;  if 
she  wera  evor  to  faint  or  to  full  it  would  not  matter — 
there  were  plenty  as  pretty  and  aa  alerL  as  &he  to  catch 
her  litLly  peuuiiut  a?i  it  di'Opped,  aod  1111  her  place  in  that 
gre&t  army  wherewith  Klug  Juujou  playd  the  iiiim.ic  war 
of  Plea&ore. 

She  was  no  geniua,  she  was  no  beauty,  she  wag  only 
a  little  blue-eyed,  sturdy-limbed  girl  of  the  populace,  with 
the  beauie  du  diable  in  her  cheeks,  and  her  eurls,  and  the 
freshness  of  youth  in  her  voice  that  gave  somethiug  of 
chaLiu  and  of  melody  even  to  those  vile  slang  inanities 
that  she  was  appoiated  to  sing,  Tbeie  were  scores  like 
bur ;  what  happened  to  her  mattered  to  no  oae.  She 
came  to  a  workhouse  at  her  birth  ;  she  would  go  to  a 
wurkbouse  for  her  grave.  To  the  world  thia  seemed  ex- 
eelleatly  fitting ;  au  arrangenieat  proper,  aad  quite  har- 
monious, 

And  roeaawbile^waa  it  not  much  that  a  young  cteat- 
ure,  born  of  a  pauper,  and  reared  by  the  parish,  should 
know  the  feel  ol  silka  and  satins  if  only  in  ber  stage 
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dresses,  afld  should  know  t!ie  taste  of  champagnes  if  uuly 
made  of  gooseberries?  On  the  whole,  when  yotl  con- 
aider  that  a  pijiuper  child  is  an  animal  absolutelj  ande- 
sired  by  iliij  oqg  ;  very  much  lower  than  a  pig,  wbieh 
can  at  leagt  b«  sold  so  much  per  stiiue'  and  possesBiiig 
notlung  on  the  face  of  the  earth  except  Us  hunger  and  its 
heartacbea;  It  mar  ba  conceded  that   Nellie  had  done 

■  very  well  for  herself  when  ebe  had  g<Jt  leave  to  dance 
about  in  bright  color*  for  some  half-dozen  years,  and  tjen 
could  go  leiisurdy  to  either  death  or  perdition  quite  at  her 
own  choice  and  fancy.     Several  mil  lions,  you  know^  have 

I  to  die  in  raga  and  childhood^whethcr  they  may  like  it 
or  not. 
One  day   I  got  out  "on  the  loose,"  as   your   slang 
phrases  it;  a  reprehensible  practice,  no  doubt,  but  one 
dear  to  dogs  as  to  men,  for  better  is  a  bare  bone  in  the 
gutter,  with  the  sweetness  of  free-will,  than  are  fatted 
meats  eaten  within  the  curb  and  the  gali  of  a  chain. 
^_      My  little  wanderings  were  inuoeent  enough  in  those 
^■■streets  aod  garden^^  of  artistic  South  Kensington  which 
^■^Btrt'ldlied  around  the  pretty  villa  where  we  dwelt.    I  was 
^■-aboui  to  return  of  my  own  accord  homeward,  when  I 
I       saw  a  girl  walking  down  one  of  the  small  and  narrow 
lanes  that  do  so  curiously  iatersect  even  your  proudest 
lines  of  palaces. 

There  was  something  in  the  lithe  step^  the  clusters  of 
auburn  hair,  and  the  supple  yet  sturdy  figure  that  I 
knew;  I  felt  sure  that;  they  were  Nellie's,  and,  quick  as 
thought.  I  darted  after  her.  I  could  not  reach  her  to  at- 
tract her  notice  befory  ehe  turned  iti  at  the  doorway  of 
one  of  the  small  poor  bouses  of  the  place,  but  I  ?raa  near 
euough  to  follow  her  in  unseen,  and  mount  the  stairs  up 
which  she  had  disappeared. 

•  There  were  three  flights  of  these  ;  and  on  the  landing 
of  the  third  a  door  stood  a  trifle  open  :  my  instioct  tohl 
me  that  she  bad  passed  through  it,  and  1  squeezed  myself 
through  its  inch-wide  opening,  and  entered  the  chamber. 
It  was  a  poor,  meager,  little  room ;  very  dull,  very  mean  | 
looking  upon  hiaden  tiles  and  red  chimneys,  and  gray 
gusts  of  sulphii'ous  smoke.  There  were  the  mansions  of 
tbe  nobles  and  the  traders,  the  villas  of  the  fashiouabla 
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ftctreaws,  the  artistic  bomes  of  th&  ancceasful  paiDterB, 
aU  uround  la  the  sweet,  cool,  living  sunahiae,  with  the 
greenness  of  buddinjir  trees  about  them,  and  the  colors  of 
art  aud  of  luxury  wiUtia  them.  But  this  little  room,  with 
no  lookout  save  on  those  eodleaa  roofs  and  those  drearer 
colutimsofsniolie,  was  almoat  as  cheerless  and  as  wretched 
a^  though  it  bad  been  in  the  haunts  of  Whiteehapel; 
wLilat  tbrough  its  one  narrow  window  there  only  cams 
upon  the  wiod  the  seent  of  frying  meats,  the  stench  of 
decayinjf  vegetables,  tbe  screams  of  childrea,  and  the 
^.hrobbing  of  a  steam-hammer  at  Ita  nevcr-eading  work, 

Tbere  waa  a  little  linen-curtained  bed  standing  ia  one 
corner;  and  on  it  was  stretched  a  girl,  dying,  it  was  easy 
to  see,  of  fever.  Sbe  was  very  young,  and  though  her 
face  was  now  so  drawn  and  scarlet,  it  also  was  easy  to 
see  that  bnt  a  very  little  time  before  it  must  have  been  a 
pretty,  brown,  baby  face,  with  a  little  cherry-like  mouth, 
and  robia'^like  cyea;  such  a  face  aa  would  have  been  the 
pride  of  "  mother"  and  of  "  teacher"  in  some  cottage  home 
and  village  choir. 

She  aUo,  doubtless,  bad  been  one  of  the  toy-troopera 
of  King  Jotijun  He  awoopa  into  bis  coaseription  all 
whom  he  can  Gnd  from  far  and  wide,  over  all  hia  king, 
doin ;  from  the  Bbophcrd'a  hut  on  tbti  moorlaude,  aa  from 
the  crowdiLid  taues  and^i^ulliea  of  the  city;  fromi  the  little, 
huuible,  ivy-hidden  village  on  the  bills,  as  frotn  the  vast 
wards  of  the  poorhouso  and  thG  fa:;lory.  And  thoBe  he 
OQCB  has  gahicd  cau  never  leave  bis  service;  uutil  ha 
breaks  them  in  big  gay  caprice,  or  leaves  them  periabing 
by  the  wayside. 

She  was  lying  quite  still  and  straight ;  with  her  browa 
eyes  wide  open,  burning,  and  without  sense  in  them;  her 
cloud  of  dusky  curU  had  been  shorn  abort;  her  lips  were 
parted  with  quick,  paiaful,  gasping  breatiis.  She  waa 
muttering  vague,  broken  words  about  father,  and  harvest, 
and  going  gleaning',  and  going  blackberry ing ;  her 
thoughts,  no  donbt,  with  some  peasant  life  that  she  had 
Iwd  in  childhood  in  the  green  level  lands  of  the  corn  coun- 
tries, or  under  the  shelter  of  the  oak  woods  of  the  west. 

The  other  girl,  auburn-haired  and  blue'eyed,  whom  I 
saw  was  Indeed  the  little  "  Wood-Elf,"  had  dropped  beside 
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l&e  coucTi,  and  was  raurmurinfr  g'eDtlc  words  to  lier,  and 
husbing-  her  tenderly,  and  holdiag-  to  her  aiime  frcsb,  cool, 
oranges-scented  drink. 

The  feverstncken  cfcild  drank  eagerly  ;  but  ahe  had 
no  fcnciwled|j^e  or  consciousness  in  hor  regard,  and  when 
she  had  drained  the  draught  she  lay  still  and  straiftht 
again,  muttering:  huskily  of  the  blackberries  that  were  ripe 
in  the  lower  wood,  and  that  thev  would  be  Jate  for  school 
if  tbey  stnyed  to  gather  them. 

Oq  such  a  aceoe  I  did  not  dare  to  break ;  and  yet  f 
had  not  the  heart  to  leave;  sn  I  crouched  dawn  in  tha 
shadow  behind  the  door,  and  waited. 

An  aged  woman  came  slowly  in;  a  gaunt,  abriveled, 
eruel-eyed  hag-. 

"  It  BTcn't  no  good  fussing  about  her,"  the  old  woman 
muttered  in  n  low  Foiee.  "  The  doctor  says  as  bow  she 
can't  lire  another  day.     And  you^re  well-nigh  wored  out," 

Nellie  shook  her  head  silently. 

"  This  day  to  begin  a  neiv  week,"  muttered  the  old 
creature  hoarsely.  "1  thought  as  how  she'd  have  gone 
off  qaict  by  aow.  Do  yoa  stand  another  week's  rent — 
eh  ?     She  han't  got  a  sbilliag,  you  know." 

Nellie,  in  sileaco  istill,  opened  a  little  purse,  and  counted 
into  the  woman's  wrinkled  palm  sixtwn  sbiHiDgfi,  IC 
was  a  shabby,  little,  mean  chamber;  but  rent,  like  all 
other  thing',^,  is  so  dear — to  the  poor. 

"  You  won't  ever  ait  up  this  uight  again?"  pursued  the 
old  damo,  doubtless  softened  by  the  thrice  blessed  music 
of  silver  pieces.  "You've  sat  up  nine  nights  already. 
You'll  kill  yourself — and  with  all  your  work  at  the  theater, 
too,  as  well," 

"  I  shan't  be  barraed,"  said  Nelly,  briefly,  and  turned 
herself  away  and  agaia  aat  down  beside  the  bed.  And 
there  &be  remained  fof  more  than  two  hours,  whilst  with- 
out, in  the  soft,  bright,  cool  spring  afternooa  the  tender 
leaf-ljuds  qaivered  in  the  sunlight;  and  the  carriages 
swept  in  hundreds  through  the  streets-  and  the  fashion- 
able crowds  flocked  to  saunter  through  the  palra-houses, 
and  to  Listen  to  music,  and  to  laugh,  and  to  flirt,  aud  to 
EQake    their  pleasant  appointments,  and   to   draw  their 
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magnificent  dresses  slowly  over  the  lawns,  nt  the  first 
a-zalea  allow  of  tbe  year. 

]t  is  ihe  sharpness  of  its  contrasts  that  lends  a1]  Ha 
poetry,  ita  rigor,  ila  ambitioo,  and  ita  color  to  your  life; 
but  socQetimea — they  are  bitter. 

Nellie  sat  motioaLess  beside  the  bed,  with  tbe  ligbt 
rrom  the  casemeot  earning'  in  ujjotk  her;  in  It  I  saw  tbak 
she  was  much  alterod- 

The  round  cheeks,  the  smooth  forehead,  tbe  ruddy 
mouth,  bad  all  hardened,  and:  g-ot  a  curious,  worn,  coarse, 
pained  look.  The  soft  skin  and  tbe  bright  colors  of  a 
woman  cannot  stand  long  tbe  rouge,  and  the  white  paint, 
and  tbe  eteaming  ga^^  and  the  late  hours  of  the  theatrical 
life  of  a  borlesque-dancer.  They  will  "  make  up"  just  as 
well  aa  ever  by  ni^ht ;  but  by  day^ — they  make  your  hcnrc 
ache,  asdoea  a  freah  rase,  lying  soiled  and  stamped  in  the 
mnd  of  the  streets. 

And  j'et  despite  this  rack  and  wear  of  time  there  was 
fk  sweeler  look  in  hnr  eyes  than  of  yore,  a  sadder,  stead- 
ier and  purer  lo6k,  as  of  one  who  bad  differed,  and  not 
vainly. 

When  the  dying  girl  in  the  little  white  bed  tossed  ana 
moaned,  Nollie  touched  her  gently,  moved  hor  carefully, 
and  murmured  to  her  a  few  soothing  words,  which, 
though  they  could  not  reach  the  dulled  and  wandering 
braiHj,  seemed  yet  to  bear  with  them  some  balm  and 
husL  She  was  a  little  wicked  thing,  of  course;  aC' 
eursed  of  all  good  souls;  gaining  her  livelihood  liy  min- 
istering to  the  base  senses  of  coacse  sighl-seer$;  pur- 
ehasing  her  daily  bread  by  moral  degradation,  and  in  a 
J  sensual  spectaele : — and  yet  she  carae  iiither  to  soothe 
the  last  dread  hours  of  a  creature  poorer  and  lonelier  evea 
than  herself;  and  wbea  her  heart  throbbed^  and  her  eyes 
smarted,  and  her  limbs  ached,  after  the  work  and  the 
Doise  of  her  theatrical  labor,  she  had  sat,  night  after 
night,  sleepless,  worn  out,  weary  unutterably,  unty  just 
for  the  mere  sake  that  a  fever-stricken  girl  should  feijS  a 
friend's  hand  near  when  it  sought  one  in  ita  death- 
Btruggle. 

Amither  hour  went  by:  there  was  no  change  Id  tfafl 
fiuO'ering  she  watehed- 
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Sometimea  the  girl  lay  quite  qaietr  sunk  id  apathy, 
breathing  hardly ;  at  others  she  tossed,  and  moaned,  and 
cried  out  in  pitiful  ways  of  all  the  remembered  things  of 
Bome  lost  coijatry  home — of  pastured  cattle;  of  running 
waters  ;  of  the  Lynin  tbat  abould  be  learned  for  Sunday ; 
of  the  biUierrica  that  were  ripeniBg  in  the  old  bircbwood 
on  the  moor;  of  tbe  verses  that  mother  had  g^iven  her  to 
learn  by  rote  in  puniahment  for  saying:  that  she  wished 
she  were  a  lady. 

In  all  the  sorrowful,  wistful,  shattered  worda,  it  wan 
so  plain  to  see  the  story  that  west  with  that  little, 
brown,  winsome  face  ;  the  story  of  the  rebelHoua  petu- 
lance, and  fretful  impatience,  and  vague  discontent, 
which  had  broug-bt  the  cotter's  prettiest  suDniest  child 
from  moor  and  meadow,  from  burn  and  byre,  frofin  the 
old  safe  ways,  and  Lhe  old  healthful  labor,  and  the  old 
Bummer  gladness  by  bill  and  dale,  and  the  old  fireside 
Dook  by  "mothor*a"  side,  to  perish  here  of  fever,  and 
alone,  amidst  the  noise,  and  smoke,  and  stonch,  and 
misery  that  are  the  birtJa-chinie  and  the  death-kneU  of 
the  poor  in  cities. 

"  She  had  wished  to  be  a  lady,^' — and  she  died  here. 

Poor  liule  pretty  sunburnt  face,  ones  bright  as  a  brown 
brook  and  ruddy  as  a  berry  of  the  yew  I 

Doubtless  ill  tbat  little  cottage^  wheresoever  it  stood, 
far  away  amidst  gray  hill^^,  aud  soft  mists,  and  sunny 
birchen  wooda,  and  calm  green  pastures,  there  was  one 
name  that  was  never  spokun  ;  one  chair  that  waa  never 
drawn  to  the  noonday  meal;  one  voice,  like  a  robin's, 
that  the  father  niisfied  from  the  girl^'cboir  nt  the  cbarch; 
one  ki^s,  g'fven  in  amiles  and  tears,  tbat  the  raother  felt 
only  in  her  dreams,  when  sleep  came  to  her  beneath  the 
old  thatehed  roof. 

Yet  ouother  hour  passed;  the  slow  dull  chimes  of 
ftomo  distant  dock  swung'  six  strokes  throug;h  the  air. 
Nellie  started,  rose,  looked  wistfully  at  the  little  bed, 
then  stoopedr  and  touched  with  her  lips  the  child's 
flushed,  knitted,  acbin^^  brow.  The  girl  moved  wearily 
under  the  touch  ;  iier  dark  eyes  still  wide  open,  Btill 
without  lig-ht  or  sen^e  in  them. 

"  Mother^molher,"  abe  murmured,  "don^t  be  angry 
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"  His  waste 
I  followed 


1  did  not  moan  to  stay  away  froro  school.  J't  was  me, 
not  Sasie,  did  it.  The  wood  was  so  pleaaant  this  moroiu', 
and  tho  birds  wiifl  ein^ing^  so  sweet,  and  the  vi'leta  waa 
BO  many,  I  forgot— I  quite  forgot!'^ 

And  in  answer  lliere  ouly  came  the  dull  fall  of  tha 
ateam-hamincr  ;  the  dull  br&ath  of  the  poisoDcd  wicd. 

Nellie  turned  slowly  aw&y,  and  passed  from  the  ebatobef, 
and  down  the  steep  flights  of  the  sLaira  Far  below  sbe  met 
the  old  woman  to  whom  she  had  g-iven  the  money. 

"  Do  look  at  her  ;  pray  do  look  at  herl"  she  entreated. 
"  I  will  come  the  moment  the  play  is  over." 

The  old  woman  muttered  assent. 

"  But  where'fl  the  good  on't?"  she  asked  ; 
of  time.     The  girl's  a  dead  'un,  a  dead  'nn." 

Nellie  went  in  silence  out  into  the  street, 
her.  and  fawned  on  hen 

Sbe  looked  down  and  started  violently,  as  though  she 
recognized  me  ;  with  a  quick  glance  at  the  name  upon  my 
collar,  sbe  raised  me  in  her  arms.  Then,  silently  still,  ebe 
went  as  rapidly  as  she  could  througrh  the  various  ways, 
that  led  to  the  gardens  of  Gladys's  residence.  Before  the 
walls  a  groom  was  riding  his  own  horse,  end  leading  up 
and  down  a  heautiful  idaek  mare,  in  which  I  recognized 
a  favorite  of  Beltran's,  Ipy  name  Eblis. 

As  we  drew  near  the  gate,  it  opened,  and  Beltran  him- 
self  came  from  it. 

1  felt  her  heart  beat  thiekly  ajETftinet  mine.  Sbe  trem- 
bled, and  would  have  fled,  but  be  had  seen  and  already 
approached  her  in  the  quiet  road,  nndor  tho  shadow  of  the 
trees  overtopping  the  wall.  He  thanked  her  for  seeing^  to 
Ely  Bafety. 

"  Kot  fur  tho  first  time,  either,"  he  added.  "  It  is  the 
same  dog  you  used  to  know.  You  are  coming  in  here, 
are  you  not  V^ 

Her  voice  shook  as  she  answered  him,  "  No," 

"  And  why  not  P'*  he  asked.  "Gladys  bo  continually 
reprets  the  way  you  shun  her  j  you  are  always  ahsecl 
when  she  tries  to  see  you,  and  you  will  never  come  here, 
or  accept  anything  at  our  bands.  Why  do  you  do  it, 
Nellie?'* 

"It'fl  bes6,  my  lord,"  she  said  curtly. 
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"I  am  at  alosa  whvjoa  say  so.  She  feela  herself  driven 
Into  »  sort  of  m^rntitude  that  19  moat  abhorrent  to  her. 
Indeed,  you  give  her  great  pain." 

Nollie  faid  nothinif. 

"  Gome  in  now,"  he  ur^d.  "  She  ia  alone  ;  she  wiU  be 
rejoiced  to  see  you." 

■'  No — thank  you,  no,  sir,"  she  answered  hlni.  "^Fleftse 
[et  Dje  go  1" 

*'  This  is  sheer  obetinacy,  Nellie,  You  rendered  her  too 
great  a  deljt  for  her  ever  to  forget  or  wish  to  forgot  it. 
Ton  Bhould  not  nittke  her  look,  or  feel,  so  nejtfligentof  it." 

"  She^a  neither,  my  lord.  But — but — -I'm  uot  Gt  for  the 
likes  of  her.  There's  harm  enoug-h  riiiid  of  her  without  me 
adding  to  it," 

His  face  fluehed  a  little:  it  wa^  he,  now,  who  made  no 
answer. 

*'  Tell  her— tell  her,"  murrauic^d  Nellie,  "  that  it'a  be- 
cause I  love  her  that  I  won't  come  anigh  her  ;  and  tell 
her,  sir,  that  1  know  her  sweet,  generous,  tend<;r  cature  a 
deal  too  well  as  ever  to  think  she'd  forget  me — quite.  Let 
me  go — please  let  me  g^o." 

*'  Why,  Nellie,  what  ia  the  tnatter  ?     You  are  crying;  ?" 

"  Am  I,  air?  It'eonly— I've  just  come  from  little  Annie 
Dell  as  is  a  dying— she's  a  dancer,  like  me:  they  calls  her 
On  the  play'bills  Clarice  Vaughao.  It's  fever ;  and  she's 
only  bi- en  a  year  on  the  boards;  and  she's  a  little  soft 
thing  like  a  kitten — it  seems  snd." 

"  Fever  ?  Can  I  do  nothing?  There  are  many  thiaga 
8he  must  want.     Do  lot  me  help  you " 

"  She'll  want  naught  no  more,  sir,  when  this  night's 
overpassed,"  said  Nellie  very  softly.  "But  you're  very 
good — very.  You've  had  a  deal  of  goodness,  vay  lord, 
aj^ia  »ud  again,  to  poor  girls  ^^  vf\m  ia  want  or  woe,  and 
all  you've  ever  got  bayk  for  it  ig  a  bad  name  " 

Then  sho  turucd  aod  rufl'bed  swiftly  down  the  street,  as 
though  ashamed  of  her  temerity,  or  fearful  of  his  questions. 

Beltran  stood  still  and  looked  after  her. 

"  A  bad  name !  A  bad  name !"  be  mattered.  "What 
dioea  it  matter  for  me  ?  But  for  this  glorious  »ireatar*— . 
when  my  lips  have  never  eveu  touched  hers  !" 

Then  he  fiaojr  himself  into  saddle  and  rode  awav  with 
EUis 
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AfBlL  FLOWeftS. 


"  Thirk  was  rfltber  a  good  thing  happened  last  nighi." 
said  Fanfrelucheto  me  a  few  eveoinga  later  in  thesuppur- 
room  of  the  Coronet,  where  Gladys  had  beeo  playing  in 
that  favorite  part  of  bera,  the  Beairice,  in  which  abe  had 
first  challenged  and  won  the  aufragea  of  the  London 
public. 

Fanfreluche  was  accustomed  to  spend  ber  nighta  out  at 
pleasure;  ber  present  owner  never  heeded  what  she  did 
nor  where  she  went ;  she  had  eatabliahed  herself  In  bis 
chambers  uoasked  and  undesirod  ;  and  yba  had!  liberty  to 
do  just  as  she  pleased — to  goto  perdition  if  she  preferred. 

Sometimes  I  think  that  this  is  one  of  the  mostexqoisJt** 
eojoyraenta  man  or  dog  can  have:  oo  doubt  we  oug-ht  to 
be  very  grateful  to  those  who  will  drag^  U3  to  our  good 
with  collar  and  chain,  but  the  process  is  apt  to  get  excess- 
ively irksome  to  us ;  and  I  doubt  very  (nueh  if  the  poor 
suicides  amoagst  you,  who  are  hoisted  out  half-drowned 
from  the  mud  of  the  Thames  or  the  stench  of  the  Seine, 
when  they  see  all  their  trouble  goue  through  for  uotbing, 
feel  very  grateful  to  the  grappling-irona  and  the  hot  bricks 
that  call  Ihem  h&di.  aiily-willy  to  the  woe  and  weariness 
of  life. 

"  There  was  rather  a  good  tbiHg  last  night,"  she 
puraned.  "  TVe  dined  at  Richmond:  only  men  :  a  dinner 
that  Claud  Lucy  gave  to  some  members  of  the  Cerole  dea 
Patineurs. 

"  The  men  were  all  right,  except  one,  and  he  was  an 
underbred  oue. — Ahney  Arcott.  1  don't  think  you  know 
him.  He'3  only  been  heard  of  the  la&b  year.  He  mada 
a  big  fortune  id  agencies  acid  things  abroad  ;  and  by 
money,  and  luck,  and  flunkeyisra,  and  a  gorgeous  place  m 
the  Forest,  with  a  fir&t-raie  cook  in  it,  he  baa  got  pushed 
amonggt  some  of  our  '  heaux  me^&ieurs  doreg.^     Only  V9 
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du«t  take  bim  ftmonffst  our  own  women ;  and  always 
blucKball  him  carefully  ail  the  way  dowu  St.  James's  Street, 
from  the  Bow  Window  to  the  Thatched  House  ;  and  only 
treftt  nia  Forest  place  like  a  very  g^ood  inn,  where  the  host 
don't  present  you  a  bill  Lucan  Phipps  brought  him  out ; 
Bud  Lucan  f^oerally  trAinss  pretty  decently.  Even  hu 
ean't  polish  this  felloWf  quite  ;  but  aaArcott  always  seems 
to  get  awed  when  he's  amongst  bis  betters,  he  has  never 
made  a  real  blunder  before.  Florance  Fane  used  to  g-ive 
him  ftwful  facea  last  season ;  and  it'B  always  seemed  to 
put  him  into  tolerably  fair  forni, 

"  I  remember  when  they  went  first  to  dine  at  hisplace, 
— Flo  and  eeven  other  men  of  the  Brigades — old  Flo,  as 
tbey  went  into  the  dining'-room,  stared  hard  through  hig 
eyeglass  at  the  dinner-table,  and  at  the  ninth  place  at 
the  top,  to  which  Abney  Arcott  was  moving'. 

"  *  I  think  you  mistook  us — quite,'  said  Plo,  in  bis 
quietest  and  raofitatiiiable  tones;  '  we  said  we'd  dine  Aeris  ; 
we  oevcr  said  wo'd  dine  with  you  P 

"Well-^last  ni^ht  Arcott  wa9  more  loquacious  than 
common.  Somebody  said  ho  waa  iHe  mont^i  bttause  the 
DuchesH  of  Astolat  had  actually  sent  him  »  card:  some- 
body else  Gaid  it  was  because  he  was  out  without  hia 
trainer  ;  Luean  being  over  in  Paris.  Whichever  it  waa 
he  let  hitj  ton«rue  run  far  ifiore  iban  usual.  On  his  off 
side  sat  Lord  Ciasisstcr — -you  may  know  the  man ;  stout, 
florid^  with  a  ruddy  beard,  and  a  ahaiiy  name  ou  the  turf; 
looks  a  bully,  and  is  one  when  he  'feels  a  winner!'  Bcl- 
tran.  whom  he  happens  to  hiito,  because  our  friend  thrashed 
him  at  Eton  some  tweuVy-five  years  ago,  aud  has  been 
down  upon  bim  on  every  posaibie  oecaaion  ever  aiuce,  sat 
on  the  other  side  of  the  table,  some  way  nearer  to  Lucy. 

*'  Around  Cississler  they  got  talking  of  theaters  and 
suth  like  ;  and  of  a]l  themes  in  this  world  Arcott  must 
Deeds  harp  upon  Gladys  Qerant.  He  talked  a  great  deal 
of  her  \  and  all  more  or  less  in  an  offeiiiiive  fasluou. 

"  Beltrau  did  nut  miss  a  syllable ;  but  lie  weut  on  with 
biB  dinner  aud  his  own  ccnvergation  as  if  be  beard  no- 
thing-. Presently  the  miUionaire  grew  coarser,  and  said 
one  ur  two  things  the  meaning  of  which  there  can  be  no 
uiiataking,  and  which  can  only  be  said  of  women  of  the 
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lightest  name  and  lowest  liTe  ;  nnd  be  ended  with  a  &mif 
at  her  coatiiiual  abseace  from  places  antj  pt^stinies  that 
'  ber  sort'  were  on\j  too  glad  to  be  mvited  to  enjoy. 

"*  Quite  ri^^'ht,  Mr  Arcott,  quite  right  I'  called  ont 
Ci«ebster  ID  biBloudef^t  tones.  '  iL^s  the  danindei^t  affecta- 
tion. Slie'a  aa  wild  aa  any  of  'em.  But  she^s  chosen  to 
run  dark  in  that  form,  you  know^ — tbey  often  do  when 
they're  younj^f  'uoa.     It's  the  commonest  stable  trick.' 

'"Tbeti,  and  only  tbeii,  Beltran  looked  np,  and,  without 
bU  fttce  changing  a  muscle,  glanced  acrosa  the  table,  and 
*  Dxed'  both  the  men  with  eyes  which  can  be  very  hard 
and  cruel  wbeu  he  choo&es. 

'"I'm  glad  youVe  come  wUhia  range,  CiBsisster,'  he 
Baid  very  slowly  and  distlDCtly.  '  One  can't  spoil  powder 
on  vermia.  I  suppose  you  don't  b  the  least  know  what 
you  are  talking'  about.  I  do.  The  lady  you  apeak  of  is 
quite  &3  good  as  your  mother;  and  a  very  great  deal 
better  than  your  wife.' 

"  Can't  you  fancy  the  dead  silence  that  fell  over  the  gay 
and  boiglerouB  talk  ? 

"  It  waa  straight  hard  bitting,  ftlittJemore  in  the  rough 
and  ready  style^  and  less  subtle  than  his  reprisals  usually 
are,  but  he  knew  hi&  foes,  and  it  waa  the  most  effective 
he  could  possibly  have  used  with  them.  It  fell  with  the 
force  of  a  sledge-hammer.  Lady  Gississter  is  the  wildest 
and  worst  of  her  order. 

"  What  happened  after  ?  Nothinj^  ever  happens  after 
in  those  days.  Ttiere  waa  a  tumultuous,  tempestuous 
Bcene  for  a  few  moments;  but  Beltran  calmly  ignored  the 
wraugle,  and:  oaly  addressed  himself  to  hit^  host. 

*"  ni  bid  you  guod-ntght,  Lucy,'  said  ho.  "I  don't 
want  you  to  be  bored  with  u  row.  Your  frieoda  kuow 
where  to  find  me — if  they  wuut.' 

'*  But  the  sympathies  of  the  table  were  with  him  ;  the 
common  feeling-  was  that  be  hiid  been  only  d^ns  son 
droit.  Of  course  they  ail  believed  that  he  had  lied  ;  but 
it  was  the  sort  of  ]io  which  gentlemen  like  from  a  gentle- 
man's mouth,  and  which  becomes  him  well  always. 

"  The  upshot  of  it  was  that  he  did  not  leave  the  din- 
ner, but  OiesLSster  and  Arcott  did.  That  is  Beltraa'a 
way  of  dealing  with  people  who  rouse  him.    But  whethe* 
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ne  cares  for  tbe  woman  be  trtefecded  is  quite  another  mat- 
ter— he  would  take  the  pnrt  of  an  ug!y  old  appie-seller  if 
he  were  inthemoodr  and  thought  the  odds  strong  against 
her." 

As  she  concluded  iiier  narrative,  Beltran  and  Denzil 
Bauntered  !□  ;  they  had  just  come  into  the  honae,  it  ap- 
peared, froin  a  dinner  wiih  her  Grace  of  Astolat. 

They  were  speaking  of  tliis  very  occurrence  of  the  prO" 
7iouB  night 

"  It  was  hitting-  with  the  gloves  off,  Tere,"  said  Den-, 
zil,  us  he  cast  himgelf  into  a  chair.  "It  wasQ^l  quite  so 
polished  aa  your  usual  style." 

'*  r  never  put  the  gloves  on  with  men  like  thosSj"  said 
BeltraUf  going  up  ta  the  mantle-piece  to  light  a  cigar. 
"Pommel  them  as  you  may  tbey  don't,  feel, — that's  the 
worst  of  It." 

"I  should  think  they  do  feel — rather — >with  the  story 
rutiuiog  wild  this  morning  about  the  clubs  and  drawing- 
rooms." 

"I'm  afraid  Bully  Cissis&tcr  douH.  Do  you  rememheF 
my  thraisbing  him  at  Etoa  for  etealing  little  Holyrood'a 
ctiumpagnes  ?" 

"He  felt  thet — he  was  black  and  blue  for  a  month. 
Have  you  heard  anything  from  him  T' 

"  Not  a  word." 

"  I  don't  suppose  yon  wilL  It  would  be  too  ridiculoua 
for  him  to  meet  you  on  the  sands  by  Ostend  about  hia 
wlfc^ — of  all  people  in  the  world  T' 

Beltran  laughed. 

"  Oh,  I  don*t  know.  Aa  long  aayour  wife  is  your  wife,, 
I  suppose  she's  ea^us  belli  enough  for  anything." 

"  All  the  men  were  with  you ;  feeling  ran  very  strong 
about  it         " 

*'  What's  the  good  ?  Do  you  suppose  any  one  of  them 
thinks  one  wbit  better  of  tho  child  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  that  they  do." 

"  You  know  that  they  don't  I" 

"  I  fear  that  they  don't,  certainly.  That  is  one  of  the 
peculiar  successes  of  modern  society — that  there  is  no 
tne»ns^  whereby  a  man  can  declare  the  innocence  and 
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honor  of  a  wnraan  that  shall  not  at  once  stigniQtize  bw 
with  darker  slnndera  than  ever  touched  her  before." 

"Yes.  Now  and  Iheu,  thou^^h  we  kuow  that,  we  are 
weak  enough  to  let  a  uur  get  a  rise  out  of  ua  ;  but  we  are 
feafe  ta  repent  it, — or  ou^^ht  to  do  for  the  woman's  aake.'^ 

Then  he  be^an  to  talk  of  other  matters,  hearmg  a  step 
that  be  knew  witlioiit,  atud  a  moment  later  there  eatored 
the  only  person  in  all  the  town  who  had  heard  nothinj^ 
of  Ibe  scene  at  Claud  Lucy's  dinner. 
.  Of  course  she  had  never  heard  of  it;  would  never  hear 
of  it:  70U  never  do  hear  of  any  one  of  the  million  ways 
ia  which  your  world  ruins,  ridicules,  luarriea,  dTVorees, 
Rttaints,  decides  for  you,  prophesies  of  you,  and  even 
murders  you — in  your  absence. 

I  asked  Fanfreluche  that  nig-ht,  if  Penzil  had  altogether 
forg-ottcn  Ilia  last  love,  whereat  Fihe  grinned. 

"  1  don't  know,  iny  dear.  Men  do  forget  in  Bsven 
days  sometimes,  ftud  aonietimes  theydon^tin  seven  years. 
It  just  dcpond*.  They  remittd  me  of  Clyde  I'aulett,  when 
they  were  shootinf^  In  tlie  west  of  Ireland  last  voar. 
Tbey  had  very  fine  sport  all  the  week]  but  Panfelt 
was  not  in  hm  usual  spirits.  No  bags  that  be  made 
Bf'eraed  to  gtvo  him  much  pleasure;  and  thoo^ti  when 
tbey  totted  up  the  whole  he  was  found  t.o  have  shot  more 
than  any  other,  he  appeared  to  care  little.  They  asked 
him  what  on  earth  was  the  matter  with  him  :  was  it 
women  or  Jews,  a  plant  on  the  turf  or  a  bad  vein  at 
ecarte?  'Well,'  he  said,  slowly  and  sadly,  'to  tel[  you 
the  truths  I  can't  forget  that  one  grand  old  cock  that  I 
hlazed  away  at,  like  a  duffer,  and  didn't  bowl  over.  I 
have  felt  such  a  fool  I'  Now,  you  kuow,  I  thiok  it'g  very 
much  with  their  loves  as  it  ia  with  their  sport  How- 
e?er  nuany  head  of  game  may  He  skin  at  their  feet,  they 
Cftn^t  forget  what  tbey  'blazi  at  and  don't  bowl  over,^" 

A  brief  while  later,  in  the  balmy  spring  weather,  we 
had  a  little  river  party ;  purely  the  pleasanteat  of  all  sun- 
lit pastimes.  Because  Gladys  was  in  a  manner  excluded 
from  most  pleflssures  by  her  rejection  of  one  world,  and 
ny  the  other  world's  rejection  of  her,  her  friend  did  alJ  in 
his  power  that  she  should  feel  her  ioaa  as  little  as  possi- 
ble,    Happily  for  her^  she  was  of  a  temper  to  which  t.iw 
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meditative  and  intelleetual  pleasures  of  tbunj^ht  :*nd  of  ai-l 
were  fnr  more  suited  than  the  noisier  and  more  frivolous 
diveraiona  of  society. 

But  yet  there  were  in  her  the  natural  impulBes  of  youth 
towftcda  g^ladoesa  and  gayety  which,  although  bruised  by 
the  Borrows  of  her  brief  life,  had  not  beeu  wholly  brokeu. 
j^iid  these  he  always  soag'ht  to  meet,  aad  to  indulge,  as 
far  as  it  was  possible  to  do  so  without  exposing'  her  to 
tbu-t  compamonsbip  from  which  he  had  always  warded  her. 

The  boating  party  usually  consisted  of  two  four-oars, 
of  which  the  crewa  were  chosen  from  his  own  chief 
friends.  They  used  to  take  to  tbe  riTer  some  half-dozen 
miles  outof  towu;  scull  leisurely  down  to  sotne  pretty 
wooded  i-estioi^-place,  to  which  servants  had  been  seut 
earlier  with  choice  meats  and  light  wines;  lunch  there; 
laugh  and  smoke;  paddle  a  littlo  about  amongst  the  tall 
roeds  and  the  floating  forgo t-me*nots  ;  and  so  row  back  to 
London  in  time  for  twilight  and  for  dinner.  There  were 
few  pleasaater  daya  of  simpler,  or  mere  careleas,  open- 
ftir  amusenisnt  than  these  ripeT-daya  of  Beltran^g.)  and 
it  was  held  09  an  eagerly  coveted  distinction  to  ho  one  of 
those  invited  by  him  to  take  a  place  in  his  boats.  It  was 
well  known  that  though  a  man  not  commonly  scrupulous 
in  Buch  matters,  he  was  exceBsively  Ecrupulous  as  to 
whom  he  introduced  to  association  with  Gladys. 

Men  held  their  own  opinions,  doubtless,  as  to  his  re- 
latioQs  with  her  ;  but  they  saw  that  he  chose  to  treat  her 
with  pei'fect  deference,  and  they  had  to  follow  his  lead. 
Two  or  three  of  them,  even,  [  thinks  credited  the  truth, 
and  believed  in  her  innocence  almost  as  thoroughly  as  be 
did  who  knew  it- 

Tou,  iodeed,  are  very  curious  in  this.  In  your  clubs 
and  your  camps,  iu  your  mischievous  iDOods,  and  your 
philosophic  moods,  always  indeed  theoretically »  you  con- 
sider all  women  immoral  (except  just,  of  course,  your  own 
uiothers),  but  practically,  when  your  good  feeling  ia 
awakened,  or  your  honest  faith  honestly  appealed  to,  you 
(viil  believe  in  a  woman's  honor  with  a  heartiness  and 
Etreagth  for  which  she  will  look  iu  vain  in  her  owa  ses 
According  to  your  jesta  the  world  is  one  vast  harem,  of 
which  all  the  doors  arc  open  to  every  man,  aud  whose 
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fair  inmatea  are  all  alike  imprpsaLJuable  to  the  cliBjrm  of 
iutrigua  or  to  ilie  cliink  uT  gold.  But,  in  simple  earciiat 
ftud  reality,  I  have  huard  the  wildest  and  most  debonnair 
amongst  yon — 'ooce  eoacinced  of  the  honor  and  innocence 
looking  from  a  woman's  eyes — stand  up  in  defense  of 
these  when  libelud  ia  her  absence^  with  a  2eal  and  a 
staucbness  that  did  my  heart  good. 

The  boats  thia  day  weut  Henley  way,  and  the  pauao 
was  above  Wargnwe, 

The  river  wag  a  sheet  of  duaky  gunJight;  the  nieadowa 
and  Ivauba  were  all  golden  with  kingcups  aad  daffodils^ 
the  liawthorD  buda  wtrre  bloomiag  oh  the  great  coiled, 
switig-itig  brauchee ;  the  leafage  was  iu  all  its  i^weetest 
aad  fresLest  green»  and  here  ftud  there  a  little  water  bird 
waa  darting  amongst  the  lall  bullrushes  and  the  green 
river-plants. 

TJudGr  the  skilled  sinewy  hands  of  men  who,  in  their 
tiiTid,  had  won  thefr  honors  on  the  Isia,  the  boata  went 
as  the  rowers  would, — now  skimming  as  fast  as  a  swal- 
low, now  loitering  like  a  slow-winged  eider-duck,- — past 
the  green,  level,  daisied  tields,  and  the  lofty  walls  of  wood- 
land, and  the  dark  gateways  of  the  locks,  and  the  sunny 
reaches  where  the  cattle  stood,  and  tho  tufts  of  reeds  aud 
sedges  that  hid  ihe  soft  blue  of  the  furget-rae-nota. 

They  landed,  and  lunched,  and  lingered  over  the  fruit 
and  the  ice  aod  the  wine,  under  the  blossoming  hawthorns 
and  the  great  boughB  of  the  ehestnuts',  aud  then  strolled 
hither  and  thither,  pulling  down  the  plume-like  hawthorn 
for  a  standard  for  her  boat,  and  gathering  the  primroses 
by  thousands  to  fill  her  bands;  carelessly  enjoying  such 
simple  country  things,  and  wandering,  these  men  of  the 
world,  aa  though  they  were  shepherds  in  a  pastoral, — 
fiave  for  the  cigars  that  were  forever  in  their  mouths,  aiid 
for  the  worldly  gossipry  that  they  laughed  over  with  ona 
anotbi^r. 

With  the  freshness  of  the  springtide^  with  the  sunshine 
of  the  waters,  with  the  eool  odors  of  herbage  and  fulia^, 
with  the  light  easy  laughter,  with  the  gay  friendly  con- 
verse I  how  charming  they  were — tboise  river  hours  1 
Aud  for  one,  at  least,  amongst  them,  over  the  broad 
bright  Thames^  and  over  the  fields  of  flower-sown  gr*B3eft» 
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there  slione  the  "light  that  never  yel  waa  upon  land  or 
Bcaj" — save  in  the  eyt^s  of  a  woman,  when  she  livca  in 
the  first  full  sweet  faith,  the  dreaming  idolatrous  ideala, 
of  a  love  balf  known,  half  answered,  jet  still  ia  all  the 
deep  QDtroubled  peace  of  its  birth-slumbers. 

Wben  thu  sun  waa  sluntiag  to  the  west  Lhe  boats  were 
Bought  for  the  retui'D.  Whilst  tbej  went  for  them 
Gladys  remained  where  she  had  eat  some  time,  couched 
in  the  curving  roots  of  a  great  beech,  whilst  at  her  feet 
(he  water  flowed  amongai  the  rushea  and  the  great  green 
lily  leaves  spread  out  their  splendor,  though  flowerless 
as  yet. 

She  had  been  veiy  still  awhile,  and  Denzil  also,  who 
rcmaiaed  with  her,  hftd  not  spokeu. 

She  waa  very  often  grave,  wbeo  the  still  oeRS  of  the 
country  was  around  ber.  I  fancy  that  her  thoughts 
were  with  the  years  when  the  boy  Harold  liad  been  a 
child  beside  her,  in  the  oki,  cool,  moss-grown  paths  of 
orchards,  and  In  the  tangled  ways  of  nut-tree  cuppiees, 
hinding  the  cowslips  and  the  primroses  and  the  datfoclils 
with  withes  of  ivy,  and  dreamiag-  of  the  iiupedabable 
things  he  should  achieve  when  manhood  came. 

After  awhile  she  raised  her  eyes  from  the  water  and 
looked  at  Denzil.  He  had  thrown  himself  on  his  side  on 
the  grasSj  and  his  face,  in  the  shade  of  the  trees,  waa 
dark,  stern,  sad  exceedingly. 

"Where  areyouf  thoughts  ?"  she  asked  hira. 

Bel  Iran's  best  beloved  friend  seemed  to  hef  almost  aa 
s,  brother. 

Her  voice  found  its  way  to  the  dosed  receasea  of  hig 
memory,  and  he  answered  her  simply  and  truly ; — "  Of 
a  woman  I  ioved." 

Her  eyes  rested  on  him  with  their  aerioua,  meditative 
BWeetuesg. 

'*  Tell  me  of  her,'*  was  all  she  said. 

"  I  never  epeak  of  her.'* 

"  Never  ?     She  ia  dead  then  V 

"Not  that  1  know;  she  ia  dead  to  me.  That  ia 
enough,  you  see." 

''Who  was  she?     What  was  she?" 

'*  She  was  an  actress  like  you.     You  may  hear  them 
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recall  her  now  and  thea  when  tbey  speak,  as  \hej  speak 
Btill  sometiniea,  of  Gertrude  D'Eyncourt." 

She  raised  herself  on  one  arm;  her  ejes  lighted  and 
charged, 

"Ah  I  I  know! — that  beautiful  wotoan  whose  portrait 
he  has  shown  mc, — bo  heroic  a  face,  so  full  of  thoagfat, 
of  paticDce,  of  couvage,  But  she  was  some  one's  wife, 
Burely  ?     She  was  married  ?" 

"Ah,  cbildl  iJo  not  gpeak  as  if  you  bad  eaugbt  fbe 
world's  cant.  Yes:  she  was  marriad—to  a  beast  who 
only  prized  her  prood  beauty,  and  her  bright  graces,  find 
her  glorious  gifts  as  ao  many  toola,  that  were  to  bring- 
gold  to  himself.  There  are  men,  you  know,  to  whom 
their  wife's  honor  is  like  their  own — only  a  chattel  to  ba 
Bold  when  they  can  I  She  loved  nie,  and  knew  that  I 
lovtd  her.  I  had  urged  her  ti>  leave  her  husband  for  me 
with  all  the  dotiuence  r  knew.  I  doo't  deny  that.  I 
was  justified,  Alihough  he  hat^d  nic,  becauRe  I  treated 
him  like  the  cur  ho  was,  ho  was  ready  enough  to  eacri- 
fice  her  to  any  one  of  tiie  richer  rou&s  who  would  bavo 
purchased  ber  of  hlni  just  a.s  one  may  purnhase  some 
beautiful  wild  hawk  of  a  brutal  keeper.  But  J  ought 
uot  to  speak  to  you  of  these  tbinga         " 

"  Go  od/'  Bhe  said  quietly ;  her  great  eyes  were  glow- 
ing  where  she  &at  in  the  shadow  of  the  boughs,  and  her 
lips  were  parted. 

"  She  loved  me.  It  cannot  hurt  her  to  say  it — now. 
And,  indeed,  she  could  not  have  loved  me  much,  or  she 
neper  had  done  what  she  did.  For,  one  night  ia  the 
height  of  that  London  season— seven  seasons  ag-o — she 
disappeared.  Not  a  living  soul  knew  whither  she  went. 
The  town  supposed  I  bad  taken  her,  hut  it  was  not  so; 
I  knew  no  more  than  the  rest  of  them  why  Dor  where 
ehe  was  gone.  I  had  left  her  that  night  in  her  own 
drawiug-rooni,  after  the  theater  was  over.  There  had 
been  other  people  present.  I  bad  been  unable  to  see 
her  alone,  and  I  relied  on  seeing  her,  ae  usual,  with  the 
morrow,  I  recollect  that  &hecame  out  on  to  the  balcony, 
and  stood  there  looking  after  me  as  1  went  down  the 
street.  There  was  an  awning  over  the  balcony,  for  it 
was   watm    weather;    the  moonlight  was   strong   and 
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^figbt;  she  wore  black,  that  drifted  about  ber  like  a 
cloud,  anfl  she  had  a  g^reat,  gorgeous,  Brnzilian  lily  that 
I  had  giTen  lior,  in  her  bof^om.  God!  What  fools  raea 
are  to  remember  the  veriest  triBeg  that  once  belonged  to 
Women  who  never  caret]  for  them  !" 

"  Did  sbe  not  care  ?     You  said  sbe  loved  jou." 

"  Could  slitj  love  me?  Not  as  I  couut  love.  With  the 
niorniag  tliei'o  came  one  of  ber  letterf?  to  me;  aUe  often 
wrote  to  me  atid  I  to  her,  tboogh  we  met  twice  every 
day;  in  it  she  told  me  that  she  had  left,  the  staye  and  the 
world  forever ;  that  her  husband  had  g-iven  her  do  choice 
betwixt  flight  and  a  Incrative  dishonor;  that  she  refused 
my  love  not  loss  than  sbe  refused  tliis  abhorred  passion 
tbat  WftS  prts&ed  on  her ;  aud  that  she  implored  me  not 
to  seek  to  pursue  or  to  diaimver  her.  That  was  alL  Am 
I  not  right  to  say  sho  nevur  loved  me  ?  Of  course  I  did 
not  obey  her.  1  set  3.11  possible  modes  of  inquiry  at 
work,  Firi^t,  I  went  straigliL  to  their  house  and  thrasibed 
him  till  he  was  left  half  dead  ;  then  I  began  my  search 
for  her.  It  was  utterly  useless;  it  has  been  ao  ever 
Bince," 

"  She  could  not  go  to  any  evil  ?" 

"Evil?  No  1  Evil  was  not  possible  to  her.  She 
W03  the  truest  aad  the  proudest  woman  that  ever  lived. 
Why  she  went  I  know  no  more  than  the  dead ;  but  I 
would  stake  my  life  on  the  purity,  on  the  nobility,  of  her 
raaeoua,  however  exaggerated  they  may  have  been." 

"And  have  you  never  found  her?" 

"Never.  Once  I  heard  of  her  accidentally;  if  the 
Biaa  who  spoke  were  right,  she  was  living  then; — m 
penury  and  wretchedness.  I  have  tried  every  meana, 
but  all  have  failed.  It  doesn't  matter,  I  suppose;  they 
eay  that  these  thiugs  don't — greatly.  Only,  yoii  see,  I 
Cannot  forget  her ;  and  I  cannot  find  heart  in  tne  to  give 
to  any  other  womaq  ;  and  I  talk  to  you,  child,  and  look 
on  you,  pot  stirred  one  whit  by  your  beauty ;  knowing 
you  are  fair  indeed,  but  caritig  no  more  for  that  than  ou 
old  worn  dotard  of  ninety.  Do  you  know  that  I  would 
give  my  soul  to  love,  and  I  cannot;  just  because  this 
owe  lost  woman  will  never  release  me." 

There  were  the  fierce  vibrations  of  an  intense  paBsioq 
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and  sorrow  under  the  IialF-quiet,  half-rcck(eaB  words;  and 
his  face  ivaa  very  dark  where  Iho  shadows  of  the  spring 
hotu  leaves  drifted  over  it. 

I  cBnnot  tell  why,  but  I  thought  of  the  wonnao  who 
had  diiid  in  ihe  hitternesa  of  the  winter-lime,  in  the  pov- 
erty and  the  misery  of  Fftrig, 

Through  the  silence  there  came  at  that  monieot  the 
grtft  aauiid  of  luovinjf  ours  iind  of  rippling  waters; 
amuiigst  the  twilight  of  the  boug-hs  a  boat,  with  plumes 
of  young  greeo  branches  at  its  hiow,  glided  gentty  to  the 
little  landing-place. 

"Where  are  jou,  Derry?"  asked  Beltrao'a  vstice. 
"That  duffer  Ned  hag  given  over — says  he  can't  puIlJ 
bock  to  town.  Must  ^et  across,  and  catch  the  express. 
He  declares  it^s  a  sprain  j  I  believe  it's  nothiii*;  but  lazi- 
ness  and  champa^-Qe.  Take  his  oar,  will  you  7  They 
fan  have  a  waterman  with  your  set." 

"  A33  right/'  responded  DenzU,  as  he  assisted  Gladys 
into  the  boat  auiongat  all  the  big  bulirusbea,  aiid  the 
brood  wnier-docks,  and  the  pretty,  feathered,  roay-hued 
river  reeds  ;  anil  taking*  bis  coat  off,  seated  himself  on  the 
bench  that  Gutlliadeue  had  vacated. 

As  he  pulled  us  back  to  town  io  the  stilly  balmy  even- 
ing, with  his  handsome  l^iead,  bare  in  the  moonlight, 
and  hid  grip  giving  true  as  ever  the  old  marvelous  Oslbrd 
stroke,  he  laughed  as  pleasaQtly  and  as  often  ag  any.  It 
was  Gladys  whose  eyes  were  dreamy,  and  whose  faca 
waa  troubled  as  she  sat  under  her  fragraut  banner  of  the 
hawthorn  boughSj  with  a  dark  cloak  drawn  about  her, 
and  the  Held  Uowers  that  her  friends  had  gathered  for  her 
dying  in  the  coming  of  the  night. 

That  evening  her  acting  lacked  somewhat  of  its  fgrce, 
and  had.  a  languor  and  a  lifelessness  in  it  that  were  new 
to  her. 

As  soon  as  her  own  share  in  the  play  was  over  she 
went  to  her  home;  Bcltran  wa.i  not  in  the  theater  that 
night)  and  when  he  was  absent  she  never  received  there. 

She  Hat  very  silent,  very  thonghtful,  before  the  Hre  that 
Btill  burned  m  her  pretty  drawing-room,  for  the  eveaiDga 
were  chiily,  though  the  days  were  warm.  Bright  and 
full  of  rich  hues  though  the  chamber  waa,  it  seemed  very 
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still  ftnd  eolitarj  after  the  blaze  nnd  basz  of  the  crowded 
theater. 

Vaguely,  prrhappr  she  felt  how  great  this  lonclineBa 
was  in  which  she  lived,  at  years  when  other  women  have 
all  the  tight  of  home  about  thorn,  all  the  tenderaesa  of 
their  mothers,  all  the  jray  companioaships  of  their  g^irl- 
bood-  It  seldom  weighed  on  htir,  because  her  life  waa 
brilliant  and  full  of  pleaaurea  of  its  own  kind;  but  to- 
iit^rht  ghe  seemed  to  feci  how  utterly  alone  in  truth  she 
was. 

Her  eyes  were  dim  and  full  of  laoguoraa  she  looked  at 
the  delicate  tender  primroses  of  the  woods  and  meadows, 
where  they  had  been  placed  in  an  old  costly  vase  of 
Teuice  glass, 

"  Whom  did  he  ever  love?"  she  murmured,  with  her 
Hps  against  ray  forehead.  "Did  he  love  like  that?  So 
that  he  never  again  ean  forget?" 

Denzil's  words  had  stirred  her  heart  from  its  rest;  but 
It  was  for  another,  not  for  hlmsell^  that  it  awoke,  troubled 
ftnd  still  but  half-conscious. 
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"WelLj  my  dear  I"  said  Panfreluche,  frantically  rush- 
log  to  me  next  day  with  breathless  excitation  iitvd  her  most 
diabolical  grin,  "we  have  done  pretty  well,  haven't  we? 
Marchioness  of  Islal  Marchioness  of  It^lal  When  we 
bei^ao  life,  as  you  say,  with  hare  feet,  and  honie-spuQ 
BkutSj  aud  potatoes  for  dinners — ia  the  Peak  ;  and,  as  / 
know,  with  a  shilling'  a  week,  and  penny  ^afl's,  and  a 
glass  of  gin  for  a  treat  at  Highbury  Earn." 

"What  on  earth  can  you  mean?"  I  asked  in  somfl 
fear,  thinking  indeed  that  she  had  lost  her  senses. 

"I  mean  what  I  say,"  she  snapped  angrily.  "Mar^ 
chioness  of  Isia  1  It  ia  pretty  well  for  a  woman  who  be* 
^D  life  by  selling  you  in  a  market-place.     Pooh,  ebild, 
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don't  look  BO  Beared.  Your  friend  of  the  UerbyabiM 
Wakes  has  won  the  great  rimrriagG-prize  of  the  year,' 
True;  certainJj  it  is  true.  Tbo  town  is  talking  of  no- 
thing else.  Avlr^e  Dttru— Laura  Pearl— Cleiipiitre — whiit 
does  ib  matter  what  one  is  calli^d  bo  lon^  a.s  one  ends  as 
Marchioness  of  Isla  ?  What  do  I  mean  ?  Ob,  you  little 
fool  I  I  mean  this — Malcolm  Kenneth,  IGlh  Marquis  o: 
Isla,  comes  of  age  tbis  winter  ;  he  bos  had  a  lon^  minor- 
ity  ]  he  bus  *:>eeQ  educated  by  a  fooli.^h  niathyr  and  a  ri^nd 
Calviuiet;  lie  h&a  seen  no  niopuof  life  than  a  young  nuu; 
he  is  a  stubborn,  sioiple-mindedp  frankf  foolish  hoy  j  the 
first  thing  be  docs  on  becoming  his  own  master,  is  to  go 
to  Paria,  Paris,  in  al]  the  wonder  of  her  exquisite  spring 
season,  for  a  lad  who  had  only  seen  aod  known  grim 
Scotch  caBtles  and  sour  Scotch  matrons]  The  fifJil  iQigbt 
he  went  to  the  opera :  there,  \a  her  box,  Waziinf;  ia  the 
splendor  of  her  beauty,  and  tlio  living  light  of  her  sap- 
phires, snrrounded  wilh  princos  aod  gotitlemcn,  he  i^aw — 
'  Cleopatre.'  From  thai  moment  tijc  world  only  huld  for 
tbe  boy  that  one  woman.  8lie  had  ibe  wit  attd  the  am- 
bition to  see  that  here  was  a  great^''  prize  than  mere  pil- 
lage. The  boy  was  mad  with  In''  first  delirium :  fihe 
conld  do  &B  she  chose  with  him.  8he  chofie  to  marrj 
him.  She  has  done  eo-  The  marrijije  \e  valid  ;  no  ef- 
forts of  his  family  wi|!  dissolve  it;  p-nd  the  woman  whom 
yon  once  knew  as  the  '  light  o'  love'  of  <  he  lad  at  the  mil! 
in  the  Peak,  ia  now  a  Peeross  of  Englaod  and  Scotland, 
Marchioness  of  Iii^la,  and  Couuiesa  of  Ab'iinniore I  That 
(s  to-diiy^s  newfj.  Ah,  my  deiicl  I  lold  vm  right,  ihut 
all  the  comedies  of  tbe  playwrights,  aud  all  the  romanveg 
of  the  fictionisls^,  ore  not  one  tithe  so  amusing,  uorope- 
tbouHandlh  part  ho  startling,  as  are  the  comedi<js  and  the 
romances  that  meet  one  at  every  turn  in  Lii'el" 

Fanfreluche  had  ia  nothing  exaggerated.  To  *hi8  amaz- 
ing altitude  barf  the  betrayer  of  Kt'Uben  Dai'B  ari8*!n. 

One  Bunuy  noon  in  that  pleaeanl  gJud  sea  on  wb>-a  tlitt 
leaves  are  as  fresh  as  ibe  toilecies,  and  tbe  laughs  are  as 
light  as  the  showers,  I  sprang  down  from  the  little  ■car- 
riage and  roved  to  and  fro,  whilst  the  men  passinif  hj 
eluEtered  round  Gladys. 

1  roamed  at  leisure,  viewing  that  scene,  always  famiJ*^ 
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yet  never  hackneyed,  because,  on  its  wide  stag-p  the  three 
imperious  impreaarie,  Qold,  and  Ruin,  and  Death,  never 
permit  the  same  drama  to  I'c&t  nor  the  same  playera  to 
tarry  ;  but  briag  ever  fresh  names  aad  freeh  faces,  if  the 
old  farceB  and  LragedieB  still  will  react  themEelve&  nader 
dBW  titles. 

The  place  was  full ;  and  nil  its  crowd  turned  by  one  ao 
curd  to  g'azeata  carriage  which  drove  slowly  down  ihe  road, 
as  though  to  clialleDge  that  unirersal observation  from  that 
fashiouable  mob.  It  was  an  equipage  fitter,  with  its  out- 
riders, its  postilions,  its  superb  liveries,  its  fracas,  its  dis- 
play, for  a  ducal  procession  on  the  Heath  or  the  Town 
Moor,  than  for  a  simple  noon  drive  in  Hyde  Park. 

Its  occupants  were  a  fair  lad,  with  a  stupid,  feeble, 
ruddy  face,  and  a  woman  of  splendid  beauty,  enveloped 
in  black  guipures  and  black  sables,  for  the  laet  of  which  a 
chill  in  the  air  gave  excuse. 

"There  go  tho  biggest  fool  and  the  blackest  witch  in 
Chriatpndom/'  nmttcrod  old  Lord  Shamrock.  "Good 
God  I  If  Donald  Isla  had  foreseen  it,  sir,  he'd  have  stran- 
gled tbig  lad — strangled  bim  iu  bis  cradle  i'' 

"  Boy  looks  like  an  Ayrshire  gilly,"  said  Lord  Guillia- 
dene,  to  whom  be  bad  spoken.  "Fearfully  bad  form  ; 
never  saw  worse." 

"  Makolm  lala,  his  father,  married  a  shepherd's  daugh- 
ter, off  bis  own  hills,"  growled  Lord  Bruae.  '^  Crosses 
always  come  out." 

"But  his  grandfather,  poor  Ronald,  was  a  gentleman 
all  over,"  said  Lord  Shamrock,  "  though  aa  awful  fool  to 
he  sure.     Do  you  know  how  he  died  ?" 

"No I"  the  earl  I'eBponded  with  a  yawn. 

"  He  was  shot  in  ft  duel,"  answered  old  Lord  Sh»ra- 
rock.  "Shot  dead,  outside  Bruges.  I  was  his  seeord. 
•It  was  all  a  mistake,*  lie  gasped  as  I  caught  him.  '  Bui 
1  couldn't  have  explained  uuleHs  I'd  shown  up  a  woman  !' 
So  be  died,  baying  nothing.  And  that's  the  man  wboee 
grandsoQ  has  made  a  wife  and  a  peei'Bi^s  of- ^' 

The  language  wherewith  he  designated  her  I  dare  not 
record  for  a  polite  age  that  blushes  at  Shakspeare  and 
smiles  at  Schneider. 

"  I  suppose  ahQ  came  over  to  make  a  dash  here  oqC  of 
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bravado,"  muTmiiTdd  Donzil,  with  a  g^lauce  back  towards 
Beltratv  "  'I'ije  marriagQ  only  took  place  the  other  day, 
Sbtt  will  lo  juist  aa  sbe  chooses  with  that  wretched  boy, 
no  doubt," 

"  lala  House  in  Belgrade  Square  ia  being  redecorated," 
eaid  ono  of  the  lourtji^'ors,  '' Slio  iw  very  stupid  not  to 
keep  abroad:  she  will  always  be  'pilled*  here." 

"  Slio  will  get  the  society  she  carea  for/'  eaid  Deazif. 
'"  All  the  men  on  the  town  will  g-o  and  see  her  \  and  she 
will  have  a  whole  cohue  of  parasites — clerg-yraea  amoog' 
them,  if  elie  like  to  become  a  'p^itrooess'  of  ch arches  and 
hoBpitiils,  and  I  dare  eay  in  time  eveo — a  Bishop.'* 

"  And  I  will  bet  you  what  you  like,"  interrupted  Guil- 
liadene,  "thatsbe  will  hold  hug-e  gathuringaat  Blair-Isla, 
and  ha^o  festivities  that  will  make  all  Scotland  i^tare." 

**  If  Bhe  don't  give  Isla's  people  a  clianeefar  adivorce," 
put  in  Lord  Sbararock.  "  Thoy  will  catch  aL  a  Btraw.  I 
should  not  wonder  if  ahe  woro  divorced  by  the  autnma 
and  married  afrosh  by  nost  Easter." 

"Nor  ahould  I.  She's  awfully  hfludFome,"8aid  Claud 
Locy,  "and  awfully  clever.  She  got  de  Ferras,  and 
Bernaldes.  and  Prince  Egon  of  Wallachia  killed,  and 
Lord  knows  bow  many  she's  ruined." 

"Cleirerl  She's  the  most  stupid  and  most  illiterate 
creature  that  ever  breathed,"  said  Denzil  coutemptuoualy^ 
"  She  never  said  a  decently  sensible  thing  in  all  her 
days." 

"But  fihe  never  did  one  not  sonaible,"  said  Lord  Brunt* 
quietly.  "All  her  victims  wure  solvent;  she  never  for- 
sook a  man  till  she  bad  plundered  biui  as  far  as  siie 
could  ;  abo  returned  all  smaH  presents  as  insults  •,  she 
iievtr  got  any  one  killed  unless  he  wt;re  useless  aiid 
troublesome  ;  and  she  Hnally  has  married  this  lad.  Oh, 
a  clever  woman,  certainly;  1  do  not  believe  she  will  he 
divorced.  I  believe  she  will  now  Lraiu  for  the  Murality 
Slakes.  Tbey  generally  do  wbea  they  have  won  a  Qoid 
Cup." 

1  overheard  those  remarks;  my  miHtresa  did  not. 

"How  beautiful  a  woman  1"  she  murmured  to  BeltraOj 
lookiog  earnestly  at  the  carriage  as  it  pasacd.  "  She 
look*  strangely  at  you.      Who  is  she  ?" 


^rwTRiz." 
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"  The  M.arc!hioiiees  of  Isia/'  he  answered  her  with  &1] 
gravity^  but  with  a  little,  Berenc,  contemptaoua  ataile 
ahout  his  month. 

"  I  hare  ne^er  seen  her  hefore,  I  think?''' 

"  No,     But  you  havQ  heard  of  her — as  '  CMopAtre.'  " 

FaiifreJuche  had  ia  nowise  exa^^gerated ;  the  womaa 
whose  (irBt  lorors  bad  been  found  amidst  the  boisterous 
dalesmen,  and  savag;e  miners  of  the  north,  was  now  high 
I!:  (itle,  in  affluence,  hish  in  station.  All  the  world  taew 
her  infamy  ;  but  by  the  gracious  Action  of  your  diviue  iu- 
BtitutioQ  she  had  become  blamelesa  and  without  reproach 
— by  marriagfe. 

It  seemed  that  she  bad  drawn  iu  this  hapless  boy  be- 
yond escape ;  and  had  wedded  him  with  such  scrupulous 
heed  of  all  formalities  that  nothing  which  hia  frantic 
family  eould  do,  could  obtain  any  reversal  of  the  hideoua 
folly  that  bad  given  all  dignities  and  all  nobilities  to  the 
watitott  of  the  northern  wakes. 

He  was  but  a  lad ;  ho  was  stubborn  and  simple ;  hs 
bad  been  reatod  in  grim  creeds  and  io  childish  igaorance ; 
in  the  blinding  blaze  of  his  first  liberty,  in  the  sadden 
attainment  of  his  mighty  heritage,  this  woman  had  seized 
him  as  she  might  have  seiaad  some  poor  dazed  bird  long 
kept  in  darkness  and  confinement,  and  auddenly  cast  forth 
to  stretch  its  untried  wing-rf  in  the  full  ganlight.  He  bad 
been  powerless  to  resist  :^he  had  been  held,  and  hooded, 
and  faj^teued  to  that  cruel  aud  close-ahut  hand  without  a 
BtrujTgle, 

You  havo  seen  sueh  things  before  in  this  society  of 
yours — seen  them  at,  least  often  enough  for  it  to  have  be* 
come  a  known  and  dreaded  thing  that  when  the  beardless 
buy  of  rank  and  wealth  sits  ia  the  public  places  of  pleas- 
uro  beside  the  gorgeous  thmg-  of  infamy  whom  you  have 
jnmle  a  household  word,  it  wjll  be  possible — almost  proba- 
ble— that  she  will  not  panse  at  stripping  him  of  riches,  at 
forciog  him  to  pawn  all  future  heritag^es,  at  making  him  a 
gamester,  a  bankrupt,  a  beggar,  an  outlaw,  but  w\\\  go 
farther,  and  compel  from  him  the  old  gallant  name  of  his 
fathers,  the  old  fearless  repute  of  his  race  ;  the  old  gems 
that  Ufiwlied  in  his  ancestors'  falchioDS,  the  old  home 
where  his  mother  reigned  in  honor. 
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It  is  not  moraT  to  tell  you  thia,  too  say  ?  All,  no  f— . 
life  itself  ia  not  moral.  But  it  is  true — it  ia  undaaialjly 
true — that  whilst  you  repulse  with  a  abudder  the  poor 
painted  outcasts  oFtbe  stfeets,  you  gaze  with  interest  on 
the  fatnou!?  wanton  lljroi3t^«i  ta  her  jewels  ot  the  opera; 
and  from  this,  your  counCetianee  and  ftimpla'saace,  whilst 
tho  painted  outcast  goes  to  the  policH-courL  and  the  prisou, 
the  jeweled  waalon  may  Bt.cal  tlie  honor  of  your  naiuB 
unchastl&ed,  and  wed  your  young  heir  lo  eterniil  ^hamo, 
uuatraigncd. 

Need  you  marvel,  then,  that,  heholdiug  Ihia  cootraat 
of  issue,  women — low.  ignoraotj,  mafle  full  of  greed  by 
want,  made  sick  for  money  and  pai^time  by  Che  inordiDate 
eaviea  and  tawdry  fashiooa  of  the  poor  of  this  age — s&y 
dimly  to  themselves,  '*  Let  nsonly  be  vile  enough.  weshftP 
do  well.     All  that  we  wanted  are  beauty  and  luck.'* 

And  verily  they  hfive  cause  to  say  it- 

It  has  often  seemed  to  rtie  that  you  miirbt  do  rauch  to 
scare  the  female  vultures  friiui  their  prey  upon  tie  youth- 
ful curled  darlings  of  your  proud  races,  if  you  declared 
by  law  all  marriages  invalid  wherever  the  vileness  of  the 
wife's  previous  life  was  a  fact  beyond  dispute.  It  would 
be  simple ;  fb  would  be  rightful :  for  ahnll  the  meed  of  the 
just  pass  to  the  unjust?  shall  the  guerdon  of  honor 
abide  with  the  thief?  Shall  Pau.5tina  claim  a  place 
beside  Lncretia?  Shall  fhryne,  with  the  wino  dropping 
roses  of  shame  on  her  temples,  presume  to  mate  her&elf 
with  Arria  PtEta,  with  the  white  lilies  of  courage  and 
innocence  bound  an  her  beautiful  brows  ? 

But  it  is  not  done  ;  Afld  meantime  the  courtesan  can 
laugh  her  cynica?  laughter,  and  say  in  her  heart,  ''I  will 
sin  whilst  it  shall  please  rae.  When  it  ceas**"*  to  please 
I  can  take  the  communion  and — marriage  V 

A3  for  me,  when  I  heard  the  world  thus  talk  -of  her,  I 
fell  stupid  and  aghast.  My  thoughts  were  buajpd  with 
that  old  dead  time,  when  the  wornao  who  iiosp  drove 
there  in  her  pomp  and  power,  watched  by  all  eyna.  and 
BpoLen  of  by  all  lips,  had  stood  in  thp  cottage-door  under 
'.be  roaethoro,  and  ehaEfcred  for  glass  beada  aad  peiLy 
ribbons  with  the  old  peddler  of  the  Peak, 

From  tbe  hour  when  sbc  bad  stolen  the  coiniS  of  her 
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brother's  thrift  and  toil  from  oucter  the  moss  by  the  &pplo- 
tree,  this  woman's  life  had  been  one  Ion*  theft.  Her 
hands  had  spared  naught  that  her  eyes  saw  and  coveted ; 
fihe  had  had  no  pity  for  youth  ;  no  merey  for  ruin  ;  no  re- 
morse at  lore  ;  no  shtiine  at  trust  \  she  had  had  but  oua 
law  for  her  iife — the  law  of  {^rtcd.  If  you  would  only 
bear  in  mind  that  this  is  the  law  of  all  such  women's 
livns,  the  world  would  be  spared  much  maudlin  senti- 
ni.eut,  and  men  much  undeserved  reproach. 

That  law  Aviee  Dare,  in  all  things  the  type  and  model 

[  of  ber  class,  had  obeyed,  without  one  pause  far  its  in- 
fring-ement  by  any  sort  of  j^enUer  thought  or  better  deed. 
She  wa3  cruel,  because  all  low  untutored  human  crea,turea 
ever  ate  more  cruel  than  any  desert  beaat,  or  python  of 
the  swamps:  she  was  litetitioua,  because  women  of  he' 
likeness,  having  hut  splendid  vitality  and  bodily  beauty, 
without  any  conscience,  or  iatelUgence,  or  soul  within 
them,  are  alw&js  surrendered  to  the  dominioa  of  the 
eeosea;  but  beyond  all,  more  than  all,  she  was  possessed 
with  greed.  The  same  j^reed  which  had  made  her  ^loat 
over  the  mock  stones  and  brazen  jewelry  of  the  peddler*3 
pack,  and  steal,  und  pilluj^e,  and  forsake  all  duty,  and 
betray  the  loyal  lifiirt  whieli  trusted  her,  that  she  might 
flee  to  the  ways  <if  iniquityf  and  to  the  wages  of  shame- 
fulDesB.  Greed  of  the  basest  sort — greed  for  the  thiugs 
of  the  sonsps ;  fur  raiment^  and  food,  and  wine  ;  for  horses, 
and  chariots,  and  treasure ;  for  the  laughter  of  fools,  and 
the  license  of  venal  kisses  ;  for  the  envy  of  other  women 
of  the  geins  on  her  breast,  and  the  gold  in  her  hands 

I  And  having  fallen  upon  an  Age  which  has  elected  to 
deify  the  courtesan,  and  wheieiu  hard  avarice,  and  keen 
poBStoas  far  pelf  and  self  do  prosper  mure  greatly  thaa 
auy  genius  or  attainment,  nr  quality  of  the  miud  or  char- 
acter, this  woman  was  rewarded  for  her  sin. 

She  had  not  iutelljg-ence,  she  had  not  knowledge,  she 
had  no  kind  of  pity,  nor  auy  sort  of  comprehension  ;  she 
was  brainless  as  any  savage  that  squats  in  his  African 
but ;  she  was  only  capahle  of  such  joys  as  the  drowsy, 
jewelfid  snake  may  know  in  his  Mcslean  swamps;  she 
could  cat,  and  drink,  and  eunid  glittergemliike  m  the  suu ; 
»nd  could  uncoil  from  gorged  torpidity  to  kiss — or  kill. 
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Iq  q.  word,  she  was  the  courtesan  of  the  nmeteeDtli 
century,  who,  to  all  the  license  and  all  the  cruelty  of  the 
waotona  that  turned  their  thutuba  downward  for  their 
bratvny  paramours  to  die  in  Rome,  has  added  all  the  xnX- 
garitiea  of  modern  ribaldry  and  all  the  chicaneries  of 
modern  civiUzatioa. 

Hence^  being  thus  suited  to  the  Age  which  had  begot- 
ten ber,  Leia^  thus  its  creature  and  ita  likenees,  she  bad 
thrivBQ  in  it  astbe  snake  thrives  in  hot  and  poisonous  watera 
which  for  ftlji  purer  aud  healiLiier  things  breed  death. 

Luck,  of  course,  there  had  been  m  It ;  luok  i&  the  di- 
vinity of  the  soulless.  Many  women  having  all  the  will 
to  do  the  evil  that  she  did,  find  tberaeekes  barred  out  for- 
ever from  the  chance.  Many  fishers  in  the  sea-depths  of 
vice  angle  all  through  the  day  and  bring  to  land  nothing 
for  tbeir  pains  Many  like  hor  in  tbeirnaturcs,  and  their 
passionSj  and  their  aims,  but  lacking  either  her  Bupreme 
physical  beauty,  or  her  supreme  good  fortune,  wander 
drenched  and  starving  in  tbo  slimy  rains  of  city  streets 
at  midnight,  cursing  vice,  as  others  curse  virtue,  tiecausfl 
Us  service  is  wretchedness,  and  its  wage  famine.  Luck, 
truly,  there  had  been  in  this  array  of  fate,  which  lifted  (he 
once  Bijll(*n,  ragrged,  unkempt  peasant  on  lo  This  emi- 
nence where  all  Uie  world  observed  her— clothed  in  the 
purple,  and  environed  with  ilie  "divinity  that  doth  hedge" 
the  royalty  of  Gold. 

But  beyond  all  favors  of  chance  or  eircunistancet  all 
aide  of  aecident  or  opportunity,  the  chief  reason  of  her 
fortune  was  that  this  woman  was  so  entirely  harraonioua 
with  her  time,  so  utterly  its  true  daughter  in  rapacity,  in 
licentiousneas,  in  egotism,  in  coarse  hard  lusts  of  gold, 
and  in  dull  dead  indifference  to  anything  save  gain.  She 
had  been  callous  to  &U  niieery  she  dealt,  all  need  she  loft, 
all  horror  ybe  entailed,  throughout  her  whole  career — as 
callous  when  she  had  drawn  from  the  earth  her  broth- 
er's silver  pieces  that  had  hpen  saved  by  the  hardnees  of 
his  toil  and  the  sweet  patience  of  his  self-negation,  aa  now 
when  she  trod  under  her  foot  a  boy's  guileless  youth,  and 
the  lofty  name  of  his  race,  and  raised  her  head  in  the 
world's  sig^htj  crowned.  Crowned  in  greatness,  if  crowned 
with  a  diadem  '^om  whose  jewels  the  eagle-f^tone   of 
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HoDOT  hod  drcppedr  with  the  same  momeDi  tbat  had 
raised  It  up  to  her  shaoieleaa  brow. 

Ah  Weill — let  but  KaiseF  or  Courtesan  seize  their 
crown  and  weat"  it,  tliey  sball  find  courtiers  and  coveterB 
enow ;  and  for  its  gems, — Lbe  eagle-stone  that  kui^jhta 
held  high  as  a  Htainleea  taJisiuan,  and  tbat  kings  wore  m 
the  old,  fair,  TearleaB  years  of  old,  ia  oat  of  nse  aad  out  of 
fatihloa  now. 
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I  "  What  a  wouderfu]  womaa  that  is  I'*  aaid  Fanfrelacbci 

I  to  me  a  day  or  two  later  with  a  ai^h  of  passionate  eairy. 
*'  What  do  you  think  she  has  done  ?  Not  conterst  Mtt 
all  the  goods  of  earth,  slie  has  even  secured  herself  inimui- 
tality — kAc  has  hired  Philippe  BisadleP^ 

And  Fanfreluclie  for  once  held  her  breath  in  an  aoao* 
lute  awe  of  amaze. 

"  Iiumortuliby  ["  I  ventured  to  eebo  In  bewildermeiith 
"  And  who,  then,  pray,  may  be  Philippe  Rissole  whu  cau 
confer  it  ?" 

"  Oh,  Heavens  I"  cried  Fanfreluche  iu  a  whirlwind  of 
contempt.  "^  What  a  thing'  it  is  to  have  lived  in  a  pupipet- 
box  and  a  garret  I  Oh,  yon  ignoramua.  you  harbiujan, 
you  most  miserable  of  outsiders  t  Who  is  Philippe  R>ias6iG  F 
He  is  the  arUet  that  made  the  Guarda'  Club  sublime  with 
liiasaiacea  ;  be  is  the  poet  that  made  the  French  EmDasay 
divine  with  bis  hora  d'oeuvrea  ;  ho  \a  the  maestro  that 
made  the  Eniperor  of  Russia  cry,  '  I  am  greater  than 
Cffidar,^  AS  he  ate  a  cutlet  in  curl-papers  ;  he  is  the^'enma 
of  whom  it  has  been  said  that  the  Pope,  embracing  him, 
after  aj'our  mm^re  of  thirty  scrviceSf  mourned  with  teara 
that  it  waa  forbidden  to  send  the  Golden  Rose  to  heada 
crowned  witli  the  glorious  bonnet  blanc  of  the  kitchen. 
He  ia  Philippe  Rissole,  the  Cook  I  And  she  baa  hired 
bim — sb«  I — whoiu  you  once  saw  WAsbing  her  own  pot^ 
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1068  La  eat  with  black  bvead  for  a  noonday  dinne/,  Ob, 
liOi'd  I  Cttu  tbe  '  masses'  ask  fur  a  more  absolute  rutlteD- 
piuDi  of  detuot'Tiitiy  ibad  this  iotJ3y-tQr7y  age  in  which  an 
Avk'O  Dare  cau  livf  lo  hire  a  Fbilippe  Rissole  I" 

I  was  aileu; ;  1  was  not  alive  tu  the  iaiperial  greatness 
of  a  Rissole,  but  I  was  struck  dumb  with  a  curious  sense 
of  marvelou:!*  ^trangtinoga  t^  I  t!ioLiy;bt  of  tbo  womaa 
ivboci  I  bad  oui^e  seeu  greiidily  devuuriaj?  the  gildea 
^insjitu- bread  atid  the  puinted  pt;ppermiut-btickd  of  a  Wake 
fair-'itatl,  now  being  qualified  to  dazzle  tha  sight  of  iLn 
Wo'.-M  with  banquets  titlyil  for  princes  I 

''  Tbey  call  btr  a  alupid  wuniaD,"  pursued  Fanfreluche, 
"pHhaw!  She  has  tho  very  \vit  end  wisdom  ihal  siiila 
bcr  A.ge.  She  \s  a  splendid  strategist ;  there  is  not  a  luao 
in  tbe  town,  however  lofty  his  rank,  that  will  not  accept 
invitations  to  dinners  dt'signed  by  Rissole.  She  knows 
that  those  who  are  wise,  seekini?  to  riae,  and  desiring^  to 
win  the  kudos  of  their  compeers,  will  not  ask  Iheraselyes. 
buTs  tbeygt'oiua?  havu  tht-y  beauty?  have  they  wit  ? 
have  they  power?  bat  will  ayk  tb«rasi;lves  only — cau 
tbey  give  a  "■oud  diuner?  If  thi-y  are  sure  that  tJicy  tan 
— not  fi  ^oud  diuner  in  tho  mere  ordinary  mcaniug  of  the 
word,  Ijut  a  dinuer,  original,  vohiptu<;i;]s,  hariiioQiuus, 
dulcet,  a  'thing  oF  beauty  aud  a  Joy  forever,* — Ihiiri  tbey 
may  know  that  sooner  or  later  ibc  world  will  be  theirs. 
She  aiies  this:  she  docs  not  trust  lo  bor  beuaiy  or  her 
splendor,  to  her  ricbea  or  her  wickedness,  ibc  world  is 
full  of  &ueh  as  tbe.^e  ;  but  aba  obtains  Rissole  I  The  ou!y 
liviug  iJiau  in  Europe  who  can  make  an  epic  worthy  of 
epicures.  To  secure  the  eook  of  the  century  is  to  obtain 
the  roc's  egg.  Who  is  the  most  successful  diplomatist? 
He  wlio  mo!it  enecessfully  entertaias.  Is  there  anything 
80  humaniaiug  as  a  poi'leet  dinner?  Atjything  that  bo 
teods  to  rocoueile  differences,  and  to  smooth  aside  preju- 
dices t  When  a  man  eats  e:£(iuiAitelyi  he  feels  harmoni- 
ously and  ho  thinks  placidly.  What  epicure  would  pro- 
pel a  war  that  should  ban  tbe  truffled  turkeys  of  Paris  from 
bis  own  frontier?  What  gourmet  would  urge  a  'crusade 
for  ideas'  when  the  campaign  would  deprive  him  of  the 
pfitea  of  Strasburg,  of  the  ortolans  of  Loinbardy,  or  of 
the  caviare  of  Russia  ?     A  statesman  will  cast  a  nattOQ 
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recklessly  into  fmid  and  famine  when  it  is  only  the  bread- 
rate  of  the  poor  that  will  have  to  rise,  only  the  porridge- 
pot  of  the  pauper  that  will  have  to  be  empty  ^  but  whea 
he  is  a  dinoer-^iver  of  couaumuiate  art,  and  uaderstani^s 
the  imperishable  qualities  of  the  truffle,  and  the  impera- 
tive necessities  for  the  foie-gras,  he  will  be  no  party  to 
dissension  that  shall  leave  his  menus  incomplete,  and  his 
cook  disconsolate  and  unnerved.  JS'o  one  underataods  so 
well  as  an  epicure  the  mutual  dependence  of  the  nations ; 
for  what  dinner  is  worth  anything-  to  which  all  the  natioita 
do  Qot  contribute  ?  Strike  any  one  nation  cilT  the  list  of 
comuierco,  and  you  strike  some  one  dainty  off  the  bill  of 
fare.  Were  I  a  Sovereign,  all  my  ambassadors  should  be 
the  best  dinner-givers  of  their  tlmea.  Years  ago  I  heard 
the  appointment  of  Lord  Courtly  to  the  Viennese  Em- 
bassy sorely  questioned  and  sneered  at ;  a  miin  whom  I 
know  well  openly  altatked  Lord  Parmesan,  tiieu  chief  of 
F.  0.,  upon  the  unjustifiable  choice.  *  What  single  quali- 
fication does  Courtly  possess  for  such  a  post  ?'  he  per- 
sisted. 'What  single  talent  docs  he  evince  for  such 
an  emitienee  P  Tou  cannot  point  out  onel'  Parmesan 
laughed.  '  Yes  I  can,  hepossesaea  Rissole.'  Parnietsan 
was  shrewd  and  all-Beeing-  amongst  men  ;  he  knew  that 
the  pivot  of  all  diplomacy  turnt;  within  astew-pan,  Avice 
Dare  knows  as  much.  Ere  the  season  be  over  every  ntau 
of  nute  will  havo  dined  with  the  Marchioness  of  Isia, 
Philippe  Kissole  will  ^'ive  her  oiuineuee  iii  the  present, 
and  in  the  future  immortality — for  will  not  the  dianera 
that  he  conceives  and  executes  for  her  table  be  shrined  in 
the  Golden  Books  of  gastronomic  science  forever? 

"The  worst  is,"  added  Paufreluche,  ending  with  a 
sigh  her  impassioned  periodd^ — "the  worst  is,  how  can 
a  womuQ  wbo  once  peeled  her  own  potatoes  be  ever  ca- 
pable of  appreciating  the  genius  of  a  Rissdle  ?  She  loves 
eating,  indued ;  but  what  has  a  vulgar  love  of  eating  Id 
common  with  the  exquisite  delicaeies  of  gastronomical 
diseriminatioQ  Y  The  palate  requires  edueation  from  biith 
upwards;  your  only  true  epicure  is  ever  of  gentle  breed- 
ing. But  now— now — the  canaille  have  all  the  cooka; 
and  Milord  Roture  and  Miladi  Coeotte  give  dinners  that 
would  have  brought  tears  of  ecstasy  to  the  eyea  of  Bril' 
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l&t-l^avanu,  and  all  Ihe  whilo  could  not  themselves  tell 
fur  tbeir  lives  an  ortolan  from  a  sparrow,  or  a  canvas- 
back  dock  from  a  quack-quack  of  tbe  gutter  ]" 

I  paid  lictio  heed  to  ber ;  but  her  prophecies  proved 
correct. 

Isla  House  waa  opened  with  all  the  fresh  ma^diG- 
cence  of  Louis  Quiiize  decoration  ;  tiie  great  cook  created 
a  eeriea  of  dinaera  which  surpassed  anything  that  ho 
had  ever  conceived  for  prince  or  minister  ;  and  whilat  the 
town  talked  of  her  dauntless  effrontery,  of  her  luxe  effra- 
yant,  of  her  iofamj,  and  of  her  ostentation,  half  its  lords 
and  gentlemen  went  to  criticise  tbe  wondera  of  her  tal)le; 
and  their  fair  wives  reg^retted  her  shame  and  her  ein  l*e- 
cauae  those  debarreij  them  from  honoring  banquets  pra- 
pared  bj  Philippe  Riss61e. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 


"  I  WA8  at  tbe  private  Tiew  jefi+*^rd(iy,"  said  Fanfre- 
luebe,  with  a  grio.  "  Uuw'd  I  j^et  in?  As  I  get  every- 
where, simpleton.  I  bid  myaelf  undnr  u  woman's  dreaa, 
— for  all  the  world  as  if  I  were  a  bIdI  And  I  kept  so 
quiet ;  not  a  soul  suspecta  rao,  a  bit  mi--^  than  the  pub- 
lic suspects  the  iTiuuey  that  cbatigea  bqtids  wlieo  tbe 
journals  write  a  etatesmati  into  office,  or  an  arcbbishop 
into  the  primacy.  I  was  at  the  Private  View-  There 
is  notbing  there  that  cornea  near  {rladys's  portrait.  All 
that  mob  of  ministers,  fine  ladies,  critics,  diiodiea,  and 
literati,  were  unanimous  about  it.  It  kills  p^ery  other 
picture  iiear-^and  yet  tbere  is  so  little  color  t^bout  "it! 
'  That  wonderl'ul  white  I'  they  all  say :— but  it  is  the  won- 
derful face  above  the  white  that  charms  them,  Lady 
Otho  was  tbflre;  and  Beltran  was  entangled  with  her 
party.  He  is  always  very  courteous  and  friendly  with 
ber;  be  alwaya  is  with  his  old  loves.     She  looked  v^rj 
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loD^  at  the  picture;  but  sIiR  said  notbiag,  esicept  a  few 
words  of  praiiie  of  the  arLiat ;  bat  awhile  after,  iu  the  niin- 
iature-Tooin,  he  atoad  beside  her,  some  way  apart  from 
ftoy  others.     Then  ehe  addressed  him,  suddenlj: 

"  '  That  glv\  is  very  beaatiful  1' 

'"You  have  seett  her  oa  the  stage,  sure]y?'  be  an- 
swered careleasly. 

"  She  replied  to  hira,  with  a  touch  of  impatience  :  '  On 
the  Btag-e, — of  course  !  But  thej  are  bo  made  up  there 
—one  oever  knows- ' 

"  He  smiled.  *  She  does  uot  need  to  "  make  up."  Have 
you  auy  idea  how  youn^  she  is  ?' 

"  I  saw  her  long  hazel  eyes  flash  five.  '  la  she  not  the 
girl  you  spoke  to  me  of  luogt  romantically  once — long 
ago  ?     The  sister  of  that  dead  boy,  of  that  poet  ?' 

**He  laughed.  '  7  "roraauticl"  surely  that  cao  never 
have  beeo  1     Yes— ahe  is  the  sarue.' 

"^Aud  is  it  true  wliat  the  world  says  of  you  aud  her— 
now  ?'  She  spoke  hurriedly  and  almost  fiercely ;  impulse 
must  have  been  stranj,'-  ou  her  or  aho  would  norer  have 
deigned  to  stoop  to  such  a  question. 

" '  Not  ill  the  least  true/  he  answered  in  hia  most 
negligent  fashion;  'though  I  dou't  know  whom  it  can 
concern.' 

'*'jMot  true  I'  she  euboed;  'when  you  lavisih  all  your 
weahh  on  her,  s[jend  all  your  time  with  her,  are  aeea 
everywhere  besicie  her.' 

"'Not  true,-  he  answered  again  more  coldly.  'As  for 
wealth — 1  have  none  left,  and  if  I  Lad  she  would  only 
take  the  fair  wage  of  her  laient,' 

"She  laughed  a  little;  that  laugh  that  it  never  does 
one  good  to  hear.  '  Indeed  !  Ahl-^pardon  me  if  I  can- 
not believe  in  your  plalonics.' 

"  '  Pevbapa  it  is  natural  you  should  not/  he  murmureil, 
aa  he  drew  her  attention  to  a  miniature.  She  turned  to 
the  art^subject  with  ease  aod  indilTereDfie,  but  her  cheek 
burned  hotly  under  its  delicate  rouge:  she  spoke  no 
more  of  Gladys.  Do  you  ihink  it  was  Severe  ?  Well — ■ 
she  should  not  have  provoked  him.  Women  will  never 
anderstaod  the  wisdom  of  the  '  uon  quieta  movere,'  and 
they  never  will  let  '  the  dead  past  bujy  its  dead,^  and 
comprehend  that  to  open  closed  graves  is  unsightly." 
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'^  But  if  she  should  still  care  for  him?** 

*'  My  dear,  09  I  lold  you,  bIig  carea  enough  to  dislikft 
to  see  liini  care  for  any  other.  Erery  woni«a  ]opea 
enouy^h  for  that.  Evea  Avice  Dare  would  kaow  so 
much  of  the  grand  piissiou.  '  Love  I' — it  is  such  a  pretty 
Bynonjm  for  all  kinds  of  eaviea,  and  egotisms,  and  jeal- 
ousies, and  vicioiJ3  desire's,  Th*;y  are  choice  iu  their 
graceful  eynonyma,  these  dear  biunaa  beings.  They 
wrap  a  nuu^oaa  fat^t  up  in  a  glkbd  phrai^eolo^y,  uotJl 
they  lake  the  pill  like  a  bonbon.  Pwhaw  I  without  that 
felicitou.i  art,  do  you  think  they  would  ever  have  man- 
B^eii  to  cheat  themselves  into  forgetling^  their  eousiaa 
the  apes,  and  only  aeknuwlet-lginy;  their  cousins  the 
ftugels?" 

"There  are  men  who  hold  to,  and  revere,  straight 
eimple  truths,"  I  said  stanehly,  for  I  thought  better  of 
men  than  shu  diii 

•'Are  there,  my  dear?"  phe  replied  with  a  grin.  "I 
never  met  them.  1  have  hyard  a  vety  great  many  men 
*od  woiuyn  call  the  crows  carrion  birds,  and  the  jackals 
carrion  bea^Ld,  with  au  iuGriit.^  deal  of  diggust  aod  much 
fine  horror  at  wLat  ihey  wt>i'G  pleased  to  term  'feasiiag- 
on  corpses  ;^  bnt  1  never  yet  heard  any  one  of  them  ad- 
mit their  own  apptitite  fur  the  rotten  '  corpse'  of  a  pheut' 
aat,  or  the  putrid  h^iuneli  of  a  deer,  to  be  auytbitig  exccipt 
the  choice  tanlu  of  an  e|jienre  !" 

"But  they  do  cook  the  corpses  I"  I  remonstrated; 
wherenpim  she  j^rinned  with  tiiore  lueaoinj^  tban  ever. 

"Exactly  what  I  am  bayinjf,  my  dear,  Tbcir  love  of 
Bynonyms  has  made  them  for*,pet  that  they  are  Carnivori, 
because  they  talk  so  sweetly  of  the  Cuisine.  A  poor, 
blunderinu;,  honest,  ignorant  lion  only  killa  and  ea(s  whea 
the  famine  of  his  body  forces  him  to  obey  that  law  of 
slaug-hter  which  ia  imposed  on  all  created  things,  from 
the  oyster  to  the  jnaUj^  by  what  w©  are  told  ia  the  beauti- 
ful and  heneScent  economy  of  Creation.  Of  eonrse,  the 
lion  is  a  brutal  and  blood-thirsty  beast  of  prey,  to  be 
huDted  down  off  the  face  of  the  earth  as  fast  as  may  be 
Whereas  man—what  does  he  do  ?  He  devours  the  livera 
of  a  ilozen  gefse  in  one  p&te  ;  he  baa  lobsters  boiled 
ftlive,  that  the  scarlet  tint  may  look  tempting  to  bbt 
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palate ;  lie  has  fish  cut  up  or  frieil  in  all  its  living 
a^ouics,  lei^t  he  shouUi  Itise  one  nuance  of  its  flavor;  \i9 
lias  the  ealf  and  the  lamb  killeij  in  their  tender  age  that 
be  may  eat  dainty  sweetbreads ;  be  haa  quaila  and  piovera 
Blaughtered  ia  the  oesting-  seaaon,  that  he  may  taste  a 
alice  of  their  breast;  he  crusheii  oysters  in  his  teeth 
Tvhilsr,  life  is  io  them  ;  bu  bay  scores  of  birds  and  animals 
BJalt)  for  one  dlnoer,  that  he  may  have  the  naraljerlesa 
dishes  whieh  fashion  exacts;  and  then— all  the  tiniB  talk- 
ing aoftiy  of  rissole  ami  mayonnaise,  of  consomme  and 
eutremet,  of  eroqiieito  and  cotelettc, — the  dear  gourmet 
diJitourwes  on  his  cbai'iuin^  Science,  and  thanks  God  that 
he  i8  not  as  the  pardcd  beasts  that  prej  I" 

"  Well,"  said  I,  sulkily,  for  I  am  fond  myself  of  a  good 
vol  au  veot, — •'well,  you  ha^e  said  that  eating  is  a  law 
in  the  eeonomiea^or  the  waste — of  creation.  Is  it  not 
well  to  clothe  a  distasteful  and  barbaric  necessity  in  a 
refining  i^-uise  and  uuder  an  eleyant  nomenclature  ?" 

'■Sophist I"  said  FanfrelncJie,  wiib  much  scorn,  though 
she  herself  is  as  keen  an  epicury  ami  as  suave  a  sophist^ 
for  that  matter,  as  J  know.  "  I  never  denied  that  it  wag 
well  for  men  to  cheat  themselves,  through  the  art  of  their 
cooks,  iute  believiuf^  that  tboy  are  not  brutes  and  lic^aats 
of  prey — it  is  well  eseecdintrly — fijr  their  vanity.  Life  ia 
suaUiined  uuly  by  the  destruction  of  life.  Cookery,  the 
divine,  can  turn  Lhid  horrible  fact  inio  a  iioetle  ideali^im  ; 
can  twine  the  butcliur^s  knife  with  lilies,  and  hide  the 
carcass  uuder  roses.  But  I  do  as^iiredly  think  that^ 
wlieu  they  sit  down  every  night  with  their  menu  of 
twenty  services,  they  should  not  call  the  poor  lion  bad 
[lanie^  for  eating  ati  antelope  once  a  fortnight." 

And,  with  the  true  consistency  of  preachers,  Fanfre- 
luche  helped  herself  to  a  Madeira-stewed  kidney  which, 
stood  amougst  other  delicaciea  on  the  deserted  luncheon 
table. 

We  were  in  the  inner  portion  of  Beltran's  chambers; 
1  occasionally  strayed  across  the  length  of  the  park,  and 
I'ouud  my  way  thltlier.  I  had  grown  wary  of  all  thieves* 
beffuilements  and  stratagems;  and  1  liked  dearly  to  find 
myself  once  more  in  those  well-beloved  spacious  apart* 
ments,  ^ith  their  deep,  soft,  blue  color^,  and  their  cbana* 
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ing  confusion  of  bric-&.-ljrac ;  their  maeculine  litter  an<l 
tlieii'  artisitic  luxuries ;  iheir  familiar  acent  of  cigar  amoke, 
aad  ihfiir  quaint  bits  of  prireless  virtu. 

For  picturesque  charm,  and  for  true  comfort  and  loxa- 
riotisness,  I  Jo  not  tbJBk  there  is  a  mansion  in  the  town 
which  cau  appra^icb  some  of  thode  perfect) j-arrang'ed 
ubambera  tbat,  look  out  on  tbe  Green  Purlt,  or  atud  the 
varloua  streets  of  the  quarter  of  St.  James,  They  have 
all  ft  woman's  elegauce  and  all  a  man's  oegligence;  the 
'^nmbinatiou  i^  perfectino. 

While  she  ate  htr  kidne  j,  and  I  dozed  on  a  couch,  there 
entered  iuto  the  outer  room  bis  sister,  the  Countess  of 
Leifltwafdino  ;  a  womati  of  Doble  presence,  wearing  her 
forty  or  more  years  with  bloom  and  majesty. 

bcltr&D,  who  was  at  that  moment  going  out  to  bis 
phaeton  below,  met  her  face  to  face ;  he  stood  Btilli  and 
bent  lits  head  to  her  in  silence. 

She  came  quickly  up  to  him:  she  waa  an  impulsive 
woman  despite  her  dignity. 

"  Vere, — don't  let  Hif  be  estranged,'^  she  aaid  softly.  *'I 
did  not  tbink  what  I  said  T' 

lie  gavo  her  \n^  hand  instantly  ;  he  waa  not  a  man  to 
refuse  to  meut  such  an  ad  ("ante. 

"  1  G.m  afniid  you  did  think,"  be  said  with  a  amile.  "It 

was  tiie  thought  I  resenti'id ■" 

"Oh  uo^oh  DD,'^  she  eaid  a  little  hurriedly.  "I  never 
think  anything;  against  you.      Surely  you  know  that  ?" 

**  Why  do  you  not  take  my  word,  then  1"'  he  asked 
quietly.     . 

"  Tbey  are  such  very  strange  drcumstaaces,"  she  mur- 
mured ;  "  so  very  equivocal." 

He  raised  bis  eyebrows  a  little,  and  moved  an  arm- 
chair towards  her  id  silence. 

"No — thanks,  I  am  iti  a  hurry  homeward/'  she  said, 
leaning  her  hand  oq  the  back  of  ihe  chair.  "  I  ouly  came 
to  see  if  you  were  here — oue  never  has  a  chance  to  speak 
a  serious  word  in  society.  As  you  were  alone  I  could 
not  help  f^uyiiij  to  you, — let  my  injurious  words  be  for- 
gotten, and  believe,  oh.  always  believe.  Vere,  that  you 
have  no  truer  friend  than  I  am,  no  one  who  loves  yoo 
more  dearly  than  I  do.     And  if  X  grieve  over — over — 
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iome  things  in  wiiat  seems  to  me  a  wasted  career,  it  ia 
oatj,  onlj,  my  brother,  because  I  reriienibcr  too  tenor 
ciously  and  too  fotidly  the  hopes  and  the  promises  of 
your  youth." 

He  listened,  toucbetl  by  thG  words,  moved  yet  more  by 
the  tears  that  stood  in  the  eyes  of  this  haughty  aod 
worldly-wise  woman  of  his  race.  He  was  silent  ft 
JDUomeat,  theo  he  answered  her: 

"  You  cannot  be  more  dissatisfied  with  my  life  than  I 
am;  but, — which  of  my  contemporaries  is  more  couleat 
with  ilia  own  ?  Satiety  lies  like  a  curse  on  ua  all;  and  it 
is  little  odds  whether  it  be  born  of  ambition  op  of  pleasure. 
Perfaftps,  if  you  knew  all,  you  might  not  think  mine  bo 
utterly  wasted,  though  it  ia  idle  aud  barren  of  renown; 
but, — that  does  not  matter  uiucb;  it  is  certainly  selBeh 
and  useless  enough  not  to  bw  worth  a  defease.  Yet — ■ 
listeti  to  me  an  iuettiQt.  You  kaow  that  I  should  not  tie 
to  you?" 

"  Nor  to  any  one/'  she  said,  looking  on  him  with  a 
proud  and  sad  tenderness. 

He  bent  his  head. 

"Well — you  aay,  too,  that  you  bear  me  some  love. 
Listen  to  me,  theu.  More  than  a  year  Bg'O,  I  told  you  that 
had  my  molher  been  llvia|r  I  should  have  taken  Gladya 
Gerant  to  her.  You  heard : — ^but  you  refused  to  assist 
iiie  ;  you  rcfust'd  to  Itind  her  your  countunanee.  What 
you  refused  to  do,  I  could  nut  ask  of  any  woman  tegs 
near  to  mc,  When  I  sought  to  inierest  any  in  her  they 
Diet  me  with  the  question, — -^  What  does  your  sister  say?* 
To  such  a  question  I  could  give  no  answer:  you  had  de- 
prived me  of  oue.  What  haa  been  the  consequence  ? 
That  in  lieu  of  hein^  honored  by  the  world  as  her  g-iflii 
md  btT  parity  demand,  ehe  is  classed  by  the  world  with 
its  most  venal  order,  and  nothing  that  I  can  do  or  declare 
cau  move  one  hair'sbreadth  of  the  weight  of  calumny 
off  her.  Now,  on  my  faith  as  a  gentleniuD,  this  womau 
you  coodemn  le  aa  innocent  os  your  own  dflu^btera^  of 
her  beauty  aad  ber  genius  yoa  have  judged  publicly;  to 
the  exquisite  grace  and  nobility  of  her  mind  and  heart 
no  words  of  mine  could  ever  render  jiisiicc.  You  have 
ipoken  of  my  youth;;  in  her  [reBcnce  aioaa  do  its  better 
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Instiacta  revive,  does  its  dead  promise  still  seem  capable 
of  reeurreclioD.  Beatrice,  it  is  uot  loo  lute.  Will  jou 
— evea  now — ^o  to  lier;  have  faith  iu  her;  lend  her  tho 
ehield  of  your  high  imrue,  prove  to  the  world  that  my 
Biater  at  iL-a.st  belk'ves  that  I  do  not  He  f  It  is  uot  loo 
lale — you  oct-upy  ihe  stulion  fronii  which  it  is  puasible 
to  stem  the  tide  of  Bland4T:  let  her  once  be  seen  with 
you,  arid  you  will  save  her  forever  fi-om  the  vibfltsa  aod 
the  cowardice  of  calumuJes  which  she  is  too  inuoc-tiot 
ever  to  iniagiue  cau  tissaii  her;  aud  from  which  I — & 
man,  and  Klt  reputed  lover — am  uUerfy  powerless  to  de- 
fend her  lifa  You  beliuve  me,  you  say — will  you  do  this 
for  my  &Ato  and  the  sake  of  truth  ?" 

He  spoke  for  ihe  sole  time  in  hia  life  with  sad  and 
pasi^iouato  earnestnesa  :  it  wns  not  for  himself  Lliat  h«d 
pleaded;  and  hia  worda  followed  one  another  eagerly, 
eloquedtly,  iiDSelfishly ;  with  a  prayer  which  one  would 
Lave  thought  no  woman  uvei*  could  have  heard  m  vain. 

His  sister  lisiened.  the  tears  in  her  hauj^^hly  ttyes  \  she 
howed  her  head  as  he  paused,  and  over  her  bent  face 
passed  tremulous  ehadowa  of  yielding  and  of  regrut. 
She  sighed,  and  slrttchtd  out  her  handa  to  him. 

"Anything'  but  that — anything  I  It  ia  not  possible — . 
an  aetrcgs, — my  daughLers — think  what  the  world  would 
say  of  niel" 

His  teeth  clinched  on  \u6  lip;  he  was  bitterly  wounded. 

'*Need  a  woman  of  my  race  pause  foL'  iliatf"  he  mat* 
teied  with  passiooate  scorn.  He  had  been  unwise  enough 
to  hope;  he  had  siooped  his  pride  to  plead.  His  diiap. 
pointmenl  was  intense  ;  his  mortlficatioo  supreme. 

She  laid  her  hands  upon  his  arm. 

Oh,  Vere  1  1  do  believe — I  do  indeed.  She  is  beautiful, 
eiceediD^ly,  and  no  doubt  she  is  all  else  that  jou  say, 
but  the  world  holda  her  as  your  mistress;  I  cannot  sul>. 
ject  my  cbildron^ '^ 

"  That  ia  enough  I"  ho  said  Btemly.  '*  If  you  e&ine 
here  for  peace,  not  for  feud,  you  had  beet  g&y  no  more." 

"But  you  forgive  me?  You  will  not  bo  augored 
again  ?" 

He  smiled;  bis  coldest  and  most  ovil  BDiile. 

"  An^rijred  ?  Because  you  prove  bo  true  to  your  set. 
and  your  order  7     Oh  no — oh  do  I" 
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She  would  aare  answered  him,  but  he  we&t  to  tba 
tloor,  bade  the  servant  call  the  Lady  Leintwardine's  car- 
riage, and  led  her  with  grave  and  graceful  courteay  down 
tha  stairway  to  the  street  below. 

' '  Do  jou  kno  w  what  Gladys  la  to  him  now,  mj  dear  ?" 
eaid  Fanfrelucbe  grimly. 

"Scarcely!"  1  murmured,  bewildered. 

"Then  1  will  tell  you,"  sho  auswered  with  cauetic 
cnrtness.  *'  Sbs  13  ibe  only  womao  whom  he  has  Ipved 
IP  all  the  length  of  big  life." 

The  voices  of  the  dilettanti  were  echoed  by  the  public 
crowd  when  the  doors  of  the  Academy  were  opened  to 
fihese  last.  There  was  no  picture  eo  sought  as  that  of 
the  Cupbearer  of  Vortigera.  Ila  recogoltiou  aa  a  portrait 
was  its  chief  intereat  to  the  iflQititude ;  but  e^fen  those 
who  ouly  came  to  It  for  this  coarser  reason  were  touched 
into  silence  and  admiration  before  that  spiritual,  proud, 
poetic  face,  that  had  so  little  in  ita  look  of  earthly  care  or 
eartlily  thought.  Orcr  the  lightest  and  loweat  that  came 
ihithtiL'  it  had  a  straogo  subduing  power,  which  hushed 
the  conimoa  parlaoco  00  their  toQgues,  and  seat  thoui 
mute  and  wondering  away, 

"  This  picture  has  increased  your  celebrity  tenfold, 
Glftdyd,"  said  Beltran  to  her  on  the  third  day  of  iia  ex- 
hibition, when  hi!  atrolled  beside  hor  through  the  green 
aisles  of  her  proity  gartleu. 

She  smiled:  the  smile  so  pathetic  in  its  meditation 
and  its  eloquence  that  was  on  the  mouth  of  the  daughter 
of  Hengist. 

"  I  do  not  care  for  that!  But — if  it  would  make  the 
people  love  mo  a  little  I  should  be  glad," 

"Why?  Do  you  want  that?'*  Bultraa  asked  her 
gently. 

"  J  do  not  know,"  she  said  with  a  half  sigh.  "But — 
wbeu  you  see  thoso  thousands  looking  at  you  night  aftet 
night,  al]  strnnger3,  all  naiaielefjs  to  you,  yet  all  taring  aa 
little  for  you  that,  if  you  died  ere  the  play  was  ended, 
tbey  would  only  feel  themselves  cheated  of  their  spectacle, 
you  cannot  help  wishing  that  yon  had  a  little  of  their 
friendship,  a  little  of  their  love,  and  were  not  only  to 
tbem  jtist  a  mere  toy  to  be  watched,  a  mere  mechabism 
to  be  dissected." 
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'*  With  all  yoor  {^'eniui^,  liow  little  you  are  Bt  for  the 
atage — for  our  stage  I  Great  Heavens  !"  he  muttered,  and 
\e  paced  the  lawn  with  his  head  beat  as  be  spoke. 

Then  he  came  lo  her,  and  took  her  bands  m  his. 

"Gladys,  sometimes  it  seems  to  me  like  a  crime  to 
have  brought  your  youth,  your  innocence,  your  divinA 
nature  into  Ruch  a  worid  as  thii?  of  oars.  Oh,  my  child, 
if  evftr  yoii  should  reproach  me " 

Sbe  lifted  ber  eyeato  him  in  wondec,  she  seldom  saw  him 
thus  mo7ed.  Thenebe  stooped,  and  with  exquisite  grace 
and  obeisance  in  tb«  action,  tonubed  hta  band  with  ber  lips. 

"  Reproach  !  1  !  If  yog  chose  to  kill  me  you  would 
h&7e  a  right  to  my  life,  You,  who  have  bestowed  on  tae 
3verjthiog  on  earth  I" 

"Hush,  husbr'^aid  Beltran  almost  harshly.  "You 
owa  me  notbing  !  God  grant  only  that  you  may  never 
blame  me." 

Sbe  looked  abfaim  with  a  smile — ^that  smile  of  ineffable, 
exhauatlcss  faith  wbich  ever  makes  iha  face  it  lightens 
half  divine. 

She  loveii  him — it  was  so  easy  to  sec — with  such  per- 
fect tenderjjess,  such  absolute  adoration.  She  hardly 
know  it ;  he  was  "  her  frieud  ;"  he  used  no»o  of  the  lan- 
guaijfc  oF  lovers;  ho  had  nev^er,  us  he  had  said,  touched 
her  lips  with  hta  own;  he  subjugated  whatever  paaaion 
be  mi^ht  feel  with  a  storo  self-control  ualikc  any  other 
thing  in  his  self-indulgent  and  too  reckless  life.  But  love 
Tor  him  had  grown  into  the  religion  of  her  existence. 

Although  be  bad  never  let  her  know  the  extent  of  the 
iervicea  he  had  rendered  her,  veiling  them  under  genf-r- 
oua  fictions  of  her  art,  and  of  its  values,  yet  ibere  waa 
mnuh  that  he  could  not  conceal.  Through  bim  aloue  she 
had  been  raised  as  by  raa^ie  from  utter  misery,  want,  ob- 
scurity, and  desolatioit,  to  perfect  ease,  elegance,  peace, 
EDd  fame.  lu  truth,  her  debt  to  bim  waa  moaaureloss ; 
and  yet  vaster  than  kIiq  even  dreamed  : — for  she  knew 
not  of  those  deptha  of  the  world's  dangers,  or  of  the 
perila  to  her  of  his  own  passion,  from  which  he  continu- 
ally defended  her:  defended  her  even  against  himself, 
because  his  simple  creed  "  the  good  faith  of  a  gentleman' 
forbade  him  to  injure  what  lay  defenseless  at  bis  mercy. 
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Ah  I  revile  that  old  faith  as  you  will,  it  hag  lasted 
[ong^r  than  any  other  caltus  \  aad  whilst  aliars  hav'e 
reeled,  aad  idols  boen  sbattered,  aad  priests  chaQged 
theii- teachiaga,  and  peoples  altered  their  gods,  the  old 
faith  has  lasted!  through  ail ;  and  she  simple  iastiiict  of 
Ibo  Greek  eupatrid  aad  of  the  Rymaii  patrician  sliil  moves 
tlie  heart  of  the  Englisb  ^rentlemaa — .the  iDstinct  of  No' 
bieseti  Oblige. 

Sho  loved  him,  as  I  say,  with  sweetest,  highest,  raoat 
inuoceat,  and  yet  moat  pasJiionate  devotion,  la  her  eyes, 
in  her  voice,  in  her  unasked  sabtnlssioa  to  him,  in  ber 
countenance  when  ho  entered  the  place  where  she  was, 
she  betrayed  it  utterlyj  because  utterly  ignorant  of  the 
true  meaning^  of  this  concenti'ation  of  her  whole  life  in  his 
wbich  to  her  seemed  simplest  gfratitude. 

He  bad  been  much  loved  by  many  women  ;  men  of 
his  type  erep  are  so ;  many  a  woman  of  tlie  world  had. 
been  titun^  hy  bis  listless  contempt,  or  beguiled  by  bia 
indolent  wuoinji;,  into  a  passion  that  had  become  the  one 
real,  vital,  undying  thing  in  all  her  artilicial  existence. 
Many  a  younjr  girl,  like  poor  Nellie,  bad  spent  on  him 
aH  tbe  fresbaoss  and  fervor  of  her  heart  in  a  worship  won 
merely  by  some  gentle,  careless  word,  or  some  kindly 
glance  from  those  eyes  commonly  so  cold  and  weary,  in 
wlneh  he  bad  meaut  no  more  than  a  tuaa  means  when  be 
gives  a  caress  to  a  playful  horse.  But  although  far  aad 
wide  bo  had  awakened  oiora  love  than  be  ever  needed  or 
heeded,  he  had  not  over  been  loved  as  he  was  now  by 
thia  creature  who  owed  all  to  Uim  ;  this  poet  wbo  had 
all  the  strength  and  the  elei/atioti  of  genius,  tbiij  child 
who  htid  all  tbo  innocence  and  tiustfuUiesa  of  Infancy 
Tofewmenlsitgivcn  to  be  tbtia  loved,  with  a  love  in  which 
the  mind  bears  asg'rcat  and  pure  a  part  a»  the  heart,  and 
the  iatclligence  is  centered  uo  less  than  the  passions. 

It  was  a  jewel  of  pri^re  which  fell  in  hisliiath,  and  often 
I  wondered  whether  he  would  tread  it  down  in  the  earth 
at  the  last  beneatb  bis  foot,  or  whether  he  would  raiae  it 
Up  aa  be  weat,  and  cberisb  it  in  safety  in  hiR  breast. 

Sometimes  I  thought  that  the  misty  of  the  sins  and 
the  satieties  of  the  world  were  still  so  darkly  about  him 
that  he  saw  not  its  value,  and  would  crush  ij   tareleseily 
3K  4t* 
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io  mere  nei^Iigence :  and  at  others  I  thought  that  he  koew 
its  beauiy  so  well  that  he  deemed  his  own  band  not  UO' 
nuHied  enough  evef  to  touch  and  to  late  it. 

The  world  held  blm  closely  ;  he  had  beeQ  with  it  and 
of  it  ao  long  ;  he  was  bo  deeply  steeped  in  its  tired,  skep- 
ticAJ,  j^tty,  diasolute  temper;  he  had  ao  long  learned  to 
think  with  it  that  Dothiog  was  desirable  save  the  distracy 
tioo  of  the  immediate  momeat,  aad  the  baaisbmeat  of  all 
emotiooal  weaknesB. 

Gat  the  world  could  not  wholly  abaorb  a  man  to  whom, 
io  the  years  of  hia  youth,  a  lofty  ambition  had  murmured 
its  dreams,  and  an  ideal  love  had  Bhadowed  its  meaning. 
The  ambition  bad  died,  stifled  by  pleasure;  the  ideal  had 
beeo  forgotten,  supplanted  by  the  seneea.  But  some' 
times  I  thouglii  that,  when  he  gazed  iu  the  soul-lit  eyes 
of  Gladys^  and  heard  the  eloquence  of  her  poetic  thoughts, 
both  the  dreams  and  the  faiths  of  bis  boyhood  came  back 
to  him,  and  that  he  no  longer  Boug-bt  an  intrigue,  an  idle- 
ness, a  selfish  indalgence,  a  plaything  for  the  passions, 
but  at  last  al&o — loved.  And  loved,  at  length,  so  well 
that  he  denied  desii'e  and  restrained  passion 

Meatiwhile— whilst  this  struggle  hid  its  violeoce  in  hia 
prowd  silent  heart,  and  this  self-negation  was  covered  by 
bis  proTcn  armor  of  careless  and  caustic  iodiffereuiie — ^sll 
his  familiar  friends  had,  of  coarse,  decided  for  him  that 
he  was  a  libertine,  Bucceasful  as  usual,  and  that  she  waa 
a  toy  for  whom  he  showed  somewhat  more  gentleDcss 
tbiiu  common. 

Indeed  I  ofteu  woudcr  to  bear  the  complaints  that  are 
made  ae  to  the  elightness  aad  scarce  fiiocerities  of  the 
friendship  of  this  day. 

I  know  not  why  you  complain  ;  there  was  surely  never  an 
era  when  your  friends  took  more  active  iutereet  in  the  diid- 
cu&siou  and  disposal  of  your  affairs,  or  took  more  trouble  to 
insure  that  the  vury  worst  possible  should  be  said  of  you 

What  more  can  you  want?  J  assure  you  that  society 
thinks  much  bettor  of  you  the  more  evil  it  deetds  you. 
They  called  him  now  fearfully  immoral,  and  respected 
him:  if  they  had  been  told  the  truth  and  been  brought 
to  believe  it,  they  would  have  certainly  thought  him  a 
fool  or  a  madman,  and  be  would  have  sunk  in  their  eati' 
mation  accordingly, 
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When  any  of  this  that  they  said  of  hiiosM.f  drifted 
home  to  him  he  smiled  \  he  was  a.  man  of  tho  world :  but 
DOW  and  then  when  he  was  iilone  he  ceased  for  a  moment 
to  be  a  man  of  the  world,  and  theo  his  leeth  clinched 
and  his  eyes  darkened — -because  he  thought  of  her. 

"  Good  God  I  what  a  society  we  li^e  ia,  in  which  a 
woman's  ionocenco  is  a  ihing  iucrodible  I"  he  said  onea 
io  a  rare  moment  of  impulsive  utterauce  to  big  friend 
Denzih 

"  Nay/'  Baid  Dcuzil  with  a  smile  that  had  all  the  bitr- 
terness  of  his  dead  love  in  it,  "  Let  her  lose  her  iquo- 
cence,  and  she  will  Gud  champions  enough  !" 

Ia  the  saying  dark  to  you  wbo  read  ?  Ah,  then  I  yoa 
■do  not  kaow  sotiiety. 

In  the  same  week  that  the  Academy  opened  I  was 
lying  in  the  suu  upon  the  lawn  ;  the  garden  of  the  villa 
was  blooming  wiih  jonquilB  and  hyacinths  ;  the  haw* 
thoTU  ehrubberieB  were  ia  their  first  budding  bloom ;  the 
birds  in  the  conservatory  were  singing,  amidst  azaleas 
and  oauaelUas,  and  theii'  music  came  through  the  oper^ 
doors. 

All  was  sweet  and  sunny  ;  through  one  of  the  pretty 
mnllioned  casements  I  isaw  the  luxurious  little  library 
within;  Gladys  sat  there,  reading  at  aii  oakea  lectern  j 
the  rich  dark  velvet  of  her  skirta  had  the  color  of  a  Titian 
picture  ;  and  her  delicate  head  seemed  jiainted  in  gold 
upon  the  shadow  of  the  deep-hned  chamber. 

All  was  picturo-iike  ;  all  full  of  fragrance  ^  all  eloquent 
of  B.  potice  around  which  gold  had  drawn  a  clmrmcd  circle 
that  pain  could  not  brt:ak. 

The  roll  of  the  carriagea  in  the  streets  and  roads  be- 
yond the  walla  was  only  dully  heard;  only  pleasantly 
suggestive  of  the  gay  and  endless  life  around. 

As  I  half  dreamed  and  half  Blumbercd,  in  my  calm 
rererie,  in  ray  sunlit  resting-place,  there  came  to  ma 
Fanfreluche  ;  pressing  through  tlie  bronze  scroll-work  of 
the  entrance  gate  with  the  daring  independence  of  her 
habitual  morements. 

She  approached  more  slowly  than  was  her  wont,  and 
I  eaw  that  her  brilliant  eyes  were  for  once  dim  and 
troubled. 
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**  I  have  W  tidings,"  she  said  Bimplj.  "  Nellie  iB  dead  " 

*'Deadl"  I  couM  only  echo  the  word  dully  acd 
Btnpidly. 

"  Yes — jon  &9fced  me  of  her  some  time  ago.  She  Is 
dead  of  cold,  and  exertion,  and  fever;  brouglit  on  by 
sitting  up  mnnjr  nights  with  a  little  hallet,  girl  of  tho 
Palace  Theatc^r ;  liltle  Clarice  Vaughan,  who  slckeoed 
and  died  first  of  Ek  sort  of  low  fe^er,  they  saj," 

**  Dead,  dead  1  since  when  V  \  muttered  Btupldly  Biill ; 
death  seemed  to  me  a  ihin;^  that  it  was  impossible  to 
utter  iQ  the  sarne  breath  with  the  eame  of  that  sturdy, 
rosy,  blue-eyed  young  creature,  saucy  as  a  boy,  blithe 
as  a  bird,  untiriDg  bs  a  chamois,  the  little  dauntless  dare- 
devil, who  feared  neither  man  nor  woman  t 

"  Since  an  hour  ago — only,"  Fanfreluebe  answered  roe 
gravely,  without  a  touch  of  mockery  or  any  caustic  word, 
"She  was  ill  but  a  brief  time,  I  think.  We  were  about 
to  drive  to  Ilurlingham  to-d(iy,  when  a  little  tattered  hoy 
came  up-,  the  groonii?  pushed  him  away,  but  Beltraii 
listened  to  him.  He  said  that  Nell  Brown  was  dyings 
and  the  old  Granny  had  sent  him^  would  my  lord  let 
Nell  see  him  afore  she  died  ?  tbey  thought  she  wouldn't 
live  an  hour.  Beltran,  without  a  word,  turned  his  horses' 
heads  to  that  poor  place  where  she  dwelt  You  saw  it 
oqee  ?  I  was  already  in  the  phaeton  ;  and  descended  and 
followed  him  as  he  went  through  the  house;  the  old 
woman  weeping  and  wringing  her  hamlft,  and  cryiQg 
Sorely  because  she  was  all  alone  in  the  world  at  eighty 
yearB,  and  moaning  out  how  Nellie,  '  as  was  such  a  rare 
good  child,  if  'twarn^t  for  her  wild  humors,  had  been  so 
willful  and  bo  mad,  and  had  dug  her  own  grave,  say  all 
as  one  would,  a'tending  little  Annie  Bellj  as  had  been 
down  with  fe?er,  and  dead  and  buried  mor'n  two  weeks 
agone.''  Beltran  answered  her  with  a  few  words  of  pity 
aud  consolation  ;  and  was  ushered  by  her  into  the  little 
chamber  where  you  once  saw  Gladys  Geraut  saved  from 
famine — and  worse. 

"Nellie  was  stretched  upon  her  little  truckle-bed j  tho 
Bun  came  io  over  the  roofs,  the  canary  moped  in  his 
cage,  tho  golden  creeper  hung  witheriag  for  want  of 
water  ■  the  bttle  room  was  full  of  gay  and  tawdry  rib* 
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bona,  and  gauzes,  and  tinsel,  and  all  the  gUttir  of  stage 
costu  me*  Her  eyes  were  dos«d  ;  her  face  b  ad  lost  all  ita 
color  adid  ruundiiesa ;  tbere  was  a  terrible  blue  pallor 
about  tbe  mouth.  I  tbouj^bt  that  she  was  dead  ah'eadj; 
BO  did  he. 

"  He  went  up  to  the  bed,  aad  stooped  over  her  with  a 
few  gentle  worda.  Hia  voiee  seemed  to  electrify  her; 
her  ejes  opened  euddcQly,  with  a  blinded  aenselesa  look; 
her  breath  came  fast  and  stifled. 

"  '  Do  you  not  know  me,  Nellie?'  be  asked  hot — so 
gently  still.  'My  poor  girl — why  not  Lave  told  us  of 
your  illuesis  earlior  ?  If  1  had  only  heard^f  1  had  only 
dreamt—' 

"She  gazed  at  him  with  more  of  comprehenaion,  and 
a  sudden  flash  caiue  over  the  griiyoeaa  of  her  face  tbat 
gave  it  onue  more  something-  of  ita  fresh  and  rosy  hues. 

" '  I  sent — I  sent,'  s^ho  gasped.  '  I  donH  know  bow  I 
dared — but  you  was  alway-n  so  good,  my  lord.' 

'^'Bare  is  no  word  between  you  and  me,  Nellie,'  be 
answered  ber.  '  Ton  bad  the  courage  to  stay  my  hand 
OQce,  Id  a  pa.'^aion  that  wji3  maVmg  me  a  brute.  I  owe 
yoii  much  ;  only  tell  me  how  I  caa  pay  it?' 

"  ller  dntl  strained  eyes^  that  had  lo&t  all  their  old, 
smiling,  azure  light,  looked  up  at  him  piteoualy.  She 
gasped  for  breath — for  speech — once  or  twiee  vainly. 

"  '  If  only  you  would  have  let  me  help  you  !'  he  said  to 
b6r.  '  But  you  would  never  take  anything  fi'om  me — not 
evea  such  iufluence  and  interest  as  I  may  possess.  It  19 
not  too  late  now,  you  are  ao  yonng,  so  strong;  I  will  get 
you  all  the  aid,  all  the  science,  that  the  town  holds ' 

"  She  interrupted  him  with  a  plaintive  motion  of  her 
bright  curly  bead,  that  hung  so  languidly  like  a  wouQded 
bird's. 

"'I'm  a3  good  as  dead,'  she  muttered  slowly  and 
feebly;  'else  I  wouldn't  have  sent — nerer — never!  But 
I  want  to  say  one  word,  sir^if  you  won't  be  angered-' 

"'Siiy  on,  Ndlie.' 

"There  was  an  laBnite  pity  in  hia  voice;  he  bad  seen 
death  oflen  enough  to  Jcnow  that  the  hope  which  he  had 
bald  out  to  her  was  utterly  vain. 

"StiJl,  with  her  eyes  gazing  up  at  him,  ho  woefQlly^ao 
prayerfully,  she  spoke  her  feeble  and  broken  words: 
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"*1  wanted  to  say — I've  heard,  my  lord,  all  manncT 
of  evil  tliinga  other — and  you.  IVe  heard  that- — that — 
she  have  come  to  abame,  though  it's  a  g-iided  onej  and  1 
know — I  kuow-^as  it's  &  lie.' 

"'It  is  a  lie.' 

"  His  face  was  very  dark, — hia  voice  was  very  grave, 
as  he  auswered  ber, 

"  '  I  said  so  I — I  said  so  I^  she  murruured,  her  hoarse 
weak  voice  for  the  niotuetit  rlDging-  with  melody  and 
Btrength  once  more.  '  I  said  as  she  was  innoceot  and 
pure  as  tvoy  Itttle  child — lie  all  ihey  wouMh  And  I  kept 
ftWay  from  her, — because  the  Hikes  o' me  seen  near  her 
couldn't  but  do  her  harm  ;  me  being  so  common,  and  bo 
ignorant,  and  so  low  like  upon  the  stage;  and  she  so 
beautiful,  and  ao  k-arned,  and  so  great  a  lady,  one  may 
say.  Uut^ — but  you  know  as  they  do  &&y  nil  them  things 
of  you  and  her?— you  know  what  sho  be  thought  to  be? 
You  know  &9  fihe'll  never  he  clear-ed  of  what  they  talk — 
Be^cr,  never,  never  I' 

"'  I  know  I' 

^'  The  wooden  rail  of  the  chair,  on  which  his  hands 
rested,  was  broken  by  the  clinch  of  them  upon  it  as  tie 
epoke. 

"  'But  it  won't  ever  he  irueV  she  cried,  raiBlng  herself 
upon  one  nrm,  and  conquering  for  that  brief  space  the 
agouiea  and  (be  weakness  of  death,  *  Yon 'II  never  make 
It  irutf  It  don't  half  niatter  If  it  isn^t  true.  You  see — 
yju  see,  sir — it  all  came  through  me  ;  her  knowing  of 
you  first.  I  don't  think  I  could  lie  quiet  in  my  grave  if 
Bhe  ever  lived  to  curse  me  for  it.  And  she  uould  curse 
me-^when  she  came  to  see  us  she  wn3  eeoroed  I  Oh, 
promise  me,  tay  lord,  as  she  shan't  ever  have  no  cause — • 
promise  me,  promise  nie,  she^lI  live  and  die  in  honor  I' 

"He  was  sileiit  awhile;  then  he  gently  bowed  bia 
head. 

"  •  I  do  promise  you — ao  far  as  in  me  lies  to  keep  her  so.' 

"  Her  eyes  cloj?ed ;  her  chest  heaved. 

" '  Thank  God,'  fthe  murmured.  '  I  never  doubted  you 
—/never  doubted.^ 

"  '  If  you  did  not,  you  had  a  rarer  faith  than  any  frie&d 
I  hold  I     But,  Nellie,  speak  rather  of  youraelf;  tell  m« 
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what  I  can  do  for  you  ?    Mj  poor  cbild^  you  eh  all  not 
die  at  such  years  as  yours  I' 

"'  A  wan,  faiotj  bitter  smile  played  o?er  her  drftwn, 
parched  lips. 

'"What  matter  years?' she  muttered.  'Maybe  it's 
best.  I'd  have  had  to  go  on  forever,  act — act — act.  And 
even  now^ — I  Was  tired:  very  tired  sometimes.  Tell  her  I 
loved  her  always — will  you  ?  Don't  let  her  think  as  I^d 
t;eased  to  care ' 

'"But  tell  Die  something  you  wi^h  done — for  your 
eelf — for  yourself  alone!' 

"  He  E^pokeearDestly,  urgently  ;  he  saw  that,  with  every 
Beeocd;  sense,  and  thought,  and  eight  were  dying  in  her 

"'There's  nothing/  she  gasped  feebly,  '  Ph'raps  if 
you'd  be  good  enow  to  keep  old  Gran  from  want  ?  She'n 
nobody  but  me;  and  I  couldn't  save — much.' 

"  He  stooped  over  her  tenderly. 

"  '  She  shall  uevcr  need  whilst  she  lives.  la  there  no- 
thing elae=-*nothing  ?' 

'*  Her  curly  head  drooped  more  he&i^ily  still ;  her  eyes 
looked  ODce  more  up  at  him  through  the  dullneas  and 
mists  of  death. 

"  *  No — no.  If  BO  be  you  wouldn't  m1rnl=--put  your  baud 
once  on  my  forehead:  I  think  I'd  die  easier  so.' 

"  He  stooped  lower,  and  in  answer  laid  his  lips  softly 
on  her  brow. 

"  A  flush  of  dreamy  warmth  drove  for  one  moment  the 
ghastly  pallor  from  her  face  ;  she  trembled  from  head  to 
foot^  aiid  her  eyes  shone  with  a  deep  ecstasy ;  then^even 
in  that  same  moment — ahe  Bhivered,  stretched  her  limba 
out,  aud  died. 

"He  stood  beside  herf  with  his  head  bowed  and  his 
eyes  dim  :  he,  whom  the  world  deems  callous  to  alJ  pain 
and  indifferent  to  all  tenderDess,  was  touched  to  the  heart 
by  this  simple,  pure,  unspoken  love,  that  had  been  borne 
him,  all  unasked  and  unrecompensed.solongandfiOsileDtlT 
by  this  littlo  untutored,  careless,  audacious  child  of  the 
populace,  who  had  shown  her  lithe  form  and  her  fair  face 
to  the  public  gaze  for  the  wage  of  his  coin. 

"  The  sun  shone  in  over  the  roofs;  the  bird  in  its  cage 
began  a  low  trenulous  aong,    the  murmur  of  all  l^e 
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crowded  9ki«ieta  carot>  up  upon  the  ailenee ;  And  ISeW  a 
laj  there  dead; — tlio  light  upon  her  eurlj  hair^  and  on 
her  moatb  the  smile  that  had  come  there  at  hie  toach.^^ 

it-  *  *.  If  If  *  n 

"Ah,  my  dtarl"  naid  Faafrelacbe,  aa  she  ceased  Lei 
story,  wltb  a  half  soft  and  half  sardonic  sadueag^  "she 
was  but  a  liill^,  i^^uoi-aut,  common  player ;  who  made  but 
three  pounds  a  \v<rek,  and  who  talked  the  slang  of  the 
streets,  and  who  tliought  shriiitpa  and  tea  a  meal  for  the 
gods,  aud  who  made  up  her  uwn  drassea  with  her  owuj 
Ijarid.-^,  out  of  ticisol  ami  tarlatanes  and  trumpet  ies,  and 
whu  lineiv  do  butter  thaa  to  follow  the  blind  dumb  in-' 
stincta  of  g-ood  ibat,  self-sown  and  uncaltured,  lived  in 
her — God  kaowa  howl — a^  the  harebeHs,  with  the  dew 
on  thorn,  will  live  uraoug  tlio  raak  coarse  grass  of  grave- 
yards. She  was  but  a  poor  little  player,  who  bad  tried  to 
bo  hoQDst  where  all  was  corruption,  who  had  tfied  to  walk 
Btrai{!;hrlj  whore  all  ways  wei'G  crooked-  So  she  died  {xy- 
day  ii5  a  garret,  lay  dear;  and — hape  you  heard  that  the 
young  Lord  of  Isln  has  bought  his  wife  an  estate  in  the 
fioulh  thai  covers  nearly  one-half  of  ita  county?" 


CHAPTER  XL, 


NOBLEBBE   OBLiaS. 


Thi  Dight  of  Nellie^s  death  there  was  a  late  card  party 
in  his  rooms.  I  bad  strayed  there,  and  stayed  with  Fan- 
^luche.  There  were  none  but  men ;  they  played  long  and 
gamed  high ;  it  was  the  rule  in  hi?  aet.  It  waa  aliuoat 
morning  when  they  broke  np,  and  went  on  their  ways 
Dentil  remained  behind  them.  He  bad  BtroUed  awhy  to 
the  great  piano,  and  waa  playing  qu  aint  dreamy  frogmen ta 
of  various  melodies,  whilst  he  Bmoked. 

"  Go  on,"  said  hts  friend  briefly,  where  he  ]ay  stretched 
on  a  couch  by  the  hearth,  and  Denzil  obeyed. 

The  gray  smoke-clouds  circled  around  them,  aa  the  dull 
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T&porof  satiety  had  drifted  around  tM  their  plenflures  anr! 
passions;  the  wa^es  of  sound  rolled  throug-h  the  ailence 
in  soft,  sad,  weirdly  eloquence;  Beltran  never  btirred, 
he  was  lost  in  thought.  Denzil  arose  aad  came  to  tbfl 
hearlb. 

"  What  are  you  thiakicg  of?"  ho  asked. 

"Your  music," 

"  No  doubt !     But  besides  ?" 

"  Besides,"  echoed  Beltmu  slowly,  as  he  raised  him- 
ficlf  and  stood  erect.  "  Well,  besides — 1  was  woadering 
whether  Caisar  was  true  to  hia  Order  when  be  said  it  WAj3 
not  enocgb  for  his  wife  to  be  pure,  einee  ahe  was  not  also 
flLove  public  suspicion  ;  or  whether  be  waa  but  a  cow- 
ardly cur,  who  cloaked  social  timidity  io  a  grand  period, 
and  ahrttuk  before  the  mud  pellets  of  eocial  opiuioD, 
Which  was  it — eh  ?" 

Deuzil  looked  at  him  quickly:  "  fou  mean ?" 

"  I  meaa^that  I  must  cither  be  tri^itor  to  my  raee  or 
traitor  to  a  womaiL  I  am  undecided  which  to  se!ei;L 
Noblesse  oblige.  It  :a  an  admirable  creed,  only  a  little 
uaaatisfaetory  when  it  points  two  diamctrieally  opposite 
ways.     Get  out  with  youj — it  is  late.     Good-night  I" 

When  his  friend  was  gone  he  paced  to  and  fro  the 
iBugtb  of  the  chambers. 

'*  Am  I  a  brute  or  a  fool,"  he  muttered,  "when  I  know 
the  purity  of  that  perfect  life!" 

And  be  walked  to  aad  fro,  to  and  fro,  in  that  ceaseless, 
restless  measure  till  the  sunrise  glowed  ruddlly  through 
the  closed  shutters. 

A^  at  length  he  passed  to  his  bed  he  paused  a  momeut 
before  another  portrait ;  a  portrait  of  age,  not  of  youth, ^ 
but  OL  a^e  ID  all  its  noblest  benigoitj,  its  most  reuerable 
beauty.     It  was  the  portrait  of  his  dead  mother. 

"  The  house  might  deem  itself  sullied  ;  but  you  would 
not  were  you  living,"  he  murmured.  Then  be  went  and 
threw  himself  on  bis  bed,  aud  slept  as  the  sun  rose.  His 
rest  was  troubled,  and  on  bia  face  in  his  dreamai  thera 
were  the  shadows  of  sleepless  paaeious. 
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CHAPTETl  XLI. 


'  GIT  HA." 


"  If  this  play  should  eacceed  it  will  be  a  triumpb  of 
true  art,"  eaid  another  critical  writer  to  Dudley  Moore, 
on  the  eve  of  afresb  play  at  the  Coronet  Theater. 

Thftt  great  personag^e  tapped  his  Louis  Quiuze  SDuff- 
boi  with  some  impatience. 

"  Pardon  me,  but  it  is  not  possible  to  have  Art  at  all 
on  the  stage.  Art  is  a  pure  idealiani.  You  cau  bav^e  it 
un  a  fltfttue,  a  melody,  a  poem  \  hut  yon  cannot  have  it 
on  the  stflffft,  wbjch  ie,  at  its  hij^hest,  but  a  graphic 
realism.  The  very  finest  acting  is  only  fine  in  pniportioa 
oa  it  ia  an  exact  reprodiietion  of  phyaiea!  life.  How, 
then,  can  it  he  Art  which  is  only  great  in  proportion  ua 
it  escapes  from  the  physical  life  into  the  spiritual  ?" 

' '  But  may  not  dramatic  art  esseape  tfalther  also  ?"  asked 
the  crilic,  who  was  young  and  deferred  to  him. 

"  Impossible,  sir.  It  is  shackled  with  al!  the  forms  of 
earth*  anJ^ — worse  still — with  all  its  shams  and  common- 
plaees.  When  we  read  Othello,  we  only  heho]d  the 
teoipeat  of  the  pasaiona  and  the  wreck  of  a  great  bouI  ; 
but  when  we  see  Othtllo,  we  are  affronted  by  tbe  color 
of  tbe  Moor's  skio,  aud  we  are  bcougbl  f&ce  to  face  with 
the  Fulgarides  of  tbe  bolster  !" 

^'Then  there  is  no  use  in  a  sta^e  at  all  ?" 

*^  I  am  not  prepared  to  conclude  that.  It  is  agreeable 
to  a  vast  number  of  people;  a&  a  Frith  or  an  O'Neil  are 
agreeable  to  a  vast  number  of  people  to  whom  aa  Ary 
Scheffer  or  a  Delarocbe  would  be  utiintelligible.  It  la 
better,  perhaps,  that  this  vast  number  should  look  at  Friths 
and  O'Xeilsthauthat  they  should  neverlook  on  any  paint- 
ing at  all.  Now,  the  stag^e  paints  rudely,  ofteu  taw  drily ; 
etill  it  dues  paint.  It  is  bettor  than  nothing.  I  take  it  tbut 
the  excellence,  as  the  end,  of  histrionic  art  is  to  portray^  tp 
the  minds  of  the  manyf  poetic  conceptions  which,  without 
puch  realistic  rendering,  would  remain  uokuowu  and  im- 
palpable to  all  save  tbe  few.     Histrionic  art  is  at  ita 


*'  oitha:' 


(i;reate9t  only  when  it  ia  the  follower  and  the  interpreter 
of  Literature  ;  the  actor  translates  the  poet's  meanings 
into  the  coaimon  tongoe  that  is  understood  of  the 
people,  Tiut  bow  many  on  the  mi8»rftble  stance  of  tbia 
country  have  ever  had  either  humility  to  perceive,  or  ca- 
pability to  achieve,  ihleT' 

The  other  cniie  Gmiled, 

"  I  imag:iDe  not  one, — in  our  day.  Their  view  of  their 
prtjfession  is  Binjilar  to  Mrs.  Delamere'a  when  Max  Mon- 
t-rit'if  wrote  that  sparkling  comedy  for  her-  'My  dear,* 
fihe  Sftid  to  him,  '  why  did  you  trouble  yourself  to  put  all 
that  wll.  and  S(?nse  into  it?  We  didn't  want  thai.  I 
shall  wear  all  my  diamonds,  and  I  have  ordered  three 
splendid  iiavv  dresses  I'  " 

Dudley  Moore  lau'^'had  curtly. 

"That  is  Delamere  aux  bouta  de  ses  ongles.  Our 
stage  is  but  an  asylum  for  men  wlio  are  tiri.!d  of  sitting 
on  clerks'  stoola,  and  W()nien  who  are  tired  of  using  a 
Eearastress's  scissors.  Y<^t  such  a  stage  as  this  we  pas- 
Bivety  permit  to  he  lauded  Iiy  our  public  writers,  whilo 
we  luaQoly  chatter  of  the  decadence  of  taste  I  Good 
God  I  We  might,  with  as  much  justice,  make  the  House 
of  Commons  a  cage  for  500  parrots  and  apes,  and  coiU' 
plain  of  the  decadence  of  oratory  and  of  statecraft !  And, 
indeed,"  he  added  with  a  grim  chijckle,  "  the  parrots  ftud 
apes  would  more  nearly  resemble  the  politicians  they 
would  displace,  than  do  the  players  of  our  day  resemble 
the  art  which  they  affect  to  repreaent." 

The  eyes  of  the  younger  critic  went  to  the  figure  of 
Gladys. 

" 8urely  she  has  genius?"  he  murmured;  "you  have 
yourself  said  so.* 

"Sir,"  said  Dudley  Moore^  very  eurtly,  "I  have  said  so 
certainly ;  though  what  men  say  of  a  lovely  woman  ia 
generally  to  be  taken  with  a  pinch  of  enltl  But  because 
acting  Is  not  art,  it  does  not  follow  that  an  actor  or  an 
nctreaa  may  not,  here  and  there,  be  an  artist.  ThegreaS 
player  ia  like  the  great  orator  : — half  a  poet," 

It  was  a  few  days  previous  to  that  pleasant  water  party 
that  the  mighty  magwter  spoke  thus,  at  a  morning  re- 
hearsal which  he  had  deigned  to  attend;  th^rehF&rsai  of 
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A  new  and  plcturoaque  play  which  had  been  written  for 
her  by  o  scholarly  ami  Ciimous  author,  and  cast  in  those 
old  poetic  and  heroic  moultli)  which  have  been  broken  into 
potefaerds  under  i^ie  crowbars  of  the  felons,  and  the 
wheels  of  the  street  cubs  of  the  modern  drama. 

The  play  was  ini3eed  frauj^ht  with  ma«y  perils.  To 
coninience  with,  it  read  so  well  in  the  clo^t,  that  it  was 
almost  certain  it  must  go  ill  on  the  boards;  further, 
k  was  cast  in  a  bj-goue  time,  the  Saxon  time  of  England, 
and  was  penetrated  with  the  high  and  simple  spirit  of 
that  dead  age. 

It  was  alight  of  structure,  inasmucli  as  the  writer — 
wisely  doubtful  of  the  powers  of  the  herd  of  men  and 
women  who,  calling  tlieniaelves  artists,  and  reeeiving  high 
wage  in  your  capitnb  would,  be  hissed  off  ibe  boarda  of 
any  minor  provincial  town  of  France  or  Italy — had  cen- 
tered all  the  sireuglh,  pathos,  and  sustaining  power  of  the 
piece  on  the  one  central  figure, — a  woman.  Of  course 
this  absorption  of  all  interest  into  one  foeua  was  not 
artistiually  symmetrical ;  but  what  is  a  poet  to  do  when 
be  wfiteji  for  a  stage  whereon  the  actors  declaim  witb  the 
accent  of  Cockaigne,  and  move  with  the  grace  of  wooden 
Fantocciair  His  nobloat  diction  will,  ho  knows,  halt  in 
false  quanlitiea  through  no  fault  of  his  own ;  and  the 
supreme  art  of  the  bistrJun — the  art  of  gesture — will,  be 
knows  likewise,  be  either  unattcmpted  or  caricatured. 

With  these  dlEGculties  before  Iiim,  ho  had  cast  almost 
the  whole  burden  of  hia  dramatic  creation  on  the  oae 
woman  in  whose  bands  be  felt  that  such  a  trust  was  safe. 

He  waa  sensible  of  the  offenses  of  hia  play ;  he  waa 
aware  that  it  was  harmonious  in  treatment,  subdued  in 
color,  calm  iu  action,  pandering  nowise,  either  to  the 
prejudices  or  the  puerilities  of  the  multitude;  and  yet  it 
waa  hoped  that  all  these  oifenses  might  be  pardoned  to  it 
through — not  her  genius,  for  genius  alone  is  a  roco«t 
thing  who  speaks  in  archaisms — but  through  the  fashion 
of  Gladys  Gerant 

Besides,  it  was  to  be  made  a  gorgeous  spectacle ;  and 
it  was  truiiited  that  in  the  splendid  series  of  pictures,  and 
the  massssof  men  brought  on  in  its  groupings  of  catnp 
frud  castle,  monastery  aad  witanagemob,  the  public  would 
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be  for  once  induced  to  pardon  inlellcct  in  tbe  dialogaea 
ftbd  nobility  in  the  passioQs. 

"  Uttcrlj  unfitted  for  the  present  stage,"  leaid  DudJey 
Moore,  when  the  play  was  atoepied  after  a  noon  reafiing 
of  it  at  the  theater.  "Utterly.  But  it  is  just  possible 
that  if  you  smother  the  sense  of  it  under  a  weight  of  gor- 
geous dcL'oralion ;  that  if  you  disgrace  its  classic  treat- 
Tbedl  by  a  quantity  of  barbaric  nia^niQcenee,  Buch  oh  the 
ftge  it  ia  cast  in  can  afford;  if  you  get  some  novel  effect 
in  moonlight,  or  on  water,  and  give  two  set  sceDes  to  eftch 
act,  calling  them  '  tableaus,'  you  may  contrivej  by  daz- 
Eling  the  sight  of  the  audience^  to  make  them  pardon 
their  t>eing  asked  to  sit  out  a  work  of  eloqaence  and 
of  Bcnse.  Jndeed,  if  you  could-  introduce  a  jongleur  or 
murmoring  scene  midway,  and  get  that  new  cotijuror, 
who  ia  performing  miracles  at  tbe  Egyptian  Hall,  to  ap- 
pear in  it.  with  bia  boufjneta  and  serpents,  the  piece  oiigtit 
not;  perhaps,  quite  ruiti  you.  It  might  even  keep  the 
boards  for  a  month." 

These  enrcastic  counsels  had  been  followed  Beriously, 
■ — all,  indeed,  except  Ibe  adoption  of  the  juggler^—and  tha 
play  was  magnificeotly  put  upon  the  stage  in  a  isenes  of 
exquisite  historie  pictures,  carefully  compiled  from  Hoi- 
lushed  and  Sharon  Turner,  Guillaume  de  Poitiers  and  the 
Roman  do  Eou. 

"It  will  ruin  you,"  ihey  said  to  Beltrau,  who  laughed 
in  bis  negligent  fashion. 

"  When  oue  id  to  break  one's  neck  it  don't  much  matter 
whether  it's  over  a  llve-bap  or  a  six,  thai  I  can  see."  And 
with  the  inborn  recklfssoess  that  was  covered  under  his 
quiet  manner,  he  spared  no  cost  accordingly. 

So  tlje  play  was  to  bo  put  forth  with  the  springtide  of 
the  year,  aod  its  various  scenes — the  encampment,  the 
abbey,  the  vast  untouched  forests,  the  gathering  of  the 
njonka  for  vefpers^tbe  noontide  tight  by  tbe  ford  over  the 
euDipter  nmles.  the  feaiats  of  the  Earldermea  iu  their 
Mead  Halts — all  were  to  afford  spectacles  that  would  to 
the  uttermost  serve  to  induce  the  public  to  pardou  the 
Btartling  heresies  of  meaning  and  of  feeling  in  the  words 
that  were   uttered.     The  scene-painter's  akill  had  been 
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Blrained  to  the  furthest  to  purchase  furgivencss  of  the 

If  you  perfectly  occupy  the  eyes  of  a  Loodoji  playgoet. 
be  will  not  resent,  because  he  will  not  note,  thai  you 
oFond  \i\3  ear  with  tbe  dead  lang'tia^es  of  elntgueoco'  and 
seuse.  Perhaps  he  may  regret  that  such  fine  ^louping 
»ud  chfti-ntiiig  '^yete"  are  not  tuoro  worthily  wedded  lo 
i^ume  jiuuniag  doggerel,  but  he  will  not  re&eiit  actively: 
though  he  will  daubtleas  feel  that  he  has  scarcely  had  all 
be  Bhould  bav^e  had  for  his  money. 

Moreoi.'erf  this  plaj  was  prepared  and  aonounced  :u 
those  young  April  week:^  when  £rst  on  mon'^  lip:a  camo 
the  rumors  of  the  picture  of  the  Cupbearer  of  Tortig-ern. 
Those  who  ha,d  seen  it  Ju  the  studio  spoke  widely  of  it, 
in  laogUiige  thit  awoke  interest  and  curiosity;  and  the 
portrait  had  scarce  been  revealed  to  the  general  public 
whea  the  play  of  "Githa'^  was  put  forth,  aud  it  was 
koowQ  that  Bhe  would  appear  iu  the  uM  Sasoa  garb  that 
was  worn  by  the  daughter  of  Heugist. 

A  trifle  like  this  goes  far  to  atouse  and  to  rivet  public 
attention  ;  and  served,  smoo^^st  others,  to  make  tbe  town 
ready,  aud  eveu  willing,  to  excuse  the  mistake  which  had 
chosen  an  author  in  lieu  of  au  adapter,  a  poem  in  the 
place  of  a  police  report. 

The  first  represeatalion  was  appointed  for  thy  day  that 
followed  on  Nellie's  death.  Of  that  deatb  he  did  not  tell 
her:  aud  it  was  too  obscure  for  public  rumor  or  record 
to  take  it  to  her  ear.  A  little  danciag-girl,— one  out  of 
buudreds— worth  nothing  wlien  the  liesoiu  energy  was 
ouce  out  of  her  limbs.  What  namo  could  she  leave  t 
What  moment  of  recollection  could  the  buay  world  give 
her? 

lie  knew  that  he  mui^t  tell  her  soouor  or  later,  bnt  he 
fihrank— with  that  kind  of  tBuder  eow&rdice  wbieh  t-o 
peculiarly  helonjifj,  to  men  who  ave  for  tb'-'rasr!lv(?3  stern- 
erit,  hardest,  and  least  apt  to  fuar — ffoiu  ^voutidin^  in 
fiuy  way  this  heart  that  Lad  known  so  uiu<ch  of  boitow 
io  itd  childhood,  and  had  only  so  lately  ba^kud  iu  joy. 
He  withheld  from  her  all  things  that  could  pain  her,  with 
an  excess  of  care  that  had  its  pedis  for  her ;  for  bo  per- 
fect did  tbiis  life  seem  in  which  she  dwelt,  that  insensibly 
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ehe  grew  to  believe  that  its  beauty  roust  endure,  shadow- 
less, forever:  aad  iaaensiblj,  in  her  trust  in  him,  she 
l08t  the  strength  aad  self-reliaace  Chat  Bhe  had  once  poa- 
ficsaed  aajidst  adversity. 

When  her  brief  life  had  beeo  but  a  little  frail  field- 
blossom,  left  dej^olate  od  the  crumbled  walls  of  a  fallen 
bouse,  to  bear  nig^ht  and  storm  as  best  it  should,  and  to 
he  blown  on  by  all  rude  winds  of  heaven,  it  had  been 
Bieadfast  and  unblanched,  But  now  that  it  was  a  hot- 
houfje  flower,  guarded  from  every  chilling  breath,  and 
enviroDed  with  perpetual  sunlight ;  now — I  sometimes 
feared — that  it  would  break  and  perish  a.t  the  first  rough 
touch;  wither  in  the  Srst  lone  hour  of  midnig'ht. 

"You  are  not  afraid  of  your  powers  to-night?"  ha 
asked  her  in  the  afterDOon  of  this  day  on  which  "Qitha" 
was  fir-it  to  be  given  to  the  world. 

She  smiled  ia  his  eyes. 

**  When  yoa  tell  me  to  be  afraid  I  will  be, — not  until 
then." 

The  trustful  words  smote  his  conscionce :  if  he  dealt 
truly  with  her — truly  as  he  had  promised  to  the  dead 
g-irl — would  he  not  bid  her  be  "afraid  "  now  f  Afraid, 
not  of  herself,  but  of  him?  I  saw  this  thought  told  in 
his  eyes. 

"  Do  not  depead  bo  much  upoo  me/'  he  said  gently  and 
sadly.  "  You  are  a  poet;  you  are  an  artist;  you  hava 
genlua;  you  nnuflt  not  rest  your  nobler  eiistenee  on  such 
a  usele^ti  and  pro!:!aic  life  as  mine.  I  am  no  poet,  Gladys; 
I  am  only  a  tired,  selSah,  go od-for-n aught  man  of  the 
world." 

She  gmiled  still ;  that  beautiful  sereae  amile  of  divineat 
faith. 

"  It'a  ever  the  noblest  who  most  uodervalue  them- 
selves,'^ she  aaid  simply. 

"  Oh,  child,  1  have  no  nobility  P'  he  said,  with  a  quick, 
impatient  sigh,  "If  you  knew  me  as  I  am  you  would 
hate  me." 

"  //" — it  was  only  that  one  word  she  uttered,  but  id 
it  there  were  all  the  glorioua  incredulity  of  a  love  which 
could  never  harbor  crerienee  of  a  stain  on  its  idol,  aad 
—jet  higher  thaa  this — the  grandeur  of  a  love  which 
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even  if  forced  to  condema  m  judgment,  would  only  still 
cleave  the  closer  in  teDderneas.  lie  looked  at  her  and 
was  ailent ;  he  had  not  the  heart^what  man  would  have 
(t? — to  shatter  ihat  Dxqiitsite,  pure,  UDtroublod  faith  in 
him.     Perhaps  obu  he  thought — 

"Almost  thou  ui^kenat  mo  thit.1  wtilut)  thmu  ilngl  tiaLliere  ma/' 

That  ni^ht  was  Iho  first  uight  of  "  Githn."  Whtia  Lhft 
peopJQ  cauiH  to  its  repreaeutatioTJ  they  were  n  little  na- 
ea.sy  at  the  period  in  wbi<;h  the  play  was  cast,  and  at 
the  name  of  its  author,  whiiih  waa  of  <;Iaa»ii;  and  schol- 
arly repute.  But  the  grand  art  de  piaire  had  bticn  long 
studied  at  Ibis  buu^te  ;  and  a  reagsuriug^  cnnsDlation  bad 
been  prepared  for  them  in  a  new  drop-scene,  which  rep- 
reseuied  Dufresny  in  his  Garden  of  Roaea. 

I  do  not  suppose  that  majiy  of  iht^in  knftw  wbo  Du- 
fresny was;  hut  the  rosfig^ttnien  waa  charmingly  painted, 
and  the  handi^orap  grandson  of  "la  plua  frajehp  de  nioji 
parterre/'  was  in  hiw  court  suit  and  bia  lace  rufflea:  and 
these  we  know — to  those  who  don't  wear  thotn — always 
fieem  suggestive  of  much  elegance  and  amusement., 

The  play  opened  witb  a  gorgeous  festival  scene,  of  the 
Saxon  thsnea  with  their  purple  peacock-broidered  robes, 
their  hnrpists,  tbeir  skins  of  wolf  and  be&r,  tbeir  golden 
ehalices,  their  rough  and  riotous  revelry.  This  charmed 
the  assembled  house  aa  a  mere  spectacle,  and  when,  later, 
Gladys  swept  across  the  etage,  with  her  slow,  soft, 
haughty  grace,  aod  her  white,  purple-bordered  robe,  aBrt 
her  dark,  lustfous,  grave  eyea  gazing  from  under  ihn 
goldun  fringe  of  her  hair,  they  were  in  no  njood  to 
grudge  her  one  iota  of  the  triumph  ahe  might  win. 

And  that  triumph  was  great.  Until  now  yhe  hnd  imeu 
but  a  gifted  aetresa  of  estreme  youth,  for  whom  high 
patronage  and  favoring  eircumatanci^  had  done  iro  much 
that  it  was  almost  a  question  if  tbc!y  bad  nut  done  ail- 
But  with  this  night  they  knew  that  by  her  voice  genius 
ttloue  bad  spoken. 

When  the  Gri^t  two  acts  were  over,  frieods  and  critlcB 
pressed  eagerly  around  her.  She  bent  her  head  with  a 
dreamy  smile;  she  was  too  truly  an  artist  not  to  shrink 
from  the  laaguage  of  flattery  when  it  jarred  oQ  the  coti- 
Becratioa  of  her  thoughts,  the  passion  of  her  art. 
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Beltran  acareuly  epoke :  Ijut  when  her  eyes  mot  hie 
ebo  had  tb(3  only  tribute,  the  ouly  auswer  for  which  she 

Dudley  Moore  addresaed  har  almost  with  emotion. 

"  You  prove  what  none  save  fools — but  many  fools — 
doabt,"  be  said  to  ber.  "  You  prove  that  the  public 
cau  DO  more  refuse  to  obey  tbo  iuBueace  of  genius,  than 
the  tides  can  refuse  to  obey  the  Iaw»i  of  tbeir  flux  aod 
their  reflusJ' 

And  he  wa&  right. 

Breathed  tbroug^h  her,  shadowed  forth  by  her,  hairing 
in  hGr  all  its  vitalized  yet  spiritualized  being,  the  vagUG 
dreams  of  the  poet  took  life  and  became  great.  Inter- 
preted by  ber  voice,  her  eyes,  her  eloquence,  her  gestures, 
thri  shadowy  fancy  of  the  writer  became  a  living  creature, 
pure  as  the  dew,  generous  as  the  suu,  innocent  as  the 
biossom,  grand  as  the  tempest. 

Ami  the  listless,  irouical,  siirfeitedj  debased  mental 
temper  of  the  world  of  this,  your  day,  was  enthralled  and 
subdued  by  an  incarna.tioQ,  so  unlike  to  itself,  so  far  re- 
moved from  its  owu  narrowed  passions  aad  it^s  own  venal 
materialism  ;  aud  yet  whieh  had  reality  within  it,  because 
it  had  the  greatness,  the  truth,  aud  the  dlviae  fire  which 
caa  be  evoked  fi'om  your  human  nature  in  its  highest 
forms  and  in  its  noblest  moments — which,  indeed,  are 
rare,  and  found  only  in  your  impulses  of  heroism,  iu  your 
hours  of  self-sacrifice,  but  yet,  though  thu3  rare,  stiU  are 
existent. 

What  is  l>eyond  all  bumaoiLy  ever  fails  to  move  it ;  it 
Ib  the  reason  why  all  the  religions  of  your  earbh  are  things 
of  the  lip  which  scarcely  influence  the  life  ;  it  is  what  re- 
maios  humau,  yet  is  hnman  only  in  the  highest  Beose, 
and  by  tbe  deepest  woe,  that  can  ^^&y  your  hearts  aa 
the  winds  the  reeds. 

It  is  scarce  too  much  to  say  that  such  ft  crealion  was 
this  which  the  mind  of  tbe  poet  bad  concciv^cd,  and  which 
the  living  power  of  the  actress  placed  visibly  before  tbe 
dimmer  eyes  aod  the  grosser  intelHgonceg  of  thoao  who, 
wiilioiit  her,  would  have  missed  its  meaning. 

Tln-^re  were  cold  cynics  there,  whose  eyes  were  dim 
with  leurti :    there  were  frivolous  women  thore,  wbo&u 
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tongues  WCTfl  btt&hed  and  whose  fans  were  still;  tber* 
was  a  fashionable  throng  there  that  was  forced  to  feel, 
that  was  compelled  to  honor,  that  forgot  to  be  Inane,  and 
did  not  dare  to  cavil  or  to  sneer 

Do  you  iroagiDe  that  a  corrupt  age  cannot  revere,  tbat 
an  arliGcial  age  caonoL  i>e  stirred  by  trulh,  that  an  abject 
age  eannot  ri^e  to  comprehenaion  under  the  compellin;^ 
force  of  g^ntus  ? — von  are  wronjtf  to  doubt.  Was  it  not 
the  vjleBt  of  tbe  Fa^an  ages  that  gave  credence,,  and 
foolbotd,  and  tenure,  to  the  faiths  and  the  pliilusophies 
of  Paul  ? 

Even  aa  men  are  to  the  kioe  of  the  fields,  bo  is  g:eniua 
to  men  : — wben  its  eyes  are  on  tbem  they  dare  not  refuse 
to  obey;  even  if  they  obey  in  fear  and  Id  hatred.  Slooo 
it  in  the  dark  they  will,  indeed  t^ — because  men  are  oficn- 
timea  lower  than  the  beasts  of  stall  and  sty. 

When  the  end  hud  come,  and  tlie  pent-up  emotions  of 
the  spectators  had  fciond  their  vent  in  tomults  of  applause, 
in  thunders  of  homa^re,  the  tritiniph  tbat  she  had  won 
was  no  ephemernl  glorification  of  a  fair  wetnan,  but  waa 
the  involuntary  witness  borne  by  a  multitude  to  power 
tbat  had  vanquinbed  it. 

As  she  left  the  Btage  for  the  last  time,  tbe  echoes  of  the 
vociferations  that  still  called  for  her,  from  an  audience 
never  weary  of  beholding  her,  were  yet  resounding 
throug'h  tbe  house.  Her  face  wag  very  pale  ;  her  eyes 
were  heavy;  on  all  her  beauty  there  was  a  look  of 
languor,  of  eabaustion,  of  profound  saduess:  the  forces 
whereby  genius  moves  the  people  ever  recoil  upon 
itself 

Tbe  story  of  the  swan's  song  in  death  may  be  a  fable, 
doubtless ;  yet  it  ia  true  in  allegory  of  tbe  suffering  wbcre- 
from  13  drawn  tbe  melodies  that  thrill  tbe  souls  of  men. 

She  turned  with  almost  a  sbudder  of  distaste  from  ibe 
congratulations  around  her. 

"  Let  me  go  away ;  let  me  go  home,"  she  murninred  to 
her  friend  as  he  stood  by  her.  "  I  could  not  bear  the 
laughter — tbe  flattery— in  the  room  to-night." 

He  led  her  almost  in  silence  from  tbe  house. 

It  was  a  still,  clear,  moonlight  night;  above  the  nar- 
row street  on  which  the  side-dooF  opened  tbe  stars  were 
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bu'aing';  it  seeroed  strangely  coot  and  calm  after  the 
ULflftUin^  plaudits  with  which  tho  tboaler  had  le-echoed 

lu  that  soft  Bbadowy  light  hor  eyes  met  his.  A  quick 
6hudiier  rau  tbroug-b  bim. 

"O  vjfod,"  he  mutterBd  half  aloud,  "that  the  world  and 
1  were  worthier  of  you  I" 

A  sigli  stirred  her  lips  as  she  auswered  him. 

"  BuL  rur  you  what  could  the  world  have  known  of 
me?'* 

]Ier  face  was  white  aa  death ;  her  eyes  were  languid 
witb  fatigue  ;  the  suSTcriug  whicb  is  ever  tbe  tribute  that 
genius  pays  for  its  sov^erQignty  was  upon  her  ;  but  as  the 
moDuligbt  fell  on  her  uncovered  bead,  witb  th^  golden 
gleam  of  its  hair,  ber  loveliuess  was  greater  than  in  her 
proudest  hours'.  He  looked  at  heft  then  led  her  to  her 
carriage ;  he  paused  b  moment  irresolute,  then  for  th* 
Erst  time  entered  it  also. 

As  be  Bank  beside  her,  his  bands  touched  hers;  hia 
lips  sought  hera  ;  he  drew  her  to  his  embrace  in  the  first 
impulse  of  passiou  that  had  eper  escaped  him. 

Quivering  and  mute,  she  rested  iu  bis  arms*  and  hia 
her  face  upon  his  breast.  The  high  courage,  the  poetic 
strength,  tho  eloquent  powera  wherewith  a  moment 
earlier  she  had  swayed  the  crowd,  forsook  her ;  and  the 
woman  whose  divino  gifts  had  held  a  umUiludo  t&  Bervi* 
tude,  shrank  weeping  to  him  like  a  tired  child. 

The  swift  horses  swept  fast  through  the  night,  flying 
fleet  as  the  moments. 

In  the  silence  I  couM  hear  the  loud  hard  beating  of  hia 
heart ;  ia  the  dusky  gleam  of  the  lamp  I  could  see  that 
his  ejelida  were  wet  with  tears. 

Brokenly,  breathlessly,  she  sobbed  as  a  child  sobs  oq 
its  mother's  ho3om,  The  proud,  passionate  strength  of 
a  woman  breaks  eirer  thus  Into  weakness  when  the  hour 
that  needed  the  strength  has  passed  by.  He  let  it  have 
its  way,  waiting  patiently  its  exhaustion  ;  but  his  arms 
pressed  cWer  and  closer  around  her,  and  his  kisses  burned 
upon  her  trembling  lips. 

When  the  carriage  paused  at  length  before  her  home, 
fibe  broke  from  him,  and  lied  swiftly  through  the  leafy 
Ahadowj  ways  of  her  garden  into  the  chambers  of  the 
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hottse.  He  foHowed  her  rapidly  into  the  little  fragrant, 
veWet-faung  roi>tti,  th»t  served  her  as  a  study. 

The  lights  were  burning  low,  the  air  was  beavy  with 
many  flowers,  tba  casements  were  still  open  to  the  balmy 
aprioj^  night. 

She  stood  upon  the  hearth,  her  handa  pressed  upoD  her 
breast  \  her  face  dow  deathly  pale,  now  flushing  ecfsrlet  \ 
her  mouth  quiivermg  wtth  awifl  breathless  sighs,  baU 
terror  and  half  rapture;  her  eyes  dilttted  with  startled 
fear,  like  a  roused  deer's,  yet  lut^trouB  with  an  uantterablfl 
tenderne&a,  an  unutterable  ^iory. 

"  Leave  me  1  leave  me  I"  she  tiiurnmred  brokenly.  "  I 
am  base  in  your  sight — I  ath  worthless — forever  I" 

For  to  her  pure  lofty  instinct,  to  her  innocence  reared  in 
eirnple  atern  ereede,  which  held  honor  a  thin^  that  a  touch 
could  attaint,  it  seemed  to  her  that  he  must  have  scorned 
her  utterly  ere  ever  he  had  soug^ht  her  thus  with  the  wild* 
uess  of  love:  it  seemed  to  her  that  liecause  his  kisses  had 
burued  her  thus,  she  must  be  debased  in  his  eyes  and  her 
owa  for  evermore.  And  yet  with  all  this^  beyond  all  this, 
there  rei^'ned  over  her  her  belief  ju  him  as  the  law  of 
her  life,  the  ruler  of  her  fate,  Ihe  savior  of  her  existence; 
and  there  stirred  in  her,  imperious  and  exulting,  the  sweet, 
hiind,  tumultuous  madne^B  of  the  woman  who  loves  and 
is  loved. 

Ho  stood  before  ber,  silent :  his  face  was  durk  with 
riotona  passion  held  bard  in  curb,  yet  it  was  changed  to 
a  fciurpasaing  softncsa  and  reverence. 

He  stood  silent  awhile:  how  tempted,  how  assailed^ 
hia  own  heart  alone  ever  knew. 

Then  his  hand  touched  her  and  drew  ber  to  bim^  and 
his  eyes  gazed  into  hers. 

"  But — -as  my  wife  ?- " 

Those  brief  broken  words  were  all  he  said:  it  was  hia 
life,  his  honor,  bis  world,  the  fame  of  his  race,  the  lepnt^ 
of  his  name,  that  he  g^ave  her.  Great  gifts  need  flight 
phrase. 


BLAJy. 


5«& 


CHAPTER  XLTL 


BLAIH, 


Within  a  dny  or  two  from  that  time  he  married  her, 
hy  Lboae  speeial  laws  which  can  be  eouvetieci  by  gold. 

lu  the  humilitj  of  her  iateDse  love  sho  had  resisted 
liim  ]  she  had  pleaded  that  she  was  not  worthj  ;  she  bad 
entreated  bioi  to  pausp.  But  site  could  cot  withstand 
the  force  of  his  persuasion  and  the  yielding  of  ber  owa 
heart.     And  she  became  bis  wife. 

Denzil  aud  old  Margott  were  the  only  witnesses  of  the 
marriage,  aud  for  awhile  no  others  knew  it.  His  fortune 
was  BO  close  to  ruin,  his  affairs  were  so  deeply  entangled, 
that  the  declaration  of  such  a  union  at  that  moment  was 
imposaible.  So — bitterly  against  his  will — he  let  her 
remniu  on  his  stag-e  awhile,  and  the  town  wag  left  in 
ignoranea  of  the  relation  that  he  bore  to  her. 

Perbaiifi  the  tie  had  greater  sweetness  to  them  both 
becaui^e  thus  untold  ;  the  ecstasies  of  passion  seemed  yet 
more  exquisite  because  seized  from  the  midBt  of  the 
world's  bi'iiiiancies  and  levities.  Whon  their  eyes  met 
across  the  crowded  thealer,  their  scL-ret  was  dearer  be- 
cau80  unprofaned  by  publicity;  when  the  laughter  and 
^ayety  of  others  were  about  them,  their  hearts  thrilled  at 
ft  chance  vvord  or  a  chance  touch  from  each  other,  with 
purer  rapture  because  their  Secret  was  unguessed. 

Pshaw  I  Why  need  I  dwell  on  what  no  words  ean 
paint? 

They  loired ;  they  were  undivided.  In  that  brief 
phrase  the  uttermost  passion  of  life's  one  perfect  joy  is 
told. 

The  houra  fled  apace.  The  spring  grew  into  summer, 
and  the  summer  grew  languid  with  odorous  heat.  Three 
months  drifted  hy,  months  filled,  for  her.  with  color,  with 
melody,  with  public  homage,  with  brilliant  scenes  of 
pleasure,  with  sweet,  dreamy  days  in  the  beart  of  bloA 
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aomlu^  wootJm,  with  hours  of  proud  eloquence  ajd  lofty 
l.riuLupb,  with  the  voluptuous  trances  of  passioQ,  and 
with  the  divine  visions  of  Iopo. 

The  last  nights  cnnie  on  which  alone  the  public  would 
ever  behold  her.  With  the  hmg-ht  of  suinmer  the  tteater 
closed:  she  loved  the  art  which  she  followed;  but  his 
will  was  her  law,  and  he  had  forbade  her  ever  a^ain  to 
S\\G  the  lovolint't^s  that'Was  bis  to  the  evos  of  a  miilli- 
tuile.  To  go  seaward  awhile ;  to  wander  in  those  lands 
southern  and  the  eastern  of  whitib  her  brigbtfancj  had 
dreamed ;  aud,  whilst  absent,  to  let  the  knowledge  of  his 
marriag-e  be  given  to  the  world,  was  tho  future  he  prom- 
iaed  her  :  there  wero  now  hut  sis  uighta  left  betwixt 
that  promise  and  its  fulfillmnnt. 

Ou  one  uf  tbese  nights  there  came,  to  the  rojal  place 
in  the  theater,  a  woman  who  took  her  seat  there  as 
thoug'h  aiie  were  in  truth  a  sovereiji^n,  her  bostim  and  her 
hair  blazing-  witb  the  deepest  luster  of  sapphires,  her  fan 
flashing  thousands  of  small  diamonds  in  the  ligbv  each 
tirao  it  stiiTcd ;  her  iu:i'eat,  aluniberous,  brown  eyes  watch- 
ing tho  atag-e  incessantly  with  a  ftcoriiful  laughter  ju3t 
Bteaiiog  under  their  heavy  amorous  lids.  To  nad  from 
her  bos  there  passed  continually  half  the  "  gilded  youth" 
of  the  town ;  at  the  back  of  it,  timidly  hiding  in  the 
shadow  like  a  chidden  child,  was  a  boy  of  ruddy  cheek 
and  simple  air,  who  started  cow  and  again  like  a  sby 
fcightened  hare :  none  noticed  him;  all  passed  him;  be 
was  her  husband, 

I  shuddered  as  I  saw:  it  was  the  same  face  that  had 
glowed  from  the  canras  of  the  Clfiopitre. 

She  spoke  little:  people  wonld  have  said  thab  she  was 
devoted  to  the  stage.  She  sat  there  almost  motioaless, 
go-geons  in  the  glare,  nothing  moving  but  those  great 
dusky  sleepy  eyes,  that  glanced  hither  and  thither  over 
Lhe  house  under  their  drooping  lids. 

Many  present  knew  that  her  thoughts  must  be  with, 
the  time  when  she,  who  sat  there  in  her  pomp  and  pridej 
had  shown  her  half-nude  beauty  to  the  populace  in  tha^ 
lowest  pastime  of  the  mime, 

I  alone  knew  that  her  thoughts  ixiight  drift  back  to  a 
still  farther  season  when  she,  who  sat  there  covered  with 
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jewela  tbat  were  heir-loomSf  had  enviet"  the  strolling 
players  of  the  rillage  booth  tbeir  spau^les  and  their 
gewg-awa. 

Wheaever  Gladys  was  apou  tbe  Bta^  this  one  gazer 
Dev^er  withdrew  her  eyes  from  it,  and  tbey  lost  their 
laughter,  aod  grew  cold,  iotenl,  studioiia. 

Wider  contrast  she  could  BCfLTco  behold  to  herself  any- 
where on  earth.  Perchance  &he  felt  it,  for  I  saw  her 
hrow  lower,  and  her  red  full  lips  tighten  as  though  with 
a  quicker-drawn  breath. 

It  mig'bt  be  that  she  felt — even  as  others  did — -that 
before  this  lofty,  poetic,  soul-lit  lovelineaa  her  own  vo- 
Juptuoas  gplendor  was  hard,  sensual,  earthly:  for^  look 
up  from  the  diamond  to  the  planet,  what  will  you  then 
see  of  heaven  in  the  gem  ? 

For  mQ,  1  trembled  as  I  saw  that  baneful  presence 
there. 

Looking  ou  her  as  she  watched  th\i^f  I  thought  of  a 
g^litteriDg,  jeweled,  ruby-orbed  annke,  reared  luutioulesa 
to  watch  the  grace  of  a  lithe-linibed,  aoft-ejed,  and  un- 
conseioua  antelope — motionless,  bat  ready  to  etrike. 

"Did  you  see  thai  woman's  eyes  upon  me?"  Gladya 
murmured  as  they  drove  homeward.  "  She  whom  they 
fiay  was  'Cleop4tre'?" 

'*  Yes,  I  saw  them,"  he  answered  Biniply. 

There  were  things  ia  his  life  that  he  loathed, — -now 
that  he  loved. 

That  night  m  her  sleep  ^be  moaned  with  a  restless 
fear,  and  awoke  trembling.  "I  dreamed  of  that  woman  I" 
Bbe  cried,  "of  that  woman  1" 

"My  love,  my  love,"  he  murmured,  ''what  can  harm 
you  dreaming  or  waking,  whilst  I  live  F" 

And  she  sighed  softly,  and  fell  asleep  again  on  Lis 
heart, — content. 

On  the  fullowing  night  he  did  not  come  into  the  thea- 
ter aa  usual :  she  drove  home  immediately  that  the  great 
play  ended.  She  seemed  anxious  at  his  absence,  and  the 
more  so  because  she  had  not  seen  him  sinee  tbe  uoon  of 
the  day;  aud  she  sat  awhile  iu  her  chamber,  feeling 
Bleepleas  and  ill  at  ease. 

The  night   vras  very  hot;  tb@  casement  stood  wide 
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opOD,  looting  out  ou  to  ft  maas  of  moonlit  myrtle  aad 
B^vrJTiga  lynves  ;  the  heavy  scents  of  dew-laden  roses  carno 
UJ1  from  the  garden  below  ;  iL  wtis  so  still  thai  all  the 
Btarlit  peace  of  some  hili-sbultered  country  might  have 
Btretthed  around,  rather  than  the  couutlese  roofa  of  ft 
great  city'y  fashiosnable  outskirts, 

Sbc  sat  beside  t!ie  window ;  the  white  folds  of  some 
loose  neglig^  Qoating  about  her;  her  rich  hair  lying"  on 
her  shoulders,  g-leaniiu";  to  a  dusky  gold  in  the  low  JaDi[>- 
lif,'-hl;  her  throat  »ud  chest  half  bare  as  the  wind  stirred 
Ler  diesH ;  her  pyes  looking-  out  on  to  the  dark,  dowy^ 
still  night,  with  thuse  drtmms  in  ihcm  that  only  the  happy 
dream.  And  her  liapphicss  was  to  her  still  a  thing-  so 
breathless,  so  strange,  so  entraneing, 

A  ebureh-clock.  soraowhere  without  tolled  midnight. 
As  the  last  stroke  sounded  throus;-h  the  hotsutumer  hush 
of  t-lite  diirkneBS,  a  raati's  step  came  up  tbn  stairs  ;  the  door 
opened,  and  he  entered  the  chamber.  She  rose  and  went 
to  birOj  wlih  that  beautiful  flush  and  radifluce  which  ever 
came  on  her  face  at  his  preeenee ;  and  in  hia  erubraee 
there  was  a  strange  alreng-ih  of  passion  rather  like  that 
of  sevcnince  than  of  meeting. 

"What  has  chanced?"  she  asked  quickly,  ivith  the 
Bwift  intitinct  of  love,  looking'  upward  to  his  face,  which 
bad  loiit  somowhut  ofiis  hahitual  Q^oloriessiie^s  aud  calm- 
ness, and  had  warmth,  and  unrest,  and  almost  eagerness 
upon  It. 

Hia  eyea  gleamed  darker,  and  bis  lipa  quivered  a  little 
as  he  answered  her: 

"This,  tuy  love, — that  I  am  rich  once  more  P' 

Her  own  ey43s  grew  full  of  a  tender  surprise. 

"Once  more  I    But  you  have  been  so  always,  surely?"' 

He  smiled. 

"  My  child — I  have  been  nearer  to  ruin  than  I  cared  to 
tell  you,  or  than  I  care  to  remember  now.  For  sotue 
years  past  I  have  had  the  worst  port  of  poverty,  Gladys^ 
— ^the  poverty  of  a  man  who  has  rank  to  uphold,  and  aelf- 
indulgence  to  satisfy,  and  who  h;is  dissipated  his  heritage 
in  pleasures  which  have  palled  on  bim,  though  be  cannot 
yet  bring  himself  to  break  with  them.  I  have  been  aa 
near  ruin  as  a  man  may  be  whose  good  name  has  uot 
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been  lost  or  jeoparded.  But  there  ia  do  need  to  think  of 
it  now.  I  am  rich  once  more.  I  can  conimand  tho 
world  for  you  1" 

She  looked  at  him  still  iu  wonder:  to  her  he  had  ever 
seemed  evim  aa  a  g-od  ia  power  and  in  posseaston. 

"  What  it?  your  joy,  ia  mine.  But  fur  the  world, — it  ia 
here  for  me,"  she  answered  him  softly ;  and  she  pressed 
Lis  hand  to  her  breastj  atid  bowed  her  bead  and  rested 
hor  lipa  upon  it. 

He  wa3  silent ;  touched  to  passionate,  dumb  emotion  ; 
this  man,  whom  the  world  tjelieved  intlifferont  to  all  ten- 
derness, and  callous  to  all  devotion,  felt  a  measureless 
gratitude  to  this  creature  who  loved  him  lor  himself 
ftlone. 

"  All  other  women  I  h$.ve  known  would  have  had  but 
one  tbuught — ^howmuch  iny  riches  may  be  I*'  he  muttered 
as  he  drew  her  to  the  touch  beside  the  open  casement, 
and  sank  down  himself  bf side  her. 

"  How  lovely  you  are  I"  he  murmured,  as  be  moved 
back  the  heavy  masses  of  her  bair  and  w&teLed  the  soft 
ni^ht  wiud  stir  amongst  her  dress,  and  drew  her  arma 
about,  bim  wbiljet  he  told  the  history  of  his  uew-boru 
wealth. 

The  tidings  had  come  but  that  day  to  bim.  A  distant 
relative,  old  and  ehildk-sB,  had  left  to  him  the  whole  ae- 
cumulatiima  of  a  penurious  and  solitary  llfej  utterly  un- 
looked  fur,  undreamt  of,  because  the  dead  man  was  of 
another  branch  of  his  family  ;  one  which  had  ever  been 
at  variance  with  the  elder  and  loftier  house.  *'  Ueeauae 
be  ia  the  head  of  niy  race,  and  bec&use  he  never  sought 
me,  noticed  me,  even  knew  nae,  tberefora  1  bequeath^  etc.," 
ran  the  atraage  testament;  and  the  bequest  was  one,  ia 
lands  and  in  gold,  to  place  him  amongst  the  richest  and 
the  most  powerful  of  his  Order. 

To  ail  men  sach  suddect  heritage  is  aweet ;  to  him,  at 
this  moment,  it  waft  precious,  far  beyond  its  actual  and 
social  worth.  He  could  not  utter  his  thoufrhts  to  her, 
for  he  had  never  let  the  phantom  of  the  worWs  scorn 
come  before  her  glad  ftud  innocent  eyes  ;  he  had  never  let 
the  shadow  of  the  world's  wrath  fall  across  her  sunlit, 
Kower-aown  path.     But  none  the  less  himself  did  he  know 
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that  It  would  need  all  the  force  of  ibe  fulcrum  of  weal tb, 
lilt  tilt!  massivt!  weight  afa  ymal.  diguity  and  a  great,  po- 
BiiiLm,  to  compe!  Trom  iLe  world  lu  her,  that  world's 
honor,  without  whicb  both  her  life  and  bis  own  would  be 
poiaooed  and  intompluto. 

For,  ta  the  man  who  is  proud  and  of  pure  lineage,  it 
i.'  not  eaoujrh  that  ho  niaj  kiiow  the  innocence  of  his 
wife  to  be  without  soil ;  it  is  as  the  very  breatb  of  his 
life  that  It  should  be  unas&aibble  by  livlug-  lie  or  by 
d<iad  rumor,  and  uuapproaehabfi?  as  the  stars  on  high. 
Add,  soornir  or  lalei'j  the  woman  who  learns  that  she  baa 
been  9ti3|>eGiL'd  by  the  world  will  learn  that,  however 
d>t:ep  her  busbaud'g  lave,  or  liowever  imptirisbabte  bin 
trust,  there  is  one  (jailed  wound  in  hiii  atreng'th  by  which 
a  passing  touirb  can  force  bis  baughiieat  pride  to  wince. 

He  knew  this;  ehe  did  not. 

She  could  not  coniprehetid  the  eoarce  of  tbjs  vmd 
rejoicing  vvhii'li  moFcid  him  at  tbeiie  tidings  of  his  splendid 
iaheritanoc ;  bul  ahu  rujoieed  with  bim,  in  all  the  sweet 
instinctive  sympathies  of  love.  And  yet  that  bumility, 
which  i*  ever  the  couipanioa  of  such  luve  a^  hera,  filled 
her  with  a  vague  sad  sense  of  same  unwortbinesa,  of 
some  unfitness,  for  snob  fortunes  as  big  were. 

"  Perbapi  It  Is  not  well  thai  I  sboald  be  your  wife  ?" 
she  Baid  softly,  whilst  her  face  grew  pale  and  her  breath 
grew  still,  before  that  tirat  shadow  of  a  great  unknown 
fear.  ''My  people  were  poor  and  obscure;  and  I  have 
followed  a  public  art  for  gain;  and  when  I  cease  to 
pursue  it,  as  yon  desire,  I  shall  have  nolbing-  of  my  own, 
— 1  should  not  have  been  yonr  wife  I  There  aro  so  many 
women,  great,  beautiful,  noblSj  worthy  of  your  name  ; 
will  you  never  wish  that  one  of  them  ? — I  can  only  love 
you,  I  have  nothing  else  to  g-ive  I" 

He  stayed  her  words  with  bis  kisses. 

"  Oh,  cliild,  I  Cannot  you  see  that,  with  wealth  and  the 
world  mine,  sucb  love  is  all,  lackiDg,  that  I  need?  My 
God  I  how  can  I  declare  to  you  my  pride  in  yonP  How 
shall  1  make  you  believe  what  greatness  and  what  purity 
your  geniud,  your  loveliness,  your  nature,  your  mind,  will 
bring  to  my  race  and  my  name  ?  Stay  but  three  daya 
morft,  Gladys,  and  tbe  world  shall  see  m  what  estimate  I 
bold  thesfl,  ia  what  hoQor  I  hold  you." 
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She  sighed  with  a  ileep  cnntont. 

"Bdt  will  the  worlii  honor  you  for  it?"  she  asked  him, 
with  that  diui  and  wistful  sense  of  Borae  uufitaess  in 
herself  that  had  but  newly  touched  her,  and  was  slill  so 
Bhadowr  aod  so  slight. 

"  It  shall,  mj-  darliog." 

In  another  hour  the  memorr  returned  to  her  thatj  ero 
lie  answered  her,  he  hesitated  for  a  moment;  and  that, 
nn  he  answered  her,  his  ejes  darkened  and  his  biowa 
coutraeted,  aa  with  Ihe  resolrc  to  eaeouDter,  to  cotnpelt 
to  vanquish. 

But  in  that  moment  she.  only  heard  the  assurance 
givtu  ;  she  only  folt  the  clasp  of  his  arras  and  the  touch 
of  his  lips. 

She  rested  ag-ainst  hitn  lon^  in  the  deep,  sweetatillnesa 
of  a  joy,  too  sure  and  too  perfect  to  be  broken  by 
words. 

Once  only  she  toused  herself  and  spoke. 

"  Shall  I  know  your  friunda— *yuur  sister— then  f"  ahe 
asked,  with  that  happy  light  playing  in  her  eyes,  as  she 
lifted  tliem  to  bia  in  the  soft  obscurity  of  the  night. 

"  I  hope  go,  love," 

But  I  heard  a  short,  impatient  sigh  from  him  as  he 
upoke  ;  and  1  knew  that  In  bis  heart  lie  was  full  sure  that 
never  would  his  sister's  hand  take  hers  ia  welcome  atid 
ia  frieDd^hip. 

He  was  silent  some  time,  his  touch  absently  caressing 
the  thick  and  g^leamm^  waves  of  bet"  hair,  He  bad  too 
true  a  mauhood  in  liini,  and  too  haughty  a  temper,  not 
to  be  ready  to  procJaim  bis  honor  of  her  to  the  world 
with  all  widest  and  big'hest  publicity,  and  Dot  to  feeJ, 
with  passionate  sincerity,  that  prido  in  her — ^in  ber  lauo* 
cence,  and  her  loveliness,  and  her  genius, — which  he  had 
avowed.  But  to  every  man  ts  it  bitter  to  know  that  the 
creature  he  delights  to  honor  will  be  refused  all  honor  by 
the  world;  to  every  maa  does  it  Btrike  home,  with  a 
hateful  pan^,  That  ihe  bearer  of  his  name,  the  owner  of 
Lis  rank,  the  mother  of  his  children,  should  be  breathed 
Oil  with  the  breath  of  libel  and  of  imputed  shame. 

He  knew  the  world  too  well  not  to  frlly  appraise  the 
cruel  force  of  its  iocreduloua  contempt,  Its  merciless  ceu- 
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euro  ;  bo  bad  lived  \ii  it  too  long  oot  to  fully  foresee  tLe 
humiliations  and  insolences  which  il  woutil  be  beyond  ull 
power  of  his  to  avert  from  the  woman  whom  he  loved. 
With  time,  indeed, — and  riches, — he  might  be  able  to 
compel  fur  her  the  lip  homage  of  Bocial  respect,  and  to 
uaclosu  for  her  thu  doorei  of  ibe  palaces  of  his  order.  Bat 
he  knew  that  the  work  would  be  long, — toilsome, — and 
lu  the  erid,  but  half  accomplished. 

Fur  be  kuuw  that  slander,  baving^once  seized  on  a  fair 
name  for  its  prey^  does  never  allo^etber  loose  it;  but, 
slumbering  for  a  score  of  years,  will  yet,  wlieu  it  looks 
dead,  have  power  Btill  to  lift  {{.a  hydra  bead,  and  to  spit 
poison,  And  eo  he  sat  there,  tboogblful,  weary,  and  half 
ead;  yet  with  tt  thrill  of  old,  tiautitles^,  ehivalrie  gladness 
in  him,  because  to  him  it  had  now  been  given  to  show, 
at  least,  in  tbe  world'a  sight,  how  high  in  honor  he  him- 
Bcif  had  held  this  life  that  trusted  him  with  so  supreme  a 
faith 

Moreover,  old  aspirations  stirred  ia  him;  old  dreama 
arose. 

Sitting  there  iq  the  still  Bummer  night,  with  the  tight 
of  the  stars  on  the  leafage  without,  and  looking  down  into 
those  deep,  tender,  aoiil-lit  eyes,  old  fancies  of  bia  dead 
youth  came  to  him.  With  gold,  "the  contpeller  of  men," 
alt  things  seemed  possible  to  him.  His  wealth  w<iuld  he 
vast  j  his  ambition  might  keep  pat-e  with  it :— a  lofiy  aud 
pnre  ambition,  setiking  tbe  welfare  and  not  tho  sulTrago 
of  men  :  aecking  to  rule  aud  nut  lo  use  them. 

Of  iileasnre  be  had  known  every  sense  and  satiety  ;  of 
pasaioiii  lie  had  known  every  fury  and  folly;  of  the  world 
he  had  known  every  bitter  and  every  beguilement^  A 
brief  while  ago  his  life  had  beea  tireid,  ruined,  recklesB, 
esliauHted?  but  now — now  in  thi*j  soft  oiidiwghi  hour  of 
Bummer, — tbe  fair  and  uoblo  dreams  of  hia  boyhood  re- 
turned to  him,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  to  give  them 
fruition  yet  Jaj  in  his  gifts  and  his  destinies. 

"  You  are  thinking'?"  she  said,  looking  up  at  binj  whilst 
her  arms  were  about  his  neek.  He  smiled,  aud  dropped 
his  lips  to  hers. 

"  Yes.  1  am  thii  king  of  the  future  thie  day — and  yan 
— have  given  me." 
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And  I  believe  that  those  dreams  abode  vfith  him  n  bis 
slumber;  for  ever  anti  tigain  1  suw  a  aaiUe  come  on  liia 
facu,  as  be  slept,  wb^ry  the  mooiiligbt  fell  in  upou,  it 
ibrouj^h  ihe  dowy  foliage  that  liulf  hid  Lbe  fasemetit. 

Ab  God,  that  froju  atnue  sleep  niei]  never  awakened  1 

Early  on  the  morrow  be  loft  her,  canipeUed  bj  some 
exigencies  of  bia  new  possessions  to  be  absent  in  tbeoorlh 
two  days. 

There  were  but  three  nighls  more  of  her  public  career. 
He  would  Tain  bave&horteQed  even  these;  but  the  Inlere&La 
of  many  were  involved,  aod  with  ibe  trueeoul  of  the  artist 
in  her,  she  parted  from  ber  world  of  art  with  pain  and 
almost  with  unwillingness;  and  she  dung  to  these  few 
remaining'  hours  in  which  alune  the  genius  in  her  would 
ever  utter  itself  to  the  multitude,  and  feel  and  use  its 
powers. 

He  feared  that  it  would  be  iffipo&alble  for  bi^  to  re- 
turn before  midnight  of  the  second  day  at  earliest.  He 
left  her  witbsing;nlar  reluctance,  with  longing  regret,  even 
for  80  short  an  absence.  Towards  the  close  of  the  day 
she  sat  alone  in  ber  little  library;  without  there  was  all 
the  glow  of  a  summer  eveuing  at  yeveQ  oVlock,  but  within 
the  violet  hues  of  the  room  seemed  lite  twiiigbt.  She  sat 
bst  in  thought^  a  smile  and  a  flush  now  and  then  ci-o&s- 
Siig  her  face  at  some  memory ;  her  book  bad  fallen  to  the 
floor;  her  head  was  bent ;  Ju  her  bosom  some  little  scarlet 
love-rosos  were  fastened. 

She  did  not  bear  the  sound  of  steps  without;  she  did 
Boteven  bear  the  soft  slow  unclosing  of  the  door,  and  the 
sweep  of  a  woman's  robes  over  the  velvet  of  the  floor. 
Lost  in  thouglu.  the  deep,  sweet,  visionary  thought  of  a 
love  that  is  balf-earthly,  half-divine,  she  did  not  even  feel 
that  she  was  no  more  alone. 

The  woman  paused  and  looked  at  her,  herself  nn.=;een. 
Her  great,  brown,  sluniberouB  eyes  glittered  like  jewels  ; 
her  I'uby  mouth  curled  wilb  a  cruel  scorn  ;  her  teeth  stt 
Bligbtly,  like  an  animal  about  to  spring.  I  knew  ber^*- 
thus  had  I  setm  her,  thotig^b  then  ob&cure  of  beauty  as  a 
diamond  still  dull  in  its  bed  of  quarts,  took  thirstily  on  the 
tawdry  treasury  of  the  peddler'^  pack ;  thus  had  I  seen  h^er 
i]  dU  the  bau^hiy  ius^olence  of  bcr  shamerul  pomp  wb^ii 


5T4 


PVCK. 


ehe  had  sat  in  her  ambpr-bung  casement,  and  mocked  tha 
poor,  lowl^j  BtaialesB  life  whase  innocence  and  sublimity 
offeDded  her. 

tjhe  stood  quite  slilt,  looking,  looking,  with  the  heavy 
lida  droppfd  over  hi:;r  eyes;  she  wss  attired  for  some 
festival  oT  tlie  eomm^  night ;  jewels  g-ltmeed  at  every 
point  trpon  ber ;  a  goid-hued,  tropical  bird  wua  fastened 
agaiuat  her  breast,  \\\  its  beak  a  flower  of  tiiacjionds  ;  with 
tbftt  ecoru  upon  her  mouth,  with  ihat  gleam  betieatb  her 
lida,  with  some  ^old-hued  tissue,  light  as  mist,  about  her, 
gho  seemed  to  me  to  burn  with  an  iDsufferable  brillianey 
throtigb  the  duj^k  aa  a  tiger's  eyeballs  may  flame  through 
the  darkness  of  an  eastern  night. 

Suddenly  Gladys  felt,  rather  than  heard  or  saw  ;  felt 
that  tihe  was  watched,  and  wob  do  more  in  solitude ;  she 
etftfted,  turned  bor  hpad,  and  sprang  lo  her  feet,  erect. 

For  tiie  moment  she  was  speechleea  in  eurprise  \  for  the 
moment  this  woman's  face  was  etrange  to  her,  telling  no 
tale,  bringing  no  history. 

Avice  Dare  smiled  where  she  stood.  She  bad  come  un- 
aonouDced,  unacconipanied  ;  admitted  doubtless  through 
some  bribe  of  her  gold,  or  some  awe  that  her  raok  car- 
ried with  it, 

"  You  know  me  ?"  she  is^aid  careleaely.  "  I  know  yoa. 
We  are  both  on  the  world's  stugc." 

Gladys  gazed  at  her,  glill  silent,  with  amaze;  reinem- 
brauceof  the  sole  history  that  sbe  bad  beard  tangled  with 
this  woman's  name  returoiDg  slowly  through  the  confu- 
Bioo  of  her  shattered  thoughts. 

"  I  know  you  thua  much,"  she  answeredj  her  clear  pure 
'tones  striking  across  the  harsh  voice  of  her  questioner  aa 
the  note  of  a  silver  bell  may  strike  across  the  dissonant 
clangor  of  brazen  cyrabala.  *'T1jub  much, — that  your 
presence  ouly  is  a  diehouor.  Why  do  you  bring  it 
hither  ?" 

A  vice  Dare  laug-hed  aloud,  with  caustic  iasolent  ease, 
and  for  answer  sank  on  to  a  couch  by  the  hearth,  and 
leaned  her  elbow  on  her  knoe,  her  chio  upon  her  hand,  in 
indolent  action  of  familiarity. 

"  Diyhonor  ?  are  you  a  fool?  I  ara  what  all  women 
woqld  give  their  lives  and  their  souls  to  be,^aow.     X 
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cfiiue  to  look  fit  yoQ, — staod  more  to  the  tight, — &o  I  700 
are  baudsome  6Dou^h  I" 

Glftdja  stood  erect  upon  her  own  hearth,  the  last  gj'low 
of  the  BUDBet  fslIlD^  upon  her;  her  hand  rested  od  the 
miirble  shelf,  her  eyes  were  dilated  with  a  deepcQing 
omazemeiit  half  tauebed  with  loathing  and  with  fear. 

8he  deemed  this  womao  mad. 

"Whatever  be  jour  errand, — aaj  It  and  depart/'  sbti 
made  answer.  "Though  you  now  were  an  empress,  not 
less  should  I  hold  yoyr  life  infatuy." 

AtIcc  Dare  laughed  once  more ;  with  one  hand  ahe 
played  with  the  diamond  m  the  mouth  of  the  bird,  on  the 
other  side  ehe  rested  her  chin  whilst  her  sluiuherous,  ruth- 
less glances  searched  out  every  trait  of  face  and  of  form, 
of  limb  and  of  feature,  \u  the  liying^  loveliueas  that  fncod 
her. 

"My  errand  is  to  look  atyou,"Bbe  said  curtly.  "Well, 
yon  are  beautiful,  though  not  in  ray  fashion.  You  are  a 
genius,  they  say.  What  use  is  that  ?  I  had  only  good 
looka,  and  see  where  I  am  I  Geoiuy  ?  Pshaw  I  what  do 
We!/ core  for  that?  If  you  were  ao  ill-favored  weach, 
though  you  had  all  the  g^cnius  of  heaveti  and  hell,  what 
would  it  KervB  you?     You  mi^ht  die  in  a  guttpr." 

The  voice  of  Gladys,  with  its  proud  serene  utteranco, 
rang  ag-ain  across  hers  : 

"  Do  you  come  here  to  tell  me  this  7  It  was  not  worth 
while.  1  know  nothing  of  you,  save  that  you  have  been 
one  who  destroyed  the  lives  and  the  souls  of  mea ;  I  de- 
sire to  know  no  more,     1  only  bid  you  go," 

A  vice  Dare  laughed  aloud  ;  her  eyes  glittered  with  a 
more  siniBfer  and  savage  meaning  uuder  the  weight  of 
their  blue-velDed  languid  lida. 

"  Destroy  the  lives  and  aoula  of  men — know  qo  more 
of  me  than  that!  F.^hawl  what  is  that  more  than  to 
know  me — a  woman  ?  You  speak  flue  and  fair,  I  never 
did  either.  I  am  a  dullard  at  their  arts  and  their  learn- 
ing, iiut  1  am  no  such  fool  but  what  1  think,— aom&- 
iinaeB.  1  think  what  foob  and  what  beasts  they  are  : 
maddened  by  the  red  of  our  lips  and  the  whiie  of  our 
ekina;  ready  to  sell  tli^msclves  lo  any  devil,  if  we  wiJI 
only  be  theirs  when  tkey  craze  for  us  j  flinging  away  a]l 
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tht!Lr  i^old,  ond  tbeir  jouth,  and  their  good  reputo,  that 
we  may  spurn  tbeiu,  or  kick  tliem,  or  kill  thiiin  as  our 
choice  goes.  I  do  tliitjk, — Kometiraua,  I  ibiiik  what 
fools  and  what  beasts  ibey  arc,  There  is  jour  lover^ 
he  was  luine  once  " 

Tbo  face  of  Gladys  grew  Buddenly  white  fls  death  ;  she 
preessd  one  liaiid  to  her  heart  aucousciously,  crushing  the 
roBcs, 

"Will  you  go?"  phe  said  calmly  stilly  whilst  her  teeth 
were  tight  shut.  ''Or  will  you  force  me  to  i^ammou  my 
servautB?" 

AvicB  Dare  bent  forward,  the  golden  bird  f^lowing 
brighter,  the  diamond  in  hia  mouth  BhiniDg  with  rosier 
light,  the  laugh  in  her  eyes  growing  broader  and  coarser. 

"Call  whom  you  like.  It  is  no  news  to  the  town,  if 
it  be  newa  to  yon.  It  was  only  when  I  left  him — left 
him  because  be  was  well-nigh  a  beggar,  and  had  dared 
to  tuunt  me  for  having  no  talent — it  wag  only  then  that 
be  gave  his  theater  to  you." 

She  echoed  the  word  uncoasciously  in  the  stapor  of 
amaze  with  wb^ch  tins  womBu's  words  had  stifled  her. 
Some  vague  sbape  of  Some  hideous  truth,  thai  loomed  out 
from  the  gloom  of  hiddeu  years,  waB  all  6h«  had  tlsiou 
left  10  Bee. 

'*  His, — surely  his, — what  of  that  ?"  retorted  the  giilleo, 
seofBogt  victorious  voice,  which  in  its  moments  of  passion 
lost  all  the  finer  aud  purer  accent  of  tuition,  and  lapsed 
into  the  rude  and  homely  words  of  its  birth-longue.  *'Hit- 
theater  I  You  know  tbat  well  enow.  It  have  always  been 
Lie  toy,  to  set  up  his  fancy  of  the  hour  in,  and  make  the 
gahiesof  the  world  run  and  stare  to  see  a  thing  of  wonder 
in  his  mistrt'BS.  He'a  had  it  now  a  many  year ;  and  beVe 
never  hiid  one  as  good  in  it  as  me,  tbough  he  chose'^ 
to  dare  and  jibe  me,  and  to  say  as  I  could  onJy  do  the 
danting.  You  were  a  girl  be  fouud  in  the  streets,  IVe 
heard  ?— selling  flowers  and  starving?  And  you'd  a 
preUy  faco,  and  be  took  a  liking  to  it;  and  he  made 
a — lady — of  you  ?  It's  bis  way  ;  and  it  pays,  loo.  Naught 
draws  like  a  handfionie  face  to  the  stage.  Tou  are  an 
artist,  they  say,  and  God  knows  what :  1  never  did  tiaugbt 
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bat  dreas  and  daoce.  But  the  town  waa  &i  mad  about 
me  as  you.  So  was  be.  I  pillafred  him  pretty  well  j  but- 
theydoeajas  how  you  have  mined  him  out-and-out.  A 
playhouse  ia  a,  pretty  toy  enoug'b ;  but  it  beggnrs  mvn 
quick — when  we  help  too]  You  live  very  quiet,  and 
proud,  and  innocent-like,  they  Bay.  Well,  it  seems  to  pay 
you  high  that  way;  but  you  chose  to  talk  about  'infamy* 
B  second  ago.  Now,  I  have  been  honest,  at  least :  whiie 
you " 

Tier  lau^h  BUed  up  the  pauae  j  more  brutally  than  by 
jest  or  jibe. 

Gladys  stood  erect ;  her  haad  clinched  on  the  marble; 
bpr  face  blanched  with  a  mute,  breathless  disgust;  her 
lips  dumb  in  her  own  defense.  An  unutterable  horror  had 
setaed  her:  in  one  instant  all  the  tfuth,  so  long-  screened 
from  hep  with  such  tender  hands,  was  laid  bare  to  her 
sight,  as  the  flaflh  of  the  li^^htning  lays  bare  the  abyss. 

For  the  moment  sho  was  ppocchloss ;  her  heart  beat  with 
a  slow  sickening  effort,  that  seemed  to  drain  all  streng'th 
from  her  hnibs  and  all  life  from  her  veins  ;  her  eyes  lost 
sight  J  her  ears  lost  sound  ^  a  deadly  faintnesa  held  her 
in  its  homis- 

A  vice  Dare  watched  her  with  a  sleepy  voluptuous  cruel 
plpft.^iurc:  even  aa  in  the  old  time  gone  I  had  seen  her 
watch  the  lingering  torture  of  a  high-couraged,  luminous^ 
eyed  falcon,  caught  in  a  trap  in  &  green  beechea  bough, 
and  struggling  passionately  for  rrcedom,  all  through  the 
hours  of  a  burning  thirsty  summer  day,  till  death  re 
leaded  it. 

"  Your  eyes  look  strange;  is  this  news  to  you  ?"  she 
said  coldly.  '*  Ignorance  ia  odd  enough,  surely.  If  it  ia 
not  Ids  gold  that  you  live  on,  whose  is  it  ?  Does  gold 
grtiw,  like  your  roses  ?  You  were  a  beggar,  without 
brrad,  without  homt,  without  a  hope  in  the  world:  yet 
when  you  were  lifted  up  into  richeg  and  ease  you  never 
asked  whence  the  wealth  came  that  did  it  I  Faugh  I 
what  liar  durst  tell  any  baby  such  a  fable  as  that  7'^' 

The  foul  word  roused  her  hearer  like  a  dagger's  thrust; 
the  sickly  faintness  passed  away;  the  blood  ra&hed  to  her 
face  in  a  bright  paBsionate  flood ;  ber  eyes  dashed  fire ; 
2M  4S 


61S 


PUCK. 


her  whole  form  grew  instinct  once  more  with  strength 
and  gracious  pride. 

"  Silence  1  Silence  I"  she  cried  wiih  calm  contenipluoua 
command.  "  What  my  life  is,  matters  not  to  jou.  It 
canuot  come  for  judgment  to  your  nie  imaginings.  Go, 
Hid  let  me  forget,  if  1  caq,  that  lips  so  foul  as  youre  hare 
ever  dared  to  breathe  to  me  the  name  I  honor  only 
second  to  my  God's." 

For  ona  moment  the  low  brutal  nature  of  her  antag-oaiftt 
was  awed  and  cowed  before  the  grandeor  of  that  noble 
bimpUcity,  the  purity  of  that  perfect  faith ;  for  ooe  mo- 
ment she,  in  whom  womanhood  w&b  but  abase  and  renal 
infamy,  saw  by  one  fleeting  vision  how  great  by  the  divi- 
nity of  love  can  womanhood  become. 

With  the  next  instant  the  evil  in  her  scoffed  to  scorn 
that  one  relenting  impulBe, 

It  has  been  written  that  there  is  not  one  man  without 
Bom«  g'leam  of  tenderness  and  pity  ;  it  is  not  written  that 
there  is  not  one  woman. 

Her  dueky  sleepy  eyes  flashed  with  a  sadden  stnpid 
wonder. 

"  la  it  true  ?"  she  said  curtly.  "  True,  as  some  say  of 
'ate,  that  you  be  his  wife  ?" 

Gladys  answered  nothing  ;  hut  her  face  spoke.  Whera 
she  stood,  with  her  hands  crossed  upon  her  breast  and 
her  eyes  gazing  againjst  the  sunset  light,  there  was  more 
eloquence  than  lies  in  words  in  that  fearless  dignity,  in 
that  conscious  gladness  and  glory  of  a  life  which  knew 
itself  one  with  his  forever. 

Avice  Dare  lauja^hed  Aloud,  t^nawing  with  her  ruby  h"p 
the  diamond  which  the  bird  bore, 

"  So-ho  I  you  have  done  worse  by  him  than  even  I  did  l*^ 
ane  cried,  her  hard  exuHant  voice  nng-ing  through  the 
soft  eweet  silence  of  the  chamber.  "I  have  done  it  by 
anollier,  it's  true.  But  my  dupe  is  a  witless  lad,  too 
great  a  fool  to  know  what  honor  is.  But  youra  I — ^Nay, 
hear  me  out,  I  have  little  to  say;  but  I'll  say  that.  I 
know  him  right  well ;  he's  a  fool  in  his  gifts,  and  a  devil  m 
hia  pride.  Like  enow  youVe  drawn  him  to  give  yon  eveaJ 
his  name,  out  of  pity.  But  may  be  yoaVe  never  thought! 
how  youVe  killed  his  pride  in  him  forever  and  aye.     Do 
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fou  kaow  that  the  women  of  biu  rank  would  no  more 
come  nigh  you  than  oig^h  me  ?  Do  you  know  that  his 
world  will  aaj  be  has  married  his  mistress,  and  that  your 
sous  will  be  taupfht,  soon  or  late»  to  blush  for  their  mother  ? 
Do  you  know  that,  to  live  with  you,  he  must  give  op  bis 
order:  aud  that,  though  you  may  carry  its  title,  you  will 
De\cr  pierce  into  its  ranlis  1  J  tell  you  ttie  truth  :  I've 
doue  the  like  ruyseir.  But  I'm  a  '  vile  womaa,' you  know  ; 
yiju^ — you're  an  aiigel  of  iunoceDce  I  Well,  yoii  may  be  ; 
youVe  a  lair  face,  I  eee;  and  you  hold  yourself  rarely 
and  royally.  But,  look  you  here.  When,  through  you, 
he  la  the  suorn  of  friends  and  the  jcat  of  fools;  when  for 
you  he  gives  up  his  old  world,  and  his  own  race ;  when 
by  you  he  has  children  who  cftu  be  taunted  by  school- 
mates with  your  name;  when  for  you  he  lives  beg-gared, 
restless,  haLf  obscure,  shunning  the  eyes  of  the  world  be- 
cause of  the  stain  the  world  thinks  that  it  sees  on  hia 
hcutcheon,  then  he  will  find  little  choice,  I  fancy,  between 
tny  'infamy  *  and  your  '  innocence/  You  are  his  wife,  no 
doubt ;  your  eyes  say  so,  though  you  staad  dumb.  Well, 
be  will  never  leli  It.  to  you,  because  he  Is  a  gentlemau 
bom  ;  but  as  sure  as  ho  lives,  so  sure  will  the  day  como 
when  in  hie  bouI  he  will  curse  you  for  the  selAgboess  that 
you  cloaked  in  purity,  for  the  cruelty  that  you  masked  in 
love.  I  am  a  bad  woman — jf-s — but  I  was  never  bo  base 
to  him  as  you  t  1  ouly  took  his  gold}  I  never  stole  hia 
name  1" 

Then,  without  another  word,  she  passed  across  the 
chambor ;  the  gleam  of  her  golden  tissues  ilaahlQg  on  the 
j,^loom, 

Ou  the  threshold  she  paused,  one  moment  j  the  brutal 
finiile  g^leaming  on  her  full  red  lips:  "We  go  to  bee  you 
act  to  uight :  you  will  scarce  be  at  your  greatest,  I  fancy  1" 
And  the  door  closed  on  her  slow  hard  mockery  of  joyless 
laughter. 

Oladya  stood  erect  on  her  own  hearth.  A  mute, 
breathlesSj  numbing  horror  stole  over  her  face,  and  blasted 
the  light  from  her  eyes,  and  drained  the  Sife  from  her 
veins.  She  gave  no  cry,  no  sign  ;  she  did  not  move;  her 
eyea  still  looked  out  steadfast  at  the  light,  and  yet — ah 
*iod  i — to  see  that  horror  in  her  face  waa  to  behold  death 
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seize  Q  liviDg,  happy,  biuIcsb  creature  in  the  Grat  falf 
rudiancti  of  its  beauty,  in  the  first  Bweet  Bummer  of  ila 
years  I 

Eight  of  the  eveQing  chinied  softly  throuji^b  the  silence. 
It  Wfts  the  eeason  when  tbe  world  claimed  her.  She  hud 
flung  herself  on  her  knees  beside  her  couch ;  and  still 
kneeled  there  with  her  head  bowed  upon  her  anna,  though 
more  than  an  hour  had  drifted  by  since  the  wotds  of  her 
de&troycr  had  echoed  throu^^h  the  stillness  of  that  peace- 
ful place.  At  the  sound  of  the  chimes  fihe  started,  and 
rose  to  ber  feet;  bIig  was  white  as  marble;  her  breath 
came  in  slow^  agonized  labor ;  her  eyes  bad  a  bewildered, 
tearless  terror  in  them. 

So  brief  a  while  before  a  rapture  so  perfect  had  envi- 
roned her;  a  passion  so  shadowless  had  entranced  her; 
nnd  now, — tlie  whole  furee  of  a  hideous  truth  was  rouoH 
her  like  a  web  of  fire. 

She  knew  that  in  the  worM's  sight  she  was  a  thing  dis- 
honored ;  and  that  the  reflex  of  such  dishonor  was  the 
sole  dower  that  she  bad  brought  her  husband. 

"  To  have  harmed  liim — -to  have  harmed  him.  Oh,  my 
Godi"  That  was  the  sole  cry  that  was  wrung  from  her. 
Before  her  sight,  like  an  abyss  on  which  the  li^^btning 
plays,  there  spread  ail  the  deptha  of  infamy  on  which  she, 
unwitting,  hail  stood  in  Joyous  ignorance  so  loug,  and  a!l 
the  undroamtr-of  wealth  of  pity,  tonderuess,  and  countless 
gifts  that  lahe  had  owed  to  him. 

A!l  thiafe^s  were  bared  before  her;  she  saw  herself  tbe 
croaturt;  of  his  alms,  the  bcgg^ar  etiriclicd  by  his  mercy, 
the  debtor  kept  in  blindneaa  because  vision  would  Lave 
shown  her  all  her  debt.  She  kuew  now  w^hy  all  the 
women  of  his  riace  had  held  aloof  frurn  her;  she  knew  now 
why  the  assurance  of  the  world's  honor  had  hesitated  oq 
his  lips,  and  his  promise  of  it  been,  not  couGdence,  but 
defiance.  Even  in  her  ignorance- — even  when  she  bad 
deemed  herself  the  creatris  of  her  fame,  and  the  gainer 
of  her  gold,— she  had  said  ever  in  her  soul,  "  What 
shall  I  render  theo,  O  princely  giver  ?"  deeming-  that  the 
■world  could  never  hold  fit  payment  to  hira.  But  now — 
now — she  beheld  the  past  in  all  its  nakedness;  and  now 
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Boi:  knew  like'wise  that  bcr  only  recompenae  to  him  waa 
to  take  him  io  ffittiriftge,  the  jmpated  Bbame  wherewith 
the  world  had  Ladened  hef  I 

With  all  thi  sweeping'  erueltj  of  bitterest  truth,  the 
words  of  her  enemy  had  scourged  her,  till  thej  cat  the 
liying  flesh  of  her  bared  heart. 

Without  a  thougrht  that  was  regret,  without  a  dream 
that  was  fear,  without  a  vlsJoa  of  dishonor  that  could 
ever  taint  her,  of  repentaoce  that  could  ever  assail  her, 
she  had  lived  ht^r  radiaut  life  until  this  hour,  And  now 
— uow — she  fcoew  that  tbtJugh  she  should  live  to  the  ex- 
tremest  years  of  age,  she  could  never  undo  the  evil  where- 
with she  had  paid  him  back  hia  good. 

Baser  and  more  self-steeped  natures  would  but  have 
Been  that,  come  what  would,  her  own  place  as  his  wife 
was  beyond  challenge  and  beyond  change.  But  to  ber 
the  knowledge  that  the  wrong  wrought  to  him  could 
never  be  undone,  thouf^h  ever  so  passionately  he  should 
crave  hia  freedom,  though  CT^er  bo  wearily  he  should  la- 
ment his  loes,  was  an  agony  greater  than  any  woe  or 
raartyrdom  she  could  herself  have  borne. 

"  ]f  only  he  were  still  freel"  she  cried  aloud  in  her  tor- 
ture, "If  only  I  could  be  bis  servant — his  mistress — 
hia  dog — so  that  the  world  efaould  honor  him  still  I" 

Por  to  her,  in  the  deep  humility  of  her  passionate  grati- 
tude, it  seemed  that  there  was  naught  in  herself  to  re- 
compense him  for  his  surrender  to  her  of  his  honor  and 
his  troth :  to  her,  in  the  high,  pure,  stainless  creeds  of 
her  old  grave  poetic  race,  it  seemed  that  to  have  lived 
upon  hia  gold,  though  all  unwittmgly,  and  to  have  been 
libeled  by  hia  world,  though  ail  unrightfully,  took  from 
her  forever  all  fitness  to  the  place  and  to  the  name  of  hia 
wife. 

She  was  but  a  child,  still ;  she  was  a  poet,  she  had  tbs 
pride  of  lofty  creeds,  she  had  the  self-abandonment  of  a 
love  that  was  absolute  in  its  Idolatry  ;  she  8&w  nothing, 
felt  nothing,  heeded  ootbitig,  selvo  that  she  was  shame- 
ful  in  the  sight  of  the  world,  and  that  she  had  paid  a 
measureless  debt  only  by  acceptance  of  as  measurelesa 
%  sacriUce  1 

Oiie  thought  onlj  folded  her  in  its  poiaonona  net,  aa 
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the  fire  folded  Glance.  The  tbouglit  that  she  nad  di^' 
honored  biui. — dishonoi'Gd  bim  I — sbe,  wlio  would  have 
given  up  her  yoonj,^  life  to  any  torture  or  to  any  death, 
to  spare  lo  him  cue  moment's  pang,  to  save  to  him  one 
breath  of  scoru ! 

It  may  be  that  if  ia  this  hour  his  voice  bad  fallen  oa 
her  ear,  his  kisa  had  touched  her  lipa,  tbie  p&rosysoi 
might  huve  passed,  this  horror  migbt  have  unloosed  her. 
But  he  was  abseot :  there  were  none  near  to  counsel  or 
to  soothe  :  she  was  alone  with  all  this  brutal  truth  that 
rose  before  her,  all  tbiis  sense  of  irrevocable  ruio  brought 
on  him  by  her  love. 

And  in  such  an  hour  she  could  not  reason :  ehe  cotild 
only  suffer  -.- — suffer  those  tortures  of  hell  which  on  earth 
onlv  come  to  the  innocent, 

'  *  *  *  *  *  * 

The  eig'hth  hour  sounded. 

She  started  to  her  feet.  She  knew  that  the  piiblie 
waited  her. 

"  Oh  God,  I  eannol  go  ["  she  muroufcd.    "  I  cannot  1' 

Her  head  fell  ou  her  breast ;  her  white  lips  gasped  for 
air  i  the  ernahed  roses  fell  to  the  grouud— dead. 

Bat  that  mojuent  passed.  She  had  the  courage  of  the 
eoldier;  the  endurance  of  the  martyr.  Snoh  women  have. 
It  was  the  fulfilling  of  his  appointed  place;  it  was  the 
execution  of  his  a])pointed  duty. 

On  the  side-table  near  there  stood  a  flask  of  rich  amber- 
tinted  wine,  that  he  had  left  there  in  the  early  day.  By 
Bbeer  instinct  she  poured  it  forth,  and  took  deepdraughta 
of  it;  it  was  rarely  that  she  ever  touched  wine;  its  stinj- 
ulant  revived  the  warmth  in  her  veina,  quickened  the  dull 
uncertain  beating  of  her  heart,  restored  her  for  the  hour 
to  strength  and  consciousness. 

"  She  shall  not  see  me  fail,"  she  muttered  in  her  teelh. 
•'  She  shall  see  what  force  hia  love  and  honor  give." 

Then  she  rang,  and  bade  them  tell  her  people  she  waa 
ready,  and  went,  with  a  calm  step  and  all  her  old  graco 
of  bearing,  to  the  carriage  that  already  waited  at  the  ac- 
matomed  hour.  I  followed  her:  she  was  not  sensible  of 
my  presence. 

The  horseB  flew  like  the  wind  ;  it  waa  already  late ;  1 
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looked  op  at  her  face  in  fear  and  fcreLiblino-;  it  might  have 
betiu  cut  in  marble,  it  was  bo  still,  so  fixed,  so  coloHesR. 
Her  eyes  stilt  held  that  look  of  hreathlesa  pain,  and  her 
bemrt  beat  bo  loudly  that  I  could  bear  the  throb  of  its 
heavy  and  irregular  pal  Be  above  the  sound  of  the  horses* 
hoofs,  and  all  the  manifold  aod  confused  noises  of  the 
busy  Etreets. 

The  simple  gold  of  the  marriage  ring  was  hidden 
under  a  weig^ht  of  other  jeweled  circles  oa  her  slender 
band;  she  drew  the  jewels  from  it,  and  looked  at  it  with 
a  strange  paeBion,  half  glory  and  halfboTror. 

It  was  the  sign  of  her  boaor  amidst  wonaen,  it  waa 
true;  hut  none  the  le^s  di(3  it  seem  to  her  the  siga  of  his 
bondag-e,  of  his  ^acriSce,  of  his  degradation  ia  the  sip^ht 
of  the  world, 

"  They  must  oot  know :  they  mast  never  know/'  she 
marmnred  ;  and  she  put  back  over  it  the  gemmed  rings 
that  screened  it  from  others*  eyes. 

What  she  woukl  do  in  the  futuri?  she  knew  not;  aho 
only  vaguely  felt  that  never,  by  the  derision  of  the  worM 
for  bim^  should  the  honor  of  the  world  be  purchased  for 
herself. 

The  carriage  flew  through  the  lighted  town,  in  which 
the  glare  of  the  gas  crossed  tbe  lingering  light  of  the  glad 
summer  evening. 

It  paused  before  the  familiar  place  where  the  world 
waited  for  her, 

"If  they  Bee  that  I  suffer,  they  will  aay  evil  of  him," 
she  muttered  half  aloud  ;  and  the  meditative  calm  came 
back  into  her  eyes ;  her  colorless  mouth  wore  a  proud  re- 
solve; her  bead  was  lifted  with  a  haughty  grace.  As  she 
passed  the  people  m  tbe  passage  to  go  onward  to  her 
dressing  chamber,  I  beard  one  stranger  say  to  another, 
"Is  that  fair-haired  woman  the  actress  ?  Heavens  I — she 
might  be  an  empress  by  her  look  1" 

It  was  later  than  the  appointed  hour;  the  house  called 
for  her,  gtowtu^  impatient,  there  was  not  a  moment  to 
be  lost.  She  robed  herself  hastily,  and  swept  on  to  the 
e^tago  with  slow,  graceful,  negligent  dignity,  whilst  the 
homage  of  the  crowded  theater  rang  out  again  and  agaiq 
in  their  acclamations  of  welcome, 
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She  looked  oQc*^  at  the  house :  there,  true  \a\  her  word, 
her  enemy  was  thmned-,  seated,  laughing-  amidst  her 
courdera,  aa  Faustinn  sat  lieneaLh  the  purple  eanopj  of 
the  Antoninos  to  watch  ibo  gladiatorial  sbow  upon  tba 
blood-steeped  sands  below. 

The  amber  tissues  glowed  around  her,  till  she  seemed 
bathed  in  Ilgbt,  £ind  the  goldeu  bird  in  her  bosom  hold  bid 
diamoDd  in  the  lij^ht,  as  ihuug^b  in  symbol  of  the  sole 
wa^e  for  which  ih.^  wise  amidst  womanhood  sell  love. 

Her  eyes  met  those  of  Gladys:  they  were  full  of  the 
Game  merciless  exultutinm,  of  ibe  same  sleepy,  brutal,  and 
voluptuous  pleasure.  Aa  the  noble  courser  anawera  to 
the  barbed  cruelty  of  the  spur,  &o  did  the  high  courage 
tif  the  creature  that  fthe  tortured  oaswer  to  that  tigreaa'a 
gjanee.  The  Hood  flushed  to  her  face  \  strength  rang  in 
her  voice;  eloquence  and  inspiration  returned  to  her. 
Shi?  played  with  yet  more  eonatinimate  art,  with  yet 
more  dauntlcpg  g-eniue,  than  Iho  world  had  ever  beheld  in 
her.  For  Bho  pUyed  to  justify  his  love ;  ahe  played  to 
eftvo  hia  honor ;  she  played,  not  far  the  world,  but  him. 

I  felt  fl  atrange  fear  ft9  I  watched  her :  I  knew  not 
why. 

It  eeemed  to  me  that  the  force  of  her  self-command 
was  too  g'reat,  the  fever  of  her  strength  too  high,  for  the 
victory  not  to  ooat  her  aome  fatal  price  ere  it  should 
utterly  be  won. 

And — at  those  times,  when  she  was  no  more  io  the 
public  eight,  but  waited  in  the  solitude  of  her  chamber, 
my  terror  grew:  for  that  deathlike  whiteness  of  her  face 
nerer  changed,  and  I  could  see  and  bear  the  labored 
beating  of  her  heart,  as  thouf^h  the  youtb  and  vital  glad- 
cess  of  its  pul&e  were  crushed  and  sufiTocated  beneath  tha 
weight  of  deadly  knowledge. 

Yet  still  she  moved  with  a  grace  so  exquisite,  with  a 
power  30  matchless,  before  the  assembled  multitude  1  She 
held  them  entranced  as  even  she  had  never  held  them. 
When  their  cries  rang  to  the  roof,  they  were  no  empty  or 
careleaa  homage,  but  the  tumaltuous  fury  of  a  people 
moved  to  passionate  and  rapturona  emotions.  And  where 
her  enemy  aat,  with  the  golden  bird  nestled  in  her  bosom, 
and  the  brutal  triumph  in  her  eyea,  the  cyeag-lanced  with 
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fartive  doubt,  and  the  wicked  lipa  curled  with  an  uaeaej 
flmile — bef  pr*?j  e.^caped  her;  ber  hate  tost  ita  etmg. 

The  end  drew  near ;  ibe  strain  was  well-tiigb  over. 

As  she  went  once  more  before  the  sight  of  the  people 
1  knew  that  the  ordeal  would  soon  be  padsed,  the  victory 
be  soon  aeeainpliBhed,  if — it" — she  had  strength  to  endure 
tc  the  last. 

She  went :  and  the  echoes  of  the  public  acclamations 
groetiog  her  afi^aiD,  rolleii  in  their  muffled  thunder  on  my 
ear  where  I  waited  in  the  loneliness  of  her  little  chamber. 

Suddenly  the  door  unelosed  :  Beltrau  himself  entered. 
His  return  had  beeu  earlier  than  be  bad  deemed  possible. 

He  glanced  round  the  empty  place,  and  left  it  hur^ 
riedSy  :  I  heard  bia  atep  die  ti,Vii^y  dowa  the  long  cor- 
ridurs  which  led  to  the  public  portion  of  tbe  bouse. 

r  went  forth  from  tbe  chamber,  aod  stole  to  that  fa- 
miliar corner  whence  I  so  often  hjid  tarried  to  watch  the 
play  of  the  sta^e,  and  the  crowds  of  the  hou.ie.  Ue,  I 
taw,  bad  passed  amidst  tbe  audience,  and  was  standing 
In  his  sister's  box  with  his  head  bent  to  her.  The  theater 
Was  hushed  into  intense  aiillneBa;  some  woman's  Bob, 
some  man's  deep-diawa  breath,  alooe  quivered  on  the 
silence;  tbe  listening  multitude  was  heM  in  that  trance 
of  pas^jiouate  sympathy  m  which  genius  can  hold  a  woHd 
at  will. 

She  was  alone  upon  the  stage :  it  was  that  supreme 
moment  in  the  trag-edy  wbereia  the  woman,  whom  she 
portrttyed,  learned  that  the  love  which  she  had  deemed 
divine  as  heaven,  was  but  a  thing  of  desolation  and  dis- 
honor. 

She  stood  erect,  her  hands  crossed  on  her  breast,  the 
white  folds  falling  about  her  limba ;  the  gleam  of  her 
hair  like  Us-ht  above  her  brow;  her  eyes  gazing  out  upon 
the  upturned  faces  of  the  crowd  beneath  her  feet  with  a 
mute,  blind  ftnguisb  which  chilled  them  as  though  they 
looked  on  death. 

Her  ^^oice  thrilled  through  tbe  house  with  a  strongef 
sweet,  uauUerable  passion  in  it  that  brought  tears  to  tho 
eyes  of  those  who  heard — all  meaning  of  the  verse  she 
spoke  was  lost  to  them;  they  only  felt  tbe  meaning  of 
that  music  of  the  voice^  sad  as  the  last  sigh  of  a  dyin;^ 
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ctiitd,  passionate  as  the  last  look  of  lore  in  eves  tbut 
nerer  more  will  meet  on  earth. 

One  alone  in  all  that  vast  audience — one  aloue  her  de- 
etroyer^ — knew  what  tnomoiMos  were  in  her  thoupjhts, 
what  truth  was  in  her  utterance,  as  the  words  of  tlio 
poet  left  her  lips: 

"I  thought  to  gira  buB  hunur, 
Libortj,  ftia.lt7,  peace, — bud  ilI]  fnir  tbings 
ThiLt  muke  inea's  live^  divUe.     And,  lo  I 
TbOi  onlj  dowei'  that  I  tuJfe  ii  njbuRie. 
Mj  iiTias  ttntwiiiing  bitn  will  aap  hU  Btrengtb^ 
Mj  kins  facgH  <JisBTB.Ra  pu  Iiiid.     My  Iota — 
Tlio  only  gift  I  ovflT  bud  to  giva^ — will  ba 
Dishonor  and  corruption  in  dibeii'b  sighL 
Th<^  harlot's  jiJG'r.  Xhi  hired  jester's  jLbQ, 
And  iill  tho  motikerj'  aod  DialiEi^ii  of  tuti^Ufri, 
Will  tiiiw  boot  »t  bint,  arid  drug  dui^n  bin  naiao 
Tbrouj^h  thfl  ruul  m.irH  ol'  their  jivblic  yukyt. 
And  1  — I — Tf  his  aluv^,  hi*  InTt,  his  wife, 
SliAli  taku  hint  moTn)  doath  and  endlcae  infamy. 
Ab  Ui>d  J " 

The  breath  paused  on  her  Tips  ;  the  words  were  broken 
and  ceased  ;  her  gaze  had  fnllcn  upon  him  where  he  stood 
amidst  the  women  of  his  order  in  the  center  of  the  lighted 
bauae,  and  in  that  one  moment  of  Budden  recoj^nition  the 
world  about  her  died  from  ber  sight,  and  all  she  saw 
were  those  eyes,  familiar  and  beloved,  that  smiled  oa  her. 

Her  strength  snapped  like  a  bow  overstruDg-.  Her 
Bensea  sickened  and  grew  dull.  With  a  faint  cry  she 
stretched  her  arms  out  to  him,  and  reeled,  and  fell. 

The  curtain  sank,  and  hid  her  from  the  public  sight. 
Through  the  tumult  of  the  paoic-atricken  multitude  there 
ran  the  awe  of  one  dread  murmur-, — "death." 

In  one  moment  he  was  beside  her ;  he  scattered  the 
people  like  aheep;  he  seized  her  Id  his  arms,  and  bore  her 
through  the  open  doors  of  the  supper  chamber  where  in 
other  years  the  boy -statesman  had  fallen  dead  upon  the 
hearth  because  a  woman,  vile  of  aoul,  bad  kisBed  him,  and 
betrayed  him. 

Some  fled  in  terror  to  seek  succor ;  others  huddled  ia 
terror  on  the  threshold;  about  him  bi^  friends  gathered, 
helpless,  horrified,  aghast,  afraid. 

He  never  spoke;  but  as  be  iaid  her  dowa  and  tbrevr 
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himself  Iieaide  her,  lie  tore  asUle  the  Isice  and  linen  off  her 
bosom,  and  sougbt  lo  feel  and  listen  for  tbe  beating  of  lier 
heart. 

Its  pulse  was  still. 

He  flung  himself  upon  her ;  be  called  her  name  with 
Brt*ry  caress  of  words  tliat  passion  holds  ;  he  cov^ered  with 
hi^  lii.ssea  her  lips,  her  bo.«oin,  her  iimlis;  he  crushed  her 
iu  his  arms  as  though  in  his  horror  he  could  seize  her  and 
ftfithhold  her  from  the  brutal  ravishing  of  death. 

Tbe  warmth  uf  that  bufDiag  embrace,  the  fire  of  those 
quiveriog  lips,  gare  back  for  one  fleeting  momeut  a  pang 
of  movement  to  the  numbed  and  strengthless  heart;  gAve 
back  9  flush  and  glow  of  life  to  the  languor  and  the  cold- 
nesJS  of  the  feeble  blood. 

Her  eyes  unclosed,  and  looked  at  him  with  that  perfect 
loFe  which  never  agaia  on  earth  would  come  to  him. 

"  Thfi  world  need  never  fcnotv^  It — now,"  she  murmured. 
"  Kiss  uio  ouee  more — oli  God  I  oh  love  !  forgiv^o  1'^^ 

And  with  that  prayer  for  pardon  on  Jier  sinless  lipa,  she 
fetbly  turned,  and  wound  her  arms  about  his  neck,  and 
drooped  her  head  upon  his  breast,  and  sought  her  lipa 
with  bia. 

In  tbat  last  kiss,  her  [fist  breath  fied. 


He,  who  so  long  had  known  no  grief,  and  smiled  fit 
every  pang,  grew  like  a  madman  in  his  agoaj  :  he  drove 
forth  from  the  chamber  every  human  creature,  and  barred 
tbe  door  upon  them,  and  spent  the  watches  of  the  night 
alone — alone  save  for  that  beautiful  dead  thing  that  he  had 
loved ;  alone,  save  for  the  gold  of  the  heavy  hair,  for  the 
calm  of  the  closed  eyes,  for  the  caress  of  the  lifeless  lipa 
which  stirred  no  more  beneath  his  ovvn,^  for  the  lovelineag 
of  the  cold  iimba  and  of  the  pulseless  breast  which  thrilled 
and  flushed  no  more  beneath  his  touch. 

All  through  that  night  I  saw  the  deadliest  sight  that 
the  world  holds; — the  despair  of  a  strong  man. 

When,  with  tbe  full  liglit  of  day,  bia  frienda  broke  into 
Ihe  room,  In  terror  at  the  silence  that  had  lasted  tberft 
trotu  midnight  ii^'Jto  Qoou,  they  fouud  him  stretched  upon 
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the  hearth;  bia  bead  upon  ber  cbest,  hie  haods  cllncbed 
ID  ber  loose  bair,  Lbe  full  sua  fuliinyou  ber  fair  dead  fate, 
ftud  tbrout'li  ^lifi  feetul  chamber  of  so  manj  iilgbis  of 
mlrtb. 

When  tbey  rttiaed  Jiim  tbey  saw  that  ber  breust  and 
bair  were  ^taiued  m»d  wet  and  red — be  bad  ruptured  a 
blood-veBset,  the  dark  atreaui  bad  g'uubed  from  bia  throat 
And  mouth,  aud  be  waa  aetiselemi. 


CHAPTER   XLIII. 


VALETB. 

I  HAVE  not  heart  in  nie  to  dictate  more, 

There  are  many  things  that  I  thought  to  cbroniclfl,  I 
have  many  adventures  left  untold,  many  portraita  left 
UDsketched,  many  memories  left  unrecorded.  But  1  bare 
not  the  heart  in  me  to  tell  more  now ;  ond,  beaides, — 1  am 
ouly  to  fill  a  certain  Qumber  of  pages. 

Strange  generatiou  ! — wbieb  has  Its  literature  measured 
lite  it9  yard9  of  Coventry  ribbon,  or  its  poutids  of  Cam- 
bridge batter!  I  suppose,  however,  that  it  ia  a  good  thing 
that  there  is  some  sueh  ruthtesa  restriction,  for  Heaven 
knows,  without  it,  poets  or  autobiog-rapberg  might  spin  on 
at  the  wheel  of  their  vanity  forever:  for  the  thread  of 
Amour  Fropro  is  a  thread  without  an  end,  and  tough  as 
it  is  endless.  In  vain  do  the  world's  sharp  sci&Hors  of 
eeorn  snap  at  it  and  cry  *'  Hold,  onoui^h  I" — -the  thread  is 
of  stuB*  indestructible,  and  it  only  thinks  that  the  sciaaors 
are  jealous  I 

Since  that  awful  night  I  have  never  quitted  Beltran. 

His  life  was  long  in  jeopardy  ^  but  with  time  hia 
strength  prevailed.  Those  who  care  not  for  life,  com- 
monly have  life  cUn^  to  them, 

He  never  knew  the  truth  of  that  early  death.  Men  of 
Bcience  agreed  in  their  judgment  that  ber  heart  had  been 
long  feeble  of  actioQ,  aud  at  length  had  suddenly  given 


TALETE. 


58tt 


way  ;  it  is  a  disease  not  rare  with  those  of  vivid  mind 
aud  delicate  frame. 

There  was  no  one — nothing — ^which  could  reveal  to 
him  the  secret  of  Avico  Dare,  For  I  could  not  bear 
witness  against  her. 

G-ladya's  grave  was  made  IQ  the  old  green  country  of 
bia  birth,  amidst  the  eepulchersof  bis  ancient  and  etatBly 
race.  This  honor  was  all  left  for  him  to  yield  to  her 
By  that  ^rave  the  world  learned  that  sho  had  beea  hia 
wife  dnring  that  one,  sweet,  short,  summer-time. 

One  day  1  saw  Dudley  Moore  stand  by  that  simpla 
tomb,  almost  hidden  in  the  white  blossom  of  roses,  and 
his  hard,  cjqica),  keen  eyes  were  dim  with  tears,  the  first 
that  had  ever  dimmed  them  since  they  had  seen  tha 
H^ht. 

From  that  night  the  theater  was  closed.  It  can  never 
more  bring  ruin  to  any  or  echo  with  the  laughter  of  a 
crowd.  It  has  been  rased  to  the  ground,  and  on  its  site 
ataods  a  poorboiise. 

Boltran  does  not  hoed  that  I  am  near.  But  I  can 
watch  him,  follow  him^  guard  him  in  his  sleep — it  ig 
enough. 

I  ask  no  more.  I  am  only  a  dog- — I  dare  to  love,  I 
dare  not  even  seek  to  be  loved  in  answer. 

Ah  I  wheh  your  poetB  have  paioted  the  fidelity  of 
woman,  they  have  found  ita  likeaess  oo  earth,  perhaps  in 
their  do^  I 

He  leads  the  old  life  in  the  world.  Why  not?  If  all 
men  in  whose  hearts  lives  a  dull,  abiding  grief,  whose 
throba  death,  and  death  only,  ever  will  still,  deserted  for 
desert  or  ocean  your  world  of  fame  and  of  fashion,  how 
Btraugely  that,  world  would  look  I  IIow  much  eloquence 
would  lie  dumb  in  your  penatorial  chambers;  how  many 
a  smile  would  be  missing  from  yoirr  bali-rooms  and  liuiit- 
in^  liyldH ;  how  many  a  frank  Jaugh  would  die  oH"  for- 
ev<tr  from  your  eur;  hovv  many  a  well-known  faue  would 
vanish  from  your  clubs,  from  your  park,  from  your  dinner- 
tables,  from  your  race-stands  I 

And  bow  seldom  would  it  be  those  that  yon  had  pitied 
who  would  go  ! — how  often  would  the  vacant  place  be 
l^hiat  place  where  ao  many  seasons  through  yoa  had  eeeo. 
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and  had  envfod,  the  fray&6l,  the  cohieat,  the  moat  light- 
hearted,  the  most  cynbal  amnn!;r.^t  you  1 

Ah  [  Ltt  Society  be  thankful  that  men  in  ibi^ir  hitter- 
ness  do  Dot  now  fly  as  of  old  to  monastery  or  to  termit- 
age ;  for,  did  they  do  bo,  Society  would  aend  fortli  hef 
gilded  cards  to  the  wikle''t)es8. 

He  lives  the  old  life  in  the  old  world  still.  He  couUl 
not  dare  to  trust  hirasGlf  to  solitnde.  Solitade  I — sweet 
to  the  yfi'Uth  who  ftrat  suffera ;  to  the  poet  who  5ni5a  in 
his  tliorn  lerown  his  nureole  ^  to  the  lover  who  is  half 
enamored  and  half  proud  of  thu  pangs  that  duvour  him; 
Bweet  to  those,  But  to  the  man  of  the  world,  to  the  man 
past  hia  youth,  to  the  man  whose  last  hope  is  dead  with 
bis  ia&t  joy  and  last  passioa — solitude  woald  be  but  the 
gate  of  the  madhouse. 

He  is  in  tbo  world;  of  the  world  ;  the  great  fortunes 
that  have  come  to  him  bring  the  world  about  his  feet. 
The  man  who  is  nobly  bom,  anil  lately  enriched,  caa 
have  of  the  world  what  he  will — eicept  happinoaa, 

"  He  is  a  man  without  a  heart  I"  1  heard  a  mother 
murmur,  whose  daughter  he  would  not  woo.  "  A  man 
Without  a  heart,  and  he  haa  aever  loved,  There  was  a 
beautiful  young  actress — his  wife^  we  learned  later, 
whom  he  had  driven  into  public  life  to  maintain  himself 
in  the  days  of  his  ruin, — and  she  died  on  his  own  atag-a 
from  his  cruelty ;  and  look  ]  how  utterly  he  has  forgotten 
her  Dowl" 

Pornjotten  her  I     Heartless  1 

When  they — they  who  are  inauy  as  toe  woes  and  sina 
of  the  earth  are  many  —  whom  he  seeks  out  with  iin- 
ceaaing  patience,  in  their  manifold  sufferings,  thtiir  innu- 
merable needs,  look  up  in  his  weary,  passionlesaeyca,  and 
bless  hira  for  aid,  for  bread,  for  existence  itself,  given  to 
Ihem  by  a  merL-y  which  the  world  never  droiima  of,  they 
know  whether  be  is  beartlebs. 

When,  lu  the  stillnesB  and  darkncaa  of  dawn,  I  watch 
him  pace  hie  chamber,  sleepless  and  haunted  by  a  ghost 
that  will  not  leave  him  with  the  rising  of  the  sun  that 
day,  or  any  day,  in  all  the  years  to  come^ — when  I  see 
him  fling  bimseif  upon  his  bed  as  the  morning  light 
streams  in,  and  iee  him  writhe  in  his  agooy,  whilst  the 
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(^reat  tearless  sobs  sbake  bid  frame  in  the  torture  of  a 
QitJUiory  that  can  nevor  die  while  he  has  life — I  know  haw 
he  has  Torj^ottea. 

Well, — it  boots  little  to  dwell  on  this. 

A  "  vie  manquee  f"  iaya  the  world  when  it  speaks  of 
him,  recalling  the  old  fair  promise  of  the  taleuts  of  his 
jrouth. 

Is  there  any  threnody  over  a  death,  half  so  unutterably 
aad  as  that-  one  jest  over  a  life  ? 

*'  Manqaee  I" — the  world  has  no  mercy  on  a  hand  that 
has  thrown  the  die  and  has  lost;  no  tolerance  for  the 
player  wbo^  holding  fine  cards,  will  aot  play  them  by  the 
rules  of  the  game,  ilanquee  1  the  world  says,  with  a 
polite  gueer,  of  the  Uvea  iu  which  it  beholds  no  blazoaod 
achievement,  no  public  aucceas. 

Aod  yetf — if  it  were  keener  of  sight,  it  might  see  that 
thoae  Urea,  not  seldom^  may  seem  to  have  miesed  of  their 
mark,  beeanse  their  aim  wa&  hig^h  over  the  heads  of  the 
multitude  ;  or  because  the  arrow  was  eped  by  too  eager 
a  hand  in  too  rash  &  youth,  and  the  bow  lies  unstrougiu 
that  hand  whea  matured.  It  might  &ee  that  those  lives 
which  look  ao  loat,  so  purposeless^  so  barren  of  altaia- 
ment,  so  devoid  of  object  or  fruition,  have  sometimea 
nobler  deeds  in  them  and  purer  sacri&ce  than  lies  in  the 
home-range  of  its  own  narrowed  vision.  "  Manquee  I" 
— do  not  cast  that  stone  idly  :  how  Bhail  you  tell,  as  yoa 
look  on  the  course  of  a  life  that  seems  tu  you  a  failure 
because  yoa  do  not  hear  its  "  lo  triumphe  "  on  the  lipa 
of  a  crowd,  what  sweet  dead  dreams,  what  noble  vaiti 
desires,  what  weariness  of  futile  longiurr,  what  coascioua 
waste  of  vanished  years — nay,  what  silent  arts  of  pure 
nobility,  what  secret  treasures  of  unfathomed  lova, — may 
lie  within  that  which  seems  in  your  aight  even  aa  a  waats 
laod  uattlled,  as  a  Dro  burnt  ont,  as  a  harp  witboat 
rhords,  as  a  bird  without  song- 1 
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Tfaero  aro  but  three  more  ihiDgs  that  I  wiil  tell  you — 

DOW. 

In  tho  spritig-timc  of  this  year  I  wag  id  Pane.  It  was 
A  beautiful  brilltaiit  ni^^^bt  ia  the  height  of  April.  The 
chestnuts  wore  full  of  bloom  ;  the  air  was  full  of  fra- 
gr&n<^<^  1  there  wcro  a  million  EtarB  above  and  a  iiiillioa 
lamps  below;  lilaca  and  hyacinths  filled  the  balcoaieB 
Bud  caaenieota ;  there  was  the  Bouud  of  music  and  of 
l*Qg'hler  everywhere. 

1  was  curled  on  a  satin  cushion  in  oQe  of  the  supper 
chambers  of  a  great  gilded  house,  wh(^re  ntl  (but  is  laviijh, 
•rjd  hrilliaot,  aod  dissolute  io  tho  city  iiswont  to  come. 
My  friends  had  cooie  thither  after  the  opera.;  one  of  their 
gueats  waa  a  great  actress,  with  a  wondrous  dark  beauty, 
and  the  luminous  eyes  of  the  East;  a  woman  of  many 
passions,  of  wifttiy  follies,  of  many  talents,  of  many  ca- 
prices^  yet  of  many  virtues^  &  woman  whom  they  called 
always  Mariquitk. 

After  awhile,  the  supper  ended,  she  moved  a  Jittle 
away  from  the  table  and  went  out  on  to  the  balcony  and 
sat  there ;  leaaiu^  her  arm  on  the  gilded  rail,  and  glanc- 
ing at  the  crowds  that  stirred  beneath  the  houj^ba  below. 
One  man  followed  ber  aod  sat  there  too,  away  from  the 
laughter  and  glHter  withia,  in  the  cool  of  the  night, 
amongst  the  white  and  purple  hyacinths  that  filled  the 
place,  and  with  the  quiiet  stars  above. 

It  was  very  8tili  there:  it  was  late  in  the  nig'fat,  and 
the  street  leueath  was  scarcely  seen  for  the  leaves  of  the 
limes  ahd  the  hyacinth  blosBoms. 

"Toa  do  not  love  me,  Denall  ?"  she  said  suddenly, 
when  Hhe  leaned  iu  the  shadow  with  her  diamondg  gleam- 
ing' as  tbey  eaugbttho  rays  of  the  moon. 

He  answered  Ler  ainiply,  "No." 

She  looked  at  him  with  a  curious,  steadfsist,  di-^amlng 
look  ;  whether  she  loved  him  or  not  I  never  knew.  Tbey 
played  at  love  together. 

"  You  are  frank  I*'  she  eatd  at  l&et  witJi  <x  ^mile,  "  ^od 
you  are  very  singular." 

"No  doubt.  But  you  may  as  well  know  it — T'^i"'^ 
^o  I  loved  one  woman  bo  well  that  T  nevoT  shall  love 
another  " 
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"  Ali  I  how  like  a  man  -,  you  li^n  never  love ;  and  yet, 
— yoii  have  a  thousand  paasloDa  I" 
He  fluDg  his  cig'arelto  into  the  street. 
*' What  "has  that  to  do  with  U  ?     Nothing  I" 
She  watched  him  curiously  awhile. 
"  Where  is  she  ?"  she  asked  at  leogth. 
"God  knows  I     If  I  knew  do  you  think  I  should  be 

The  dark  BsagnlficBnce  of  her  face  paled  under  all  the 
Bcorn  of  the  answer  uttered.  She  was  nsed  to  have  the 
world  at  her  feet  and  the  pafisiona  of  men  at  her  will. 

She  waa  quiet  long:  then  she  Bpoke. 

"  Listen,  Denzil,  you  write  stories  that  the  world  readsj 
I  will  tell  you  ooe  that  the  world  never  knew.'* 

He  listened  listlessly,  leaning  against  the  balcony; 
Wearily  watching  the  ebb  and  the  flow  of  the  street  crowd 
beneath^  under  the  linden  boughs.  Prom  within,  there 
echoed  the  noisy  laughter  and  the  banal  wit; — out  here 
the  gtars  were  shining. 

Sbe  told  hiiu  the  story ;  it  was  one  that  I  bad  known. 
Ho  heard  iadifferGntly,  striking  alight  another  cigar,  with 
bis  handsome  dark  head  bent  down  in  the  moonlight. 

When  she  bad  told  it,  ahe  drew  a  little  amulet  case 
from  her  bosom  ■  an  old  worn  leathern  thin^,  though 
bung  on  to  a  necklace  of  onyx,  The  same  case  iotrt 
which  1  had  once  seen  placed  the  fragment  of  the  paper 
that  she  bad  found  in  the  death-chamber  in  the  Quarter  of 
the  Poor. 

"Here  is  the  letter,"  she  eaid,  taking  out  of  it  a  folded 
sheet,  torn.  "  I  never  showed  it  to  any  before.  I  do  not 
know  why  I  do  to  y  m.     Only — see  how  women  love." 

He  took  it  indifferently  still ;  but  as  he  saw  the  writing 
ho  started,  and  he  grew  deadly  pale :  be  read  it  by  the 
white  clear  moonlight,  read  It  to  the  end.  And  as  she 
watched  him  she  trembled  and  was  afraid:  she,  the  fn- 
moua  and  fearless  and  reeklesB  woman,  was  afraid,  wim 
a  terrihle  fear,  of  this  memory  that  ebe  unwittingly  had 
wakened. 

She  seized  his  arm  in  terror. 

"  Oh  God  1  what  have  I  done  ?" 

He  [uuked  at  her  with  a  look  that  Bhe  will  never  tUL 
2  N  50* 
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her  djing^  day  forget,  thongh  she  live  to  the  eitremeat 
years  of  ago. 

"  Done,  done  ?  NolhiDg"  that  I  know,  o.nlj — it  waa  I 
who  loved  berl" 

Tbo  laughter  echoed  from  the  supper-room,  tbe  souudi 
of  music  floated  on  the  uir;  through  the  open  window 
the  ligbiB  of  the  chaiubt^r  glowed ;  beneath  the  leavoa  the 
crowds  were  passing  to  and  fro;  from  within  the  gay 
outcries  of  tbe  women  of  pleasure  challeDged  his  retura : 
and  ho  i^Uiod  there  Uiihe-naoOQlight  with  the  letter  in  Ms 
hands,  ooly  heariug'  a  voice  furev^er  eilent,  only  seeing'  a 
face  forever  gone. 

And  thus  the  dying  words  of  Gertrude  D'Eyncourt 
came  to  bim  at  tbe  last. 


A  little  while  tator,  mors  in  the  summer-time,  leariug 
Faris  itijeJf,  we  tarried  a  brief  while  in  one  of  those 
cbarmiog  places  in  its  precincts  that  lie  bidden  in  those 
woods  which  still  seem  to  echo  with  the  careless  laughter, 
bQd  breathe  out  the  amber  perfume,  and  murmur  with  the 
mocking  love,  of  the  dead  Regno  G-alant. 

I  was  left  entirely  to  myself,  and  wandered  aa  I  chose 
about  the  woods.  One  day  I  strolled  far ;  and  there 
aeemed  to  come  to  me  a  strange  familiar  feeling  from  the 
low  level  meadows,  the  lines  of  poplar-trees,  the  fields  of 
colza,  and  the  grassy  orcbfirds  which  met  my  sight. 
Gazing  awhile,  and  awhile  di'flwing  in  that  sweet  seetit 
of  red  rich  earth,  of  cool  fresh  air,  of  the  breath  of  low- 
ing cattle,  and  of  the  hearts  of  unfolding  spring-flowers,  I 
knew  it  then.     It  was  the  country  of  the  Silver  Stag. 

Be&ide  me  there  wag  a  low  wall  overtopped  with 
prickly  goldeu  farze;  beyoud  this  stretched  an  orchard, 
it£  gragg  all  unshaveo  aod  daisy  Stled,  its  old  tree  atema 
gray  with  the  fairy  I  ike  leafage  of  lichens. 

I  crossed  the  orchard,  knowing  it  well ;  here  often  I  had 
rolled  the  windfall  apple:»  to  and  fro  in  play,  and  here  bad 
1  often  seen  the  homestead  doves  sway  drowsily  in  the 
moTing  boughs. 

It  was  evcninn:  now  j  the  shadows  were  growing  long*; 
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tt  was  all  Btni  \  there  was  only  tbo  singing  ol  tbe  hlnla: 
for  whoso  amongst  you  believes  that  birds  do  not  sing' 
afCer  the  suasetrbour  can  Burcly  bave  walked  but  Eittle  ia 
ibe  fields  and  woods. 

1  passed  on  to  tbe  garden  full  of  liUc  and  of  cbeatniit 
hloom ;  treading'  the  i^ round  reverently  a^  tbe  soil  of  4 
jiUce  tbat  bud  given  me  shelter. 

We  are  ever  lutudfiit  of  auccur  bestowed,  of  bospitality 
received;  wbere  we  bave  eateu  bread  tberu  do  we  over 
go  witb  remembrance  and  tbankagiviug- ;  we  have  not 
learned  your  art  of  oblivion,  youi"  aeience  of  neglect;  we 
eatiQot  tyi'n  upoo  tbo  band  tbat  otivG  tendered  [xs  food; 
we  cannot  make  a  mockery  of  tbo  kindliuesa  tbat  onco 
befricndetl  us ;  we  cannot  emulate  you  there — we  are  but 
dogs. 

Outside  tbeporcb,  at  atablo  of  rougb-bewn  wood,  under 
tbe  old  remeuibered  aign  of  tbe  Silver  Stag  tbat  swung 
above  amidst  the  foliage,  ihet-e  sat  a  little  group  of  stu- 
dent lads — lads  with  flushed  bappy  faces  and  noisy  ring- 
ing voices,  who  wero  breaking  white  wheatc-n  rolls  and 
jostling  their  glasses  together. 

They  were  served  by  a  stout  strong  woman,  with  a 
scarlet  kerchief  bound  about  her  black  browa.  Witbin 
the  chambers  there  were  noise,  laugbter,  strange  faces,  the 
glimmer  of  candles,  tbe  sound  of  chiuking  glu&i^cs. 

In  the  doorway  tbi^rs  aiood  a  burly  and  bearded  man, 
in  a  gray  blouse,  and  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth.  At  hia 
feet  a  yellow  terrier  was  worrying,  and  worried  by,  an 
angry  eat. 

in  the  wide  vine-bung  casement  of  what  bad  once  been 
the  pafnting-rooro  of  ibe  Faustine,  the  lattices  were  pushed 
back,  and  there  Icaaed  a  baudaome  dissolute  girl  wiib  a 
velvet-tasseted  cap  on  her  head,  and  great  ear-rings  in  her 
ears,  aud  a  square-cut  scarlet  bodiee  ebowing  her  bare 
chest.  She  was  framed  in  the  leaves  and  ibe  coils  of  tbo 
vine;  and  was  calling  out,  and  laugbiag  back,  to  tbn 
youtbs  at  the  table  in  the  garden. 

At  a  glance  I  knew  that  there  were  no  more  present  in 
this  place  tbe  brave  forhiddanee  of  vice,  tbe  sweet  cleaa 
waysof  houHebold  service,  tbe  tbcerful  grace,  tbe  perfect 
purity,  Ibe  honest  kindliness  to  man  aud  beaiit,  tbe  order 
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and  thequietu  Jetliat  had  reigned  heneatli  tLia  rooFwben 
Madeloa  and  her  mother  had  been  sheltered  by  it. 

As  I  gazed  out  from  one  of  the  leafj  prasaj  ways  that 
traversed  the  gardca  by  eo  many  paths,  there  came  a 
ji>uth  who  had  beea  smoking  id  a  little  arbor  formed  bv 
lilacs  that  arched  above  a  roug'h-hcwn  beach.  He  was 
grave  of  face,  and  clad  in  velvet;  I  recognized  him  as  an 
artist  who  had  used  to  frcqaeot  this  place  until  In  the 
year  of  the  Faastioe  ho  bad  gfone  to  Rome. 

*'  You  are  landlord  here-^aow  7"  bo  aaked, 

The  man  kicked  the  cat  off  the  terrier,  and  assented. 

"  Whore  is  Madelon  Bris  ?" 

The  man  kicki^d  the  terrier  in  its  tarn  oET  the  tbreBhold 
ere  he  answered: 

"  Madelon  Bria  ?     She  is  in  a  retigioua  order." 

"  And  the  old  mother  ?" 

"  Manon  Bris?    8heisdead," 

"It  was  on  the  doath  of  the  mother  that  Madelon  be* 
came  a  nun  ?" 

■'  Eh  ?  Yes  r  I  think  bo.  There  was  a  day  when 
Madelon  went  to  Paris  ;  and  was  taken  ill  there ;  and  the 
old  mother  did  not  hear  what  had  become  of  her  for  weeks, 
for  months.  People  were  kind,  but  old  Kanon  fretted 
berself  into  her  grave.  When  Madelon  recovered  of  her 
fever  and  loft  I  he  hospital,  she  found  her  mother  dead.  It 
was  a  shock,  1  suppose.  Anyway — she  took  the  vows. 
She  is  a  Sister  of  Charity.  Iler  hair  waa  quite  white 
wheo  she  came  home;  she  looked  quite  old;  I  suppose  it 
was  the  fever." 

He  paused,  and  blew  a  cloud  of  smoke,  and  killed  a 
nigbt-moth  fluttering;  near. 

"  She  is  living  still  ?"  the  artist  asked. 

"Ay — for  wbat  I  know.  When  the  cholera  raged 
last  year  she  worked  very  hard,  I  heard,  and,  they  do 
Bay,  Baved  many  ;  as  if  by  a  saint's  miracle." 

"She  was  a  saint  herself,"  the  paioter  murmured, 
"  Have  you  the  living  thiags  she  cared  for? — the  birds, 
the  dog?" 

"The  birds  are  here;  at  least  the  fowls  are:  all  bat 
the  doves.  I  wrung-  their  necka  because  they  made  sneh 
1  noise      They  are  very  good  in  a  pastry." 

"  And  tbe  do^ — Rub&  ?" 
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Tb«  man  blew  snuoke  into  the  &\t  wl.fa  a  sulleu  shame 
apoa  his  bloated  face. 

"  He  was  here  when  I  came.  She  was  trjing;  forleuvo 
for  him  to  g'o  to  the  convent.  But  he  was  always  howl- 
ing for  her,  and  growiing  at  ua.  So  I  got  a  fowling-- piece, 
and  ahot  him.  Ue  was  fery  old,  you  kuow,^ — and  sar- 
a^.     It  was  only  safe  to  put  him  out  of  the  way." 

The  artist  turned  from  the  porch  withoot  a  word,  and 
went  down  the  path,  and  out  by  the  little  gate :  I  stole 
away,  eick  at  heart,  hack  through  the  woods  and  the 
meadows. 

From  the  broad,  viae-bung  chamber  where  the  Fans- 
tine  bad  glowed  Into  life,  the  laugh  of  the  wanton,  where 
she  leaned  from  the  casemeatj  rang  out  on  the  stillness 
of  es-ening  ;  and  the  drunken,  gay  shouts  of  the  students 
echoed  over  the  leafy,  silent,  shadowy  garden  places, 
where,  in  his  glad  and  gracious  youth,  the  lips  of  Carlos 
had  murmured  of  eternal  love,  and  with  the  golden 
drowsy  noonSi  and  with  the  dewy  summer  mgfbts,  his 
dreams  aud  hers  bad  ia  belief  beheld  imperishable  pa^ 
sioQ  and  immortal  fame. 


The  other  day  I  saw  in  your  Loadoa  a  gprand  equipag^e 
Bweep  by  me. 

Within  it,  ahronded  in  ermioe,  wag  a  woman  whose 
broad,  slumbering,  brown  eyea  giized  with  a  liard,  exult- 
ant scorn  at  the  sun,  as  though  to  say,  '^ Shine  you  un 
any  more  victorious  thing  tbaa  I  ?" 

Beside  her  was  a  boy,  with  her  look,  though  not  with 
her  beauty;  who  holdiug  in  his  band  a  jeweled  whip 
with  a  long'  white  lash,  curled  the  lasb  round  the  naked 
sbuulders  of  a  little  tattered  child  of  hia  own  years,  aud 
laughed  as  his  carriage  rolled  on,  and  the  street-waifa 
shrill  moan  struck  the  air. 

His  mother  laughed  also  \  proud  aa  the  tigress  when 
her  whelp  first  tastes  bJood. 

The  boy  was  the  heir  to  the  Marquisate  of  Isla. 

So  great  ruees  decay,  more  foully  than  by  poverty;  and 
when  tb«  Mob  curses  the  Noble  for  some  act  of  gr««d^ 
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of  tyranny,  or  of  vileness,  ten  to  one  tbat  it  curses  ils  own 
kith  and  bin,  wbicb  hj  ba^e  stra.tag'em  or  illiclL  love,  has 
fui&ted  tie  cur's  beart  into  the  lioa's  hide. 

Truly  is  A  vice  Dare  amidalthaso  of  wlioiu  the  teacher 
of  Galilee  said,  ■"  Verily  they  haue  their  reward" 

Her  young'  lord,  dull,  spirillcas,  cowed  before  her  look 
as  tt  slave  liefore  the  scourge*  drinks  deep  to  find  the 
death  that  hia  Btubhoru  strength  keeps  at  bay;  aiid 
meauwhile  grants  all  she  wills  to  one  whoui  be  has  learned 
to  fear  with  the  keenest  emotioti  of  which  his  feeble  Eia- 
ture  is  cttpable-  She  has  Incalculable  wealth,  immeaaisr- 
able  luxury,  posseasiona  at  which  oven  her  avance  baJta 
iBatisfied ;  and  all  the  power  of  a  great  raco  against  ber, 
cannot  shake  her  or  her  aon  from  tbeir  stronghold. 

Society  holds  aloof  from  her  indeed  \  but  with  her 
riches  she  can  sonimon  crowds  of  coiirliers,  flatterers,  and 
parasites.  Moreover  ^she  bas  beconiQ  devout;  has  built 
a  church,  endowed  a  bospifal,  confessed  a  conversion. 
Cant,  naked,  is  honored  throufjhout  England,  Cont* 
clothed  in  gold,  is  a  Kin^  oever  id  Eng-land  refiisted. 

A  bishop  has  not  dined  with  her  yet,  but  one  will  do 
doubtless  ere  long^, — and  then  it  will  be  possible  enough 
tbat  society  will  follow  the  npron,  aud  eousig-n  to  oblivioQ 
Ler  antecedents. 

From  tbu  hour  that  she  eold  me  in  tho  little  street  of 
the  town  in  the  Peak,  she  has  been  a  woman  with  bat 
one  talent;  but  that  one  talent  is  worth  all  the  jtowcra 
and  graces  of  genius  ;  it  is  the  talent  to  use  tbe  age  in 
which  she  lives. 

Genius  ig  oftentltucs  but  a  poor  fool,  who  clinging  to  a 
thing  tbat  belongs  to  no  age,  Truth,  does  oftentimes  live 
on  a  pittance  and  die  in  a  hospital:  but  whosoever  has 
the  gift  to  measure  aright  their  generation  is  invincible 
— living,  they  shall  enjoy  all  the  vices  undetected;  and 
dead,  on  their  tombstones  they  shall  possess  all  tbe  virtues. 

It  is  thus  well  with  her,  meanwhile. 

At  the  time  when  the  warmth  of  the  guminer  just 
touches  on  the  ruddier  fresher  weather  of  autumiij  in  the 
time  when  the  flowers  of  summer  are  still  blooming  every- 
where, but  autumn  is  felt  ia  tbe  brimming  fulluesa  of 
ft  aterg  ai  d  '.ho  coot  fragrance  of  winds,  I  found  myself 
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tbis  year  in  my  bome-coimtry  of  the  Peak-,  in  the  land 
wLere  the  altars  of  the  Druid  still  &tand  oo  the  moorland  j 
where  the  niurei-stone  of  the  Roman  still  lies  on  the 
hill-side  ;  where  the  pine  and  the  fern  Ell  the  hollows  and 
della;  where  the  woods  are  ei^er  dump  with  the  dews  of 
earth-born  water  a ;  and  where  the  old  tongue  of  Shak- 
Bpeare'8  Enp;land  still  la  spukou  in  old-world  houses  and 
in  brake-hidden  huts. 

Fate  took  me  for  a  brief  Bojoarn  at  a  great  mansion  in 
that  district;  aod  one  day  as  I  roamed  amongst  the  lilac 
heather  and  the  great  plumed  brocken,  straying;  into  a 
shady  lonely  dale,  filled  with  stone-pines  and  fed  by  run* 
ning'  brooks,  with  a  shock  of  memory  I  felt  that  I  was 
once  TUore  near  my  birthplace.  Once  more  I  found  niiy 
way  through  the  old  dim^  silent  forest-place,  where  the 
timid  leverets  lied  at  my  coming,  and  the  pretty  stock- 
dovea  were  dabbling  their  rosy  feet,  in  the  freshets,  and 
the  water  was  b«bbJiDg,  and  dripping,  and  murmuring 
everywhere^  under  ground  and  above  gronml,  and  the 
great  horned  cattle  were  lying  a&ltep  hidden  amongst  the 
huge  stems  of  the  burdock.  It  was  all  ao  Etill  ;  so  quiet ; 
60  strangely  familiar;  the  very  kine,  as  they  lifted  their 
sleepy  beads  from  amidst  the  broad  green  leaves,  looked 
old  remembered  frieoda. 

With  little  trouble  I  found  my  way — for  dog-a  nei^er 
forget — to  the  little  cuttago,  standing  ail  alone,  clothed  in 
its  roBethorn;  with  the  du&ky  woods  shelving  above  it, 
and  farther  yet  on  high  the  slope  of  the  wide  moor  flushed 
with  the  delicate  crimsons  and  the  deep  lilacs  of  the 
Leather  that  blent  iu  that  one  soft  melodious  hue  for 
which  {here  is  no  name — a  hue  that  glows  in  northern 
ekies  at  sunset,  as  k  glows  on  northern  lands  what  time 
the  heather  blooms. 

My  heart  was  beating  fast ;  memories  thronged  on  me  ; 
old  fiffeetion  stirred  :  and  yet — beyond  all^ — there  was  a 
curious  dull  depression  on  me,  a  sense  of  irrevocable 
loss. 

I  felt  that  Ben  was  gone. 

The  sensitive  nerves  of  our  organisations  feel  the  com- 
ing of  woe  aa  plants  feel  the  coming  of  storms  ;  when 
your  hound  miaos  on  the  hill-stde  be  sure  thsi  the  daQ< 
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gere  of  the  bills  are  oear ;  when  your  mastiff,  bowling, 
praje  of  you  not  to  venturo  forth  into  the  night,  take 
warning  that  the  snow  will  drive  all  wanilerers  to  their 
grave ;  or  that  the  awollua  waters  will  sweep  dowa  the 
bridge  aad  all  who  cross  on  it;  or  that  above  the  wold 
the  thunder-clouds  are  gatbcriag ;  or  that  behind  the 
hedgfe  the  ejected  peasant  hidea  with  ]>il£e  and  musket ; 
or  tljat  in  Bomo  shape  or  another  Death  will  walk  abroad 
that  night. 

In  the  earlj  years  of  your  world  jour  race,  dwelling  in 
forestB  ftud  on  plains,  alone  with  the  earth  and  tbe  sky, 
was  gwilt  to  read  portents  and  warnings ;  and  to  tbis  day 
the  genius  of  the  Savage,  in  the  dirintttiou  of  alg'na  and 
the  smell  of  the  tempest  or  of  the  foe  afar  off,  ever  laug^ha 
to  shame  and  to  scorn  tbe  bajiled  brain,  and  the  muMed 
ear,  and  the  purblitideye,  of  the  eivilized  mau.  Fot',  mus- 
tering m  cities;  ceasing  to  watch  the  tilings  of  the  earth 
and  tho  air;  kucn  of  pursuit  for  gold  alone;  euvironed  in 
a  web  of  artiiiciai  needs  ;  buruidliiiig  tlio  learning  of  the 
mind,  but  neglecting  the  instiucls  of  the  emotions  ;  you 
have  lost  thia  faculty  of  the  previiyiou  of  woe,  as  you  have 
lust  the  aomad^a  power  to  trace  the  step  that  has  yet  left 
DO  priuts  uptju  a  sun-baked  path,  aad  Lu  scent  that  the  air 
iii  jjjivguaut  with  the  storm  tliouj^h  thelieaveus  smde  with 
siiunitiBt  light.  Yuu  have  loat  it,  but  wo  retain  it — greatly 
to  our  hurL 

With  biickness  of  hoart  I  drew  near  tho  little  cottage. 
The  rosethoru  was  all  red  and  whit^  with  its  summer 
interchange  of  rosy  berries  and  white  elar-shaped  blos- 
soms. The  browu  brook  ran  underneath  the  grasses, 
gliniBiering  goMeu  iu  the  buq.  The  old  gray  lichen,  and 
the  green  wet  loosses,  clothed  the  stono  wall  on  wbo^e 
topmost  coping  grew  tufts  of  harebells  glistening  with 
dew. 

The  wide  door  stood  open  to  tbe  light,  and  amongst 
the  great  yew  buughs  above  the  roof  tbe  little  birds  wero 
moving,  and  were  murmuring,  with  tireless  wing  and 
ceaseless  song. 

Nothing  waB  changed,  andyot — I  know  that  one  change 
was  there. 

On  the  threshold  stood  three  figures :  two  were  girla, 
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radiiy,  well  sbapen,  poorly  clad,  with  sanbujat  arms  and 
with  bare  feet  Tbe  third  was  the  old,  gray,  he^t,  tough 
figure  of  the  peddlfir  Dick  o*  the  Wyaoatg ;  before  him,  on 
the  atociB  sill  of  the  door,  was  his  j>ack  thrown  open;  and 
oncB  more  I  heard  bis  tbin  cracked  wicked  voice  that  waa 
persuaai  ve  in  the  ears  of  maidens  and  of  wouiea  as  the  Bub- 
tleat  aod  sweetest  music,  hec&iise  it  ever  brought  flattery 
to  their  canities  and  temptatioo  to  their  sensean 

'*  Now,  ray  doariea,"  he  was  crying  to  them  in  his 
wheedtin^  coaxiO;^  tones  spreading  out  before  their  round 
wondering  eyes  his  ribbons,  and  hia  laces,  and  hia  jewelry 
of  brass.  "  Look'ee  here!  These  arena  g-ooda  to  threap.* 
Ye'll  busk  ye'sella  rarely  wi  'era,  my  weachea.  And  wi 
Wake  time  sae  close  tew  'ee,  ye  mun  want  a  new  bit  of 
finery  to  dight  ye  up  a  bit.  Eh  I  yer  daddie  HI  niYer  aay 
naught  \  for  sure  yeVe  kadedf  as  niver  lasses  was.  Dew 
iver  he  gar]f  ye  dew  whatna  ye  dinna  like?  I  wonldna 
fang  a  farthiu'  o'  yew  gif  I  wereoa  weel  sure  as  yer  old 
feyther  oe  alius  sae  glad  to  pleasure  ye.  Ye're  pratty  aa 
,pratty  can  be — leastways  wbea  ye're  prankt  up  wi^  a  bit 
o'  dress;  a'  yew  wiiomiu  want  dress  ;  a'out  it  ye're  ony 
like  poor  speckit  hens  that  banna  a  t^p-knot,  an'  are  ony 
g-ood  for  n*?stin'  and  broodin'  out  o'  sight.  Look'ee,  my 
dearies,  I  hae  bitten  on  tha  very  things  ta  grace  ye  ;  jiat 
these  ribboDS  for  yer  bonny  black  hair;  aad  this  length 
o'  lace  for  yer  bonny  white  brista,  an'  these  sparklin' 
atones  to  glower  i'  yer  ears " 

Bat  I  turned  away,  sick  at  heart,  and  sure  that  my  old 
loat  master  no  more  was  there;  and  the  rest  of  the  ped- 
dler's speech  died  away  out  of  my  heai-iug  as  1  slunk 
back  to  return  through  the  woods. 

I  left  him  there,  in  tbe  sun  on  the  threshold,  holding  up 
bis  glittering-  trash  before  the  sight  of  the  two  country 
wenehes;  and  coaxiug'  them  to  buy  and  to  wear,  with  att 
tbe  old  wheedling  wicked  wiles  wherewith  he  bad  be^iled 
A  vice  Dare. 

Of  a  surety  the  world  that  stretched  outside  the  woods 


■  To  irgna  about. 

■f  Caressed,  ipoiial:  a  pet-Umb  in  tiie  Penk  ii  aillid  m  "kada-" 

I  Coiapel. 


On 


PUCK. 


'and  th*  bil^^  of  tbo  Peak  haii  no  better  caterer  For  th« 
food  of  its  fiina  than  wily  Dick  o'  the  Wynnats,  who 
boug^ht  the  frail  female  BouLa  with  &  gkss  bead  and  a 
penny  ribbon  that  ho  might  sell  them  again  for  his  own 
profit  of  a  silver  piece  and  a  quart  of  alo  ] 

0  Love  1  what  offeose  hast  thou  done  to  mankind  that 
on  thy  mighty  name  should  be  laid  the  guilt  and  the  vice 
thai  are  daughters  of  Ararice,  of  Ignoranee,  and  of  Vanity  f 

1  left  theiu,  QOt  beariDjif  well  to  see  that  one  beloved 
little  lowly  home  la  the  occupaacoof  atraogera,  and  found 
my  road  ihrough  the  breadLh  of  ibe  pine  wuod  to  that 
further  veff^  of  it  where  the  forge  of  Ambrose  the  black- 
smith  bad  stood. 

On  my  way  I  passed  ihe  limeatone  quarry  where  Ben 
had  been  wont  to  labor,  and  where  I  had  spent  so  maoy 
a  joyous  summer-day. 

I  suppose  they  bad  ceased  to  work  it ;  for  already  down 
its  white  jai?g^ed  sides  the  graaa  and  tbe  bluebells  were 
growing ;  already  in  its  crevices  the  Ferns  were  waving-, 
and  ia  its  dclla  the  sheep  were  grazing;  the  joyous  deop- 
tnned  voice  of  Trust  no  mure  rang-  from  bill  to  hill  and 
called  the  straying  lambs  to  fold  ;  and  where  the  blowa  of 
the  pickaxe  and  the  laug'hter  of  the  men,  and  the  roll  of 
the  heavy  wa^fon  wheels,  once  bad  roused  the  echoea  of 
the  woods  and  rocks  all  now  was  silent. 

I  left  it,  quiet  there,  with  only  now  and  tbeci  the  low 
pathetie  bleating  uf  a  mother-eht't'p  wnkliig  the  stillnesa 
all  about;  and  wandered  on  thron!j;b  the  maze  of  the  pine 
Bteras,  and  over  the  soft  carpet  of  the  mosses  and  momit- 
ain-grasses  sown  with  shining  millions  of  fir-needles,  and 
growing  ruddy  now  and  then  with  tbe  tiny  fruit  of  the 
wild  strawbeiTy. 

It  was  a  lon^  way,  but  I  found  it.  The  forge  was 
standing  there,  with  the  red  li^ht  of  its  lire  blinking 
tbmugh  its  square  ivy-hung  window;  and  over  ita  half 
door  the  smith  Ambrose  was  leaning.  It  was  high  noon, 
and  he  was  at  rest  awhile.  The  little  garden  before  hta 
house  was  very  trim  and  green  with  its  high  walla  of 
bos,  and  its  thickets  of  white  and  red  eurraat,  and  its  one 
preat  walnat-tree  that  rose  in  a  stately  pyramid  of  leaf. 

On  the  wooden  beach  under  that  tree,  on  which  th^ 
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Dten  about  were  wont  to  rest  while  he  within  shad  their 
horees,  there  was  o  t&ttert^d  dark-eyed  gypsy  Bitting 
ijow\  I  knew  him  aRaiii ;  they  had  u^ed  tn  call  him 
"  Djiffe  o'  Sough  Tar/'*  und  be  had  been  a  favorite  vrith 
Ben  as  with  ifie  otlier  people  of  the  moorside  for  his  do- 
cility^  his  vivacity,  aud  bis  droll  waggish  ways.  He  was 
ftccustooied  to  wander  over  the  whole  Durth  country  far 
and  wide ;  but  the  place  where  he  loved  best  to  dwell 
was  in  a  wattlo  hut  made  in  a  eaveruoua  clift  of  the 
Sough  Tor,  a  large  raas3  of  rock  overhanging  a  deep 
smoll  sheet  of  sliadowy  reedy  water  in  this  wood. 

Ambrose  had  just  supplied  him  with  a  draug^bt  of 
milk,  and  a  half  loaf  of  rye  bread,  and  was  leaning  over 
ibe  doorway  lo  converse  with  him.  I  had  no  dread  of 
poor  Dftffo,  for  he  was,  uolike  most  of  hia  kipd,  T^ery 
honest,  and  given  to  harming  no  living  thing;  and  I 
went  near,  and  bid  myself  under  a  burdock  leaf,  and 
hearkened  to  iheir  speech. 

For  awhile  it  brought  me  no  knowledge :  it  was  speech 
of  oxen  and  of  horses,  of  harvest  and  of  fruit,  of  folk-lore 
and  of  the  northward  wanderings  of  Daffe  in  the  past 
year:  but  I  listened  on~-seeking  news  of  him,  feeling 
the  sure  presage  th&t  there  would  be  but  one  kind  oT 
tidings  that  ever  would  reach  me  of  my  beat  beloved  and 
earliest  friend. 

And  it  came  at  last, — thti  story  which  all  things  had 
seemed  to  tell  me,  from  the  souadless  wood,  and  the  graas' 
grown  quarry,  and  the  threshold  on  which  the  strangera 
fitood. 

"  Ye  hae  nlver  took  na  wife,  Ambrose  ?'*  said  the  wan- 
derer Daffe. 

"  Na,  na,"  answered  Ambrose  simply. 

"  Sure  one  'ud  ony  friiah  ye,"  aasei'ted  Daffe,  thought- 
fully. '*  Ve  ha  gotleu  a  so  tidy  and  weel  redd'Up ;  an' 
gif  &be  were  a  slattern, — oaost  o'  em  mawtbefg  ia." 

"  Theer  be  tidy  wenches  for  as  wants  'em/'  said  the 
smith  ;  "  but  for  mysell^sister  Ruth,  as  wed  wi'  Isaac 
Cliffe  o'  Friggat  Mill,  and  her  wee  'una,  be  fam'ly  enow 
for  me." 
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"Theer  wur  time  aa  'e  thoct  otherwise?" 

"  Thetir  Ijts  times  as  all  o'  us  dew — o'en  yersell,  DaSa, 
tho'  ye're  so  gi'on  ta  rovia'  and  reiviu' -" 

"Ay,"  asseated  DafTe,  and  be  wat^  silent  a  momeai, 
when  he  eat  under  the  walnut-tree,  with  a  grave  dreamj 
light  in  his  waniieritij^  eyes. 

"  BfcD  Dare  be  be  dead  V  he  asked,  suddenly.  "  They 
telled  lue  so  by  Darroa's  sidtj.* 

Ambrose  buut  Iiis  bead,  silently. 

"  When  wiir  'L  V 

'*  Last  simmer-time,  I  th'  aftermath." 

"  It  were  a  aton'  as  killed  him  ?" 

"Ay,"  eaid  Ambrose,  softly^  shadiog  his  eyes  with  hia 
hand  froiu  the  sun  that  fitreamed  through  the  aisles  of 
pine. 

"How  wur  't?" 

"  Thej  waa  a  blaatiii'.  He'd  alius  thoct  as  he'd  deo 
that  way,  ye  know.  They  pit  mair  pooder  i'  quarry  thaa 
coDiman  ;  and  the  Bton'  it  split,  and  roared,  and  ciackit^ 
wi'  a  noise  like  the  crack  o'  doom.  And  oae  bit  on  \ 
big-  as  ox,  were  shot  i'  the  air,  aad  fell,  unlookit  for  like, 
and  dang  him  tow  the  groun',  and  crusbit  him, — a'lyin' 
richt  athwart  hi^j  brist." 

"  An*  tbey  cauldna  stir  it  ?" 

"They  couklna.  1  heerd  tba'  other  min  screech  richt 
tew  here,  an'  1  knew  what  it  wur,  tha  shrill  screech  comin* 
jist  i'  top  o'  tha  bhitJtin'roar;  an'  I  raa,  an^  ran — no  gaze- 
hound  Oeetcr.  An'  we  couldna  raise  it — ^me  an'  Tarn,  an' 
Job,  an'  Gideon  o'  the  Mere,  on'  Moses  Legh  o'  WjBsin 
Edge,  a'  strong  mia  and  i'  our  prime.  We  couldna  stir 
it,  till  Moses  o'  Wissen  Edge  he  thoct  o^  pittin'  fir-poles 
underneath — poles  as  was  sharp  an'  slim  i'  thur  ends,  an* 
«tout  an'  bard  further  down.  Whin  tha  poles  wae  weel 
thrust  under  we  heaved,  an'  heaved,  an'  heaved,  and  got 
it  slanted  o'  one  side,  and  drawed  him  uut^  an'  thin  it 
wero  too  late,  too  tale!  A' tha  brist  was  cruehit  in— 
frusbed  fle&b  aod  bone  together.  He  just  muttered  ia  bin 
throat,  '  Tha  little  las;^,  rba  little  lass  I'  and  then  b« 
turned  hits  on  bis  side,  an'  hid  his  face  upo'  th«  fiod. 
When  we  raiaed  bim  he  wur  dead." 
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The  voice  of  Ambrose  sank  vary  lois' ;  and  where  he 
leaoed  over  his  smithy  door  the  tears  fell  siowly  dowa 
bia  Bon'bronzed  cheeks. 

"Alackadayj"  sighed  Baffe  softly.  "  Sore  a  better 
'un  niver  drew  breath  i'  the  varsal  world  I" 

"An'  tbat's  trew/'  Ambrose  made  aDswer,  his  Toke 
hnahed  and  very  tender. 

'^He  was  verra  chaoged-like,"  murmured  DafFe,  his 
hand  waoderiQK  among-st  the  golden  bloseomB  of  the 
Btane  crop.  "He  niv^er  Were  the  &amB  crittur  arter  the 
lasa  went  awa\  He  oiver  were  the  Same- — niver.  Ta 
Beemed  tew  mak  an  anid  man  o'  him  a'  at  once." 

" It  did,"  said  Ambrose  brokenly.  "Ho  couldna  bear 
tew  look  na  tew  spik  to  nane  o'  ua.  lie  were  bent  i' 
body,  an'  gray  o'  head,  that  awfu'  night  when  be  kem 
hack  fra'  the  waking.  It  were  fearfu'  tew  see;  an'  wo 
coaldiia  dew  naught.  Tb'  only  thing  as  he^d  take  tew 
were  Trust" 

"Bedo^  aliire?" 

"Na.  Trust  he'd  never  quit  o'  Ben'a  grave.  He 
■wouldna  take  bit  na  drop.  He  wotildna  be  touehit;  not 
whin  be  was  clem:  would  be  be  leropted  awa.  And  ho 
died — just  the  fiTtb  day  art'r  his  master." 

"  Ad'  the  wench  ?  Hev*  ee  e'er  beerd  od  her?" 

"  Niver — niver.  M'appen  she's  dead  and  gone  tew. 
She  broke  Ben'y  heart  for  sure ;  long  ere  that  aton' 
crashit  life  out  o^t." 

"  And  whecT  may  he  lie  ?'* 

Ambrose  clinched  his  brawny  hand,  hie  eyes  darkened, 
hm  swarthy  face  flushed  duskily. 

"  Wheer  ?  What  think  'ee,  Daflfe  ?  When  we  took  o' 
him  up  for  the  burial,  ta  tha  church  ower  theer  bejant 
tha  wood,  the  pasaon  he  stoppit  09,  a'  the  gate  of  tha 
bnryin'  field.  The  passon  he  med  lon^  words,  and  sed 
as  how  a  unbeliever  end  niver  raaC  i'  blessed  groun*^  sin 
be  willna  iver  enter  into  the  sight  o'  tha  Lord.  He  sed 
as  how  Ben  were  black  o'  he^ft  and  wicked  o'  mind,  an' 
niver  set  fate  1'  church  door,  and  uiTer  ate  o'  the  sacra' 
mcnt  bread,  and  tiivcr  not  thoclito'  God  nor  o'  devil  ^  an' 
he  wouldna  say  the  rites  o'er  hira  an  'twere  ivor  so,  an' 
ho  wouldna  let  him  lie  i*^  the  holy  earth,  nor  i^  tba  pale  o' 
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tha  grare-yard.  Well,  we  could  na  g'ae  agin  him — w* 
poor  min,  and  he  a  squire  and  paa^on  tew.  Sae  we  took 
him  bauk,  five  weary  mile  ;  and  we  brought  him  here, 
and  wo  dug*  bid  grave  under  iheni  piues,  and  we  pit  a 
croaa  o'  tha  bark  lo  mark  the  place,  and  we  laid  old 
Trust,  when  he  died,  by  his  side.  I  wer6  mad  with 
(frief  like,  thin  ;  it  were  awfu'  ta  ha  him  forbad  Chiiatiaii 
burial." 

"  Dew  it  matter  ?"  askod  the  gentle  Daffe  wistfallj.  Ilfl 
bad  aever  bteu  within  churuh-doora  himseJf. 

AmbroiSG  g-ave  a  loO;^  troubled  sigh 

"  Aweei  I  at  first  it  seemed  awfu' — awfu' !  And  to 
think  ns  Ben  ud  nivf^r  sen  ilieface  o*  his  God  was  mair 
fearfu'  Btill.  But — as  time  gues  on  and  on — I  can  see  biq 
grave  fra"^  here,  tha'  cross  we  cut  is  tlie  gjlimmcr  o^  white 
on  that  atem  a'yont, — it  dew  seem  as  'tis  litter  like  far  hiiu 
to  liG  i'  the  fro;;h  free  woods,  wi'  the  birds  a'  chirmin 
abuve  bim,  an'  a*  tbi^  forest  thiug;i^  aB  be  minded  a  Qjin\ 
ftu'  nestin',  an'^  ruunin',  an'  rejoicin'  around  bim.  'Tia 
alius  80  still  there,  an'  peacefu'.  ^Tis  blue  and  blue  now^ 
wi"  the  hy'cinihs ;  and  there's  one  bonnie  mavis  as  dew 
make  her  home  wi'  each  spring'  above  the  gravestoue. 
'Bout  not  nieetin'  hi^  God,  I  duuno — I  darena  say  nowt 
anent  it — but,  for  BurCj  it  dew  seem  to  be  that  we  canna 
meet  Him  no  belter,  nor  fairer,  than  wi'  lips  that  ha  ne'er 
lied  to  man  nor  to  womua,  and  wi'  hacds  as  niver  hae 
harmed  the  poor  dumb  beasta  nor  the  prattlin'  birds.  It 
dew  seera  so.     I  canna  tell.'* 

As  the  words  died  off  his  lips  the  sun  fell  yet  more 
brighlly  through  the  avenues  of  the  straight,  dark,  odor- 
ous pines  ;  sweet  silent  winds  swept  up  the  dewy  scents 
of  moBsea,  and  of  leaves,  and  of  wild  hyacinths-  and  on 
the  Htillueaa  of  that  lonely  place  there  came  one  tremu- 
lous, tender  sound.  It  wa^  the  sound  of  the  mavis  ' 
ein^rin^, 

''  I  canna  tell;  but  for  sure  it  is  well  with  bini?"  said 
Ambrose ;  and  be  bared  his  head,  aud  bowed  U  humbly, 
as  though  in  the  voice  of  the  mavlsi  he  heard  the  aaswer 
of  God; 

"It  is  well." 

Ab  1  I  trust  that  it  may  be  so  for  you ;  that  the  sweet* 
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aesB  of  yoar  arrogant  dreams  of  ao  uosbared  eternitj  be 
not  wholly  a  delusion ;  that  for  you — although  to  as  you 
do  deny  It — there  may  be  found  pity,  atonement,  compen- 
sation, in  some  great  Hereafter. 


L'ENVOI. 

"  I  oan't  say  I  think  much  of  your  memoirs,  my  dear," 
observed  Fanfreluche,  with  her  nose  in  the  air  over  the 
last  of  my  proof-sheets.  "  And  there  is  only  one  moral 
to  be  got  out  of  them." 

"And  that  is ?"  I  ask  auxiously. 

"  That  there  is  nothing  on  earth  satisfactory  except — 

A  GOOD  iDINNEB." 

I  think  she  is  right:  and  my  consciousness  that  in  an 
earlier  chapter  I  did  my  best  humbly  to  contribute  my 
small  quota  to  that  study  of  human  happiness  which  lies 
in  the  great  Art  ot  Dining  alone  sustains  me  under  the 
temerity  and  vanity  which  have  led  me  to  offer,  to  the 
world  of  leVdrs,  th«  autobiography  of  your  very  obedient 
terrant, 
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